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Chapter One

“You’re staring at me again!” Hannah Swensen emerged from the bathroom in a cloud of steam, a towel wrapped around her unruly red curls. She grabbed her favorite robe, shrugged into it quickly, and turned to face the only other occupant of her bedroom. “It’s not polite to stare at me when I’m not wearing anything and you’re sitting there in your fur coat.”

When there was no response to her comment, Hannah sat down on the edge of the bed and picked up the package of panty hose she’d purchased on her way home from The Cookie Jar, her coffee shop and bakery. She wasn’t looking forward to putting on her best formal clothing on the hottest, muggiest evening ever recorded in Lake Eden, Minnesota’s history. Actually, if she was completely honest, she never enjoyed donning formal clothing, even when the weather cooperated. She was much more comfortable in jeans and a billboard T-shirt, or, as a concession to her family, a comfortable pantsuit. She wasn’t looking forward to tonight’s party either. She’d much rather spend the evening on her living room couch, sipping cold lemonade and watching a movie on television with one of her boyfriends, either Norman Rhodes or Mike Kingston. Unfortunately, her presence tonight was mandatory since The Cookie Jar was catering dessert.

“It’s not the heat, it’s the humidity,” she told her roommate, who was watching her intently. “At least that’s what Great-Grandma Elsa always used to say. But she also used to say that nobody in Minnesota needed air-conditioning, that a fan blowing over a block of ice was enough.”

This comment was met with widened eyes and what she interpreted as an incredulous look.

“I know,” she reassured him. “Great-Grandma Elsa was wrong. Or maybe it was cooler back in her time. I’ll turn the air-conditioner on high just as soon as I’m through getting dressed.”

Even though the sun would be setting while she was gone, Hannah knew that air-conditioning would be necessary. In some areas of the country, the nights cooled off considerably, but not in central Minnesota. Perhaps the temperature would drop a few degrees as night approached, but that wouldn’t provide much relief. The outside walls of her condo had been baking in the sun all day and they would still be warm to the touch long after midnight.

It was hot in her bedroom. She’d opened the window to let in some outside air, but the curtains hung limp and lifeless. There was no breeze and the humidity was still sky high. Hannah could testify to that fact because even though she’d dried off thoroughly after her shower, her skin felt moist and hot again.

“It’s not even summer yet,” she told him, sighing a bit. “The Summer Solstice isn’t until June twentieth this year and today is only the ninth. Technically, it’s still spring and this afternoon it was hot enough to fry an egg outside.”

It was difficult to tell, but Hannah thought he looked impressed at this news. Earlier in the afternoon, when the mercury had reached its highest peak in the thermometer that hung outside the window in the coffee shop, her customers had decided that it was hot enough to cook an egg on the hood of a car. Hannah’s partner, Lisa Herman Beeseman, had volunteered her old black Ford for the test and the egg was duly cracked on the hood. After twelve minutes in the blazing sun, the yolk was still a bit runny, but the white was definitely cooked. Since no one wanted to stand around in the heat any longer to wait for the yolk to solidify, the dozen or so customers who’d trooped out to the parking lot to watch had declared the experiment a success.

Hannah rolled up one leg of the panty hose and glanced over at him again. It seemed to her that he was smiling. “Watch it,” she warned. “I don’t know if you can laugh or not, but if you even look amused, I’ll . . . I’ll . . .” She paused to choose the most effective threat. “I’ll put you on a diet!”

“Rrrowwww!” The twenty-three pound orange and white tomcat, who was perched on top of her dresser, let out a howl.

“That’s right. A diet. And that means no more salmon-flavored, fish-shaped kitty treats. So if I were you, I’d be very careful!”

Hannah gave a little nod of satisfaction as Moishe turned his head away. She wasn’t sure if he’d understood her words, or simply reacted to the tone in her voice, but the desired effect was the same. As she looked down at the rolled sock in her hand, she thought about how much she hated to put on panty hose. The way she saw it, she had two choices. She could stretch out on the bed on her back, raise the panty hose up in the air, and try to thrust both feet into the sock parts at the same time. That required coordination she wasn’t sure she possessed. The second method was to sit on the edge of the bed, lean over and place one foot in the sock part, pull the panty hose up part way, and then try to get her other foot in. Either way required perfect balance and the skill of a contortionist.

“Gotta do it,” she said, deciding to try the second method. But just as she began to thrust her right foot into the toe of the sock, the doorbell chimed.

There was a ripping noise that sounded very loud to Hannah’s ears, and she let out an exasperated expletive that she would never have used around her two nieces. Her toe had poked completely through the sock part and there was no way she could wear these pantyhose now. It was a good thing she’d bought an extra pair.

Hannah reached for her slippers and glanced at the clock on her bedside table. It was only six-fifteen and her sister wasn’t due to pick her up until seven. Barring some kind of family emergency or national disaster, there was no way Andrea would be forty-five minutes early.

The doorbell pealed again and Hannah stood up. Salesmen weren’t allowed in her condo complex, but sometimes one slipped past the guard at the kiosk. It could also be a neighbor with a problem and now that she was a member of the homeowners’ association board, she had a duty to listen. As she hurried down the carpeted hallway with Moishe at her heels, she thought about how interruptions always seemed to come at precisely the wrong time. But was there a right time for interruptions? She really wasn’t sure.

Hannah glanced down at her cat as they arrived at the door. She was hoping that Moishe would give her some sort of clue to the identity of the person standing outside the door. “Who is it?” she asked him in a whisper.

If ever a cat could shrug, Moishe did. But there were other signs that told Hannah something about their visitor. His ears weren’t back against his head, and he didn’t seem agitated in any other way. That meant it couldn’t possibly be her mother. Delores Swensen was not Moishe’s favorite person and her mother had several pairs of snagged silk stockings to prove it.

“Okay, it’s not Mother,” she whispered. “And it can’t be Norman. He’s my date for the party, but he’s working late at the dental clinic and he said he’d meet me there.”

Moishe moved closer to the door and the end of his tail began to flick in excitement. It was definitely someone he knew. Hannah was about to unlock the door to see for herself, when she remembered that she should check the peephole.

One glance and Hannah’s mouth dropped open. It was Andrea! She unlocked the door in a rush and pulled it open. “What’s wrong?” she asked the second she saw her sister’s worried expression.

“Everything!” Andrea exclaimed, stepping in.

“Bethie’s okay, isn’t she? And Bill? Tracey?”

“They’re all fine. Mother called and told me to get right over here.” Andrea shut the door behind her. “I didn’t even have time to finish my French braid.”

“You can do it in the guest bathroom. The light’s good and there’s a vanity in there.” Hannah stopped speaking as a dire possibility occurred to her. “Mother’s all right, isn’t she?”

“Mother’s fine. She’s worried about you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. She wanted me to get right over here and give you the news in person before anyone else told you about it.”

“What news?”

“Bad news.”

“Is anyone sick? Or injured? Or . . . or dead?” Hannah felt her heart rate soar at the possibility.

“No. Nothing like that. You’d better sit down, Hannah. It’s shocking.”

“What’s shocking?”

“The bad news.”

Hannah sat down on the couch. Andrea was so agitated, she wasn’t making much sense, but if she sat down it might have a calming effect. “Okay, I’m sitting. Now tell me.”

“You’ve got to promise not to get too upset.”

“Why should I get upset? I don’t even know what you’re talking about yet.”

“All right then.” Andrea took a deep breath. “She’s back!”

“Who’s back?”

“Her! Mother and I just don’t know what to do! We never thought we’d see her again, but she’s back and she’s staying out at the Lake Eden Inn with Roger Dalworth. Sally called to tell Mother. But that’s not the worst part of it. Sally told Mother that she’s coming to the grand opening with Roger tonight!”

“Sally’s coming to the opening with Roger?”

“No! She’s coming to the opening with Roger. And that’s why I had to get right over here to warn you.”

“Thanks, but I still don’t know who you’re talking about.” Hannah grabbed her sister’s arm and pulled her down on the couch. “Take a deep breath and calm down.”

“I can’t! Tonight is going to be a nightmare. If I didn’t have to go, I wouldn’t, but I have to go because I’m selling the condos for Roger. And it’ll be even worse for you. I just don’t know how we’re going to get through it with her there!”

“Who’s her?” Hannah asked, doing her best not to sound exasperated at Andrea’s overuse of pronouns.

“Doctor Bev! She’s back in town! And Sally thinks she’s dead set on revenge!”




Chapter Two

As she stepped inside the beautifully decorated lobby of the recently renovated Albion Hotel, Hannah decided that her struggle to get dressed in her very best outfit might just have been worth it. She’d taken a quick peek at the hotel when it was being remodeled, but she hadn’t seen it now that it was finished.

The lobby was absolutely gorgeous. It took up half of the ground floor and it was designed as a recreation and party area for the occupants of the seven luxury condos on the floors above. The old original mahogany floor had been torn up and the best boards saved and refinished. They made up a parquet design around the borders of six massive rose-patterned carpets, each featuring a different variety and color of rose. Wing chairs and couches in matching colors formed five conversational groupings. The sixth carpet held several game tables with matching chairs.

Since she was there early and happened to be the sole occupant of the lobby now that Andrea had gone off to the ladies’ room, Hannah walked around to take a look at the lovely rugs. The first rug showcased yellow roses and the rose name, Midas Touch, was woven into the border. As she explored the rest of the lobby and read the rose names, Hannah thought about how much fun it must be to name a rose. The purple ones were Ebb Tide, the pink were Tiffany, the orange blooms were Tahitian Sunset, the white were Polar Star, and her favorite, the red roses, were called Sedona.

As she neared the huge window overlooking the garden on the side of the lobby, she saw that a sizable area had been reserved for special use. Tonight it would be a dance floor with a raised platform that had been set up for a dance band. Chairs, microphones, and a sound system were already in place.

Hannah had just seated herself in a wing chair on the Sedona rose rug to wait for her sister when she saw Lisa beckoning to her from the doorway of the Red Velvet Lounge.

“I need to talk to you, Hannah!” she called out.

“I’ll be right there.” Hannah got up and walked across the lobby to the bar and grill that occupied the other half of the hotel’s ground floor. One glance inside the open doorway and she was suitably impressed. Roger Dalworth, the money man behind converting the old hotel, had done a great job of preserving an early nineteen-hundreds look. The faceted crystal decanters behind the highly polished oak bar glittered in the beams from halogen lights positioned at strategic places in the ceiling. The sepia-tone prints in old-fashioned frames that lined the wood-paneled walls depicted the Albion in its heyday. There were also some scenes of Lake Eden life from that time period, and a player piano complete with a wooden case that held at least three dozen piano rolls. Best of all, the banks of booths that lined the perimeter of the room were upholstered in a shade of red velvet that perfectly matched the color of the red velvet cupcakes that they were serving tonight.

Lisa was arranging cupcakes on the three-tiered revolving display that her husband, Herb, had built for them. When she spotted Hannah, she left her work and rushed over. “I’m glad you’re here, Hannah. There’s something I’ve got to tell you!”

“It’s okay, Lisa. I know. Andrea told me.”

“Thank goodness! I was worried sick you’d run into her before anyone told you. Does Norman know?”

“He should by now. Mother talked to Carrie and Carrie was going to call him.”

“This is bad, Hannah. What are you going to do?”

“Not a thing until I find out why she’s back.”

Lisa considered that for a moment. “Okay. I guess that makes sense. But I just know she’s going to try to get even with you for exposing the truth about her. There’s no other reason for her to come back here. You’ve got to be careful, Hannah.”

“I will be.”

“Just don’t make the mistake of underestimating her. She might be all sweetness and light tonight, but you can’t judge a book by its cover and you know she’s bad to the bone. She’s dangerous, too. You have to remember that hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”

Hannah gave her first genuine laugh of the evening.

“What’s so funny?” Lisa asked.

“You just used three clichés in a row.”

Lisa thought about that for a minute. “It’s four, unless you didn’t count the Shakespeare quote.”

“It’s not a Shakespeare quote.”

“It’s not?”

“No. It’s a misattribution.”

“A what?”

“A misquote of something William Congreve wrote in the late seventeenth century. And I did count it.”

“Okay, here’s another cliché and I don’t know who said it first. Leopards don’t change their spots overnight.”

“I don’t know who said it either, but this leopard did change her spots. Doctor Bev’s got a whole new look. Now she’s a blonde. Sally thought she might have had a facelift, too.”

“That’s drastic.”

“That’s desperate. I guess she thought she’d better repackage since she was getting so close to the sell-by date.”

Lisa’s mouth dropped open and then she started to laugh. She laughed long and hard, and then she said, “You’ve really got a way with words, Hannah. But I’m curious. When did you see Doctor Bev?”

“I didn’t. Andrea told me.”

“Then Andrea’s seen her?”

“No. Sally’s the only one who’s actually seen her. Doctor Bev’s staying out at the Inn with Roger.”

“And Sally called to tell you?”

“Not exactly. Sally called Mother, and Mother called Andrea, and Andrea told me.”

Lisa laughed. “It’s good to see that the Lake Eden Gossip Hotline is working. But Doctor Bev didn’t actually change her spots, Hannah. All she changed was her appearance. She’s still the same scheming, conniving, selfish person inside.”

“You can put lipstick on a pig, but it’s still a pig?”

“Exactly. It’s like you always say, Hannah. The reason they’re clichés is that they’re true most of the time. And here’s another couple for you. Forewarned is forearmed, the best defense is a good offense, and you shouldn’t trust her any further than you can throw her.”

“I’m ready, Hannah.” Andrea stood in the doorway of the Red Velvet Lounge. “I’ll show you the condos now, before everybody gets here.”

Hannah turned to look at Lisa. “Do you need help arranging the cupcakes?”

Lisa shook her head. “I’m almost through. Don’t worry about me, Hannah. Herb’s coming back with a couple of chairs and we’re going to restock the display when it gets low.”

“But I should help you.”

“No, you shouldn’t. Herb has to be here anyway. He’s running security here in the lounge.”

“Security for what? It’s Lake Eden. Nobody’s going to steal anything here.”

“I know that and you know that, but Roger Dalworth doesn’t. He’s from Minneapolis and it’s different there. Roger hired Herb to cover the whole hotel.”

“But how can Herb do that if he’s sitting here next to you?”

“He’ll be wearing earbuds and he’ll be in constant communication with the other members of his security staff. Besides, you said it before. It’s Lake Eden. The only thing that might happen is that somebody has one too many glasses of champagne. If that happens, one of Herb’s guys will handle the driving and take that person home.”

A phrase Lisa had used caught Hannah’s attention and she repeated it. “One of Herb’s guys? How many guys does he have?”

“Six not counting him. They work in pairs. Roger wanted two on the ground floor, two on the second floor, and two outside. The only thing that’s not covered is the penthouse and that’s because it’s not furnished yet.”

“Hi, Hannah.”

Hannah turned to see Lisa’s husband, Herb Beeseman, walking toward them. He was wearing a nice-looking red blazer with the word SECURITY embroidered on the pocket. Below it was some sort of insignia and as Herb came closer, Hannah realized that it was an embroidered cupcake.

“Meet the head of Cupcake Security,” Lisa said, smiling at Herb.

Hannah glanced at the cupcake display and then back at Herb’s pocket. The embroidery on the pocket was a perfect rendition of the Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes they’d baked.

“Cupcake Security?” she asked.

“Why not?” Herb gave a little laugh. “It was Lisa’s idea. Our motto is, You gotta be tough with a name like Cupcake.”

“That’s really funny.” Hannah laughed. “I’m surprised you didn’t use Cream Puff.”

“I might have, but it was already taken. Besides, the cupcakes you baked were really pretty and the graphic was more colorful. The guys just love their new blazers.”

“Who did you hire?” Hannah asked.

“Four seniors from Jordan High, and two freshmen from the community college. We’re also going to run security at football games in the fall. Mayor Bascomb said he might even use us for things like the Winter Carnival and Moonlight Madness later this summer.”

“Well . . . good luck with it. I’m sure the boys are glad to get some part-time jobs.” Hannah glanced at her sister, who was staring at the display of cupcakes longingly. “What’s wrong, Andrea?”

“Nothing’s wrong. It’s just that your cupcakes look luscious and my stomach’s growling. I was so busy distributing fliers for tonight that I didn’t have time for lunch.”

Lisa plucked a cupcake from the box she’d been using to fill the display and handed it to Andrea. “Taste this and tell us if it’s as good as it looks.”

“I love red velvet cupcakes!”

“These are Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes,” Lisa told her. “Hannah and I put a surprise in the center of every one.”

“What kind of surprise?”

Hannah smiled. “If we tell you, it won’t be a surprise. Take a big bite. You’ll like it, I promise.”

Andrea didn’t wait for a second invitation. She peeled off the cupcake paper and took a giant bite. “Mmmmm,” she said and took another big bite. “Mmmmmm!”

“So what do you think?” Lisa asked her.

Andrea held up her hand for a timeout and popped the rest of the cupcake in her mouth. She chewed, swallowed, and smiled. “It’s great! I just love the chocolate and . . . apricot?”

“That’s right. They were Hannah’s idea. Everybody makes red velvet cupcakes and when we got the order for the party, we wanted to make ours different.”

“And better,” Andrea added. “I’ve eaten a lot of red velvet cupcakes and these are the absolute best!”

 


 



Hannah glanced down at the price sheet in her hand. The two-bedroom condo she’d just seen was double the money she’d paid for her condo. “Do you really think you can sell these? My complex is a lot cheaper.”

“Your complex isn’t convenient to downtown Lake Eden. If you lived here, you wouldn’t have to drive to work every morning and drive home every night. And your condo doesn’t have a view like this.” Andrea walked to the windows and pointed. “Every room on this side has a view of the Lutheran church, Granny’s Attic, and the Red Owl.”

“This is a nice balcony,” Hannah said, walking to the sliding glass doors.

“If you lived here, you could see The Cookie Jar from your balcony. I could probably cut you a deal, Hannah. And I know I could sell your place for more than you paid for it. You’d be trading up.”

“No thanks,” Hannah said quickly. “I like where I live.”

“Well . . . just think about it. Your cookie truck is getting old and if you bought this unit, you could walk to work.”

“I’ll think about it,” Hannah said, knowing that she wouldn’t, but also knowing that her sister wouldn’t stop her sales pitch until every single one of the condos were sold. “Why don’t you show me the penthouse?” she suggested, by way of diversion. “I know I could never afford it, but I’d love to see it.”

The penthouse had a private elevator that Roger Dalworth had installed. Hannah and Andrea rode down to the lobby and used Andrea’s key to activate the private elevator.

“The penthouse takes up the entire top floor,” Andrea informed her as they stepped out of the elevator and directly into the penthouse foyer. “The view is spectacular and it has a huge tropical garden with its own Jacuzzi and grotto swimming pool.”

“A Jacuzzi and a swimming pool? That’s not very practical for Minnesota.” It was all Hannah could do not to gasp as she walked into the penthouse living room. There were wall-to-ceiling windows on three sides and Andrea was right, the view was spectacular. “This is gorgeous, but I’m still thinking about the hot tub and the swimming pool. They’ll have to be drained and covered all winter and that means the owner can’t use them for six or seven months out of the year.”

Andrea shook her head. “There’s a climate-controlled dome that fits over the whole rooftop. It was supposed to be here and installed by tonight, but there was a delay and it hasn’t arrived yet. That means we can go out in the middle and look, but that’s it. Roger’s got the rest blocked off with sawhorses because it’s not safe.”

When they stepped out into the penthouse garden, the June air was balmy and sweet. There was a slight breeze, but not enough to be uncomfortable. They were above the noise of the party, the passing cars on the street, and even more important, the mosquitoes. It was heavenly and Hannah took a deep breath of the perfumed night air.

“Just look at this pool,” Andrea said, leading her over to the grotto pool and Jacuzzi area. There was even a thatched roof bar with padded bar stools. Low-level Malibu lights gave the whole area a romantic glow, and the ambiance was intimate and inviting. “Beautiful!” Hannah breathed, feeling a small stab of envy for the lucky people who would live here.

“I shouldn’t do this, but I will,” Andrea said. “Help me move this sawhorse.”

Between the two of them they muscled Roger’s barrier to the side, and Andrea led Hannah toward the edge of the roof. “That’s far enough,” she said, stopping about four feet from the edge. “I want you to see the lake from here.”

Hannah peered off into the distance where the lake was shining silver in the moonlight and the surrounding pines were dark sentinels stretching up toward the sky. “Beautiful!” she breathed again.

It didn’t take long to go through the rest of the penthouse: multiple bedrooms, each with its own bathroom, a home gym, and a huge gourmet kitchen. There were closets galore, views from windows in abundance, and the total impression was the essence of opulence.

“We’d better go,” Andrea said, glancing at her watch. “The guests should be starting to arrive by now and I’ve got six condos and a penthouse to sell.”

Hannah was silent until they were in the elevator on their way down to the lobby. “Do you think anybody in Lake Eden can afford to buy a condo here?” she asked; the question had been bouncing around in her mind since Andrea had opened the first condo door.

“Of course. People almost always buy up.”

“Buy up?”

“It’s like cars and trading up. They almost always buy something more expensive than what they’re selling. The only exception I’ve had is when I handle a property where the kids leave the nest and they’re downsizing. And even then a few people want more luxury than they had. There are people in this town with money, Hannah. And remember, all you really need is the down payment, a good credit rating, and a good job. I’d say nine out of ten people that come here tonight can afford to finance one of these condos. Roger invited two hundred and fifty people and that means over two hundred could afford to buy if I can manage to impress them.”

“How about the penthouse? Could nine out of ten afford that?”

“No, definitely not. The penthouse is pricey. But Del Woodley’s coming. He could afford the penthouse. And so could Mayor Bascomb if Stephanie would kick in some of her money. As a matter of fact, Mother could probably afford it.”

Hannah frowned slightly. She was the only one who knew the state of her mother’s finances. Andrea was right. Their father had been very astute when it came to buying stock and at this stage, Delores could afford it and then some. She thought about saying that, but neither Andrea nor Michelle knew exactly how much money Delores had and Hannah had promised never to divulge the details. “Maybe Mother could afford it, but I’m not sure she’d want to give up her house.”

“You’re right. That’s the house that Dad bought for her and it must have a lot of happy memories for her. She’s used to living there and she likes the neighbors. I think the only way that Mother would move is if she got married again. And I really don’t think that’s going to happen.”

The penthouse elevator doors opened, and Andrea and Hannah stepped out. “Hold on a second,” Andrea said, turning her elevator key in the lock so that it would remain accessible. “We want people to go up to the penthouse, even if they can’t afford to buy it. If they’re impressed, they talk about it and they might mention it to somebody who can afford to buy it.”

“Good thinking,” Hannah said. “Are you going to work now?”

“Yes, but Roger wants me in the lounge for a while. He told me to wait until people had some of the free champagne and free food before I started selling.”

“Because then everyone will be in a good mood?”

“That’s the theory, and he’s right. That’s why I always set out cheese and crackers, or some of your cookies when I host an open house. If I get really busy showing the condos, will you do a favor for me?”

“What?” Hannah asked, not about to get trapped by agreeing to something blindly.

“Snag me about six of your Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes, will you, Hannah? I’d really appreciate it. I’m going to need a couple more to keep up my energy and I want to take some home to the girls and Grandma McCann. That surprise in the middle is a stroke of pure genius!”
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RED VELVET SURPRISE CUPCAKES

 



If you’re going to make these cupcakes right away, preheat oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.

Hannah’s Note: To make these cupcakes, you must first make Chocolate Apricot Surprises. Don’t worry. They’ll only take you 15 minutes at the most. If you’d prefer to make them at night and not bake the cupcakes until morning, preheat the oven at that time.

 


CHOCOLATE APRICOT SURPRISES


6 ounces semi-sweet chocolate chips (that’s 
one cup of chips) 
2 Tablespoons apricot jam 
2 Tablespoons salted butter




	If the apricot jam has big pieces of apricots, cut them into smaller pieces before you measure out the jam. You can also simply pick them out and only use the clear part of the jam.

	Place the 3 ingredients in a microwave-safe bowl. (I used a 2-cup measuring cup.)
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	Microwave on HIGH for 1 minute. Take the chocolate mixture out of the microwave and stir the contents smooth.

	Tear off a piece of waxed paper and place it on a piece of cardboard or a cookie sheet right next to the chocolate mixture.

	Use a quarter-teaspoon measuring spoon to scoop out the chocolate mixture. Scrape it out of the spoon with your impeccably clean finger and drop it onto the waxed paper in little mounds. If it spreads out too much and won’t mound, let it cool for a minute or two longer.

	Once you start making the chocolate mounds, keep in mind that you will need 24 Chocolate Apricot Surprises for your cupcakes. If you end up with less, pinch a little off the larger mounds and transfer it to the smaller mounds. If you end up with too much chocolate left, either make the existing mounds bigger, or make several mounds on a different piece of wax paper and hide them in a small container in the back of your refrigerator for the times you have a chocolate deficiency.

	Refrigerate the Chocolate Apricot Surprises until you’re ready to use them in your cupcakes. (You can make them the night before you make your cupcakes, but only if you live alone. If you have a family, someone is bound to get up in the middle of the night to eat them.)
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RED VELVET CUPCAKES

 


Preheat the oven to 350
 degrees F., rack in the
 middle position.

1 and ½ cups white (granulated) sugar 
½ cup salted butter (1 stick, 4 ounces, 
¼ pound) softened to room temperature 
½ cup vegetable oil 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon baking powder 
1 teaspoon baking soda 
1 teaspoon cocoa powder 
2 teaspoons red food color gel (if you can’t find 
gel, you can use liquid food coloring, but 
gel is best—I used Betty Crocker Classic 
Gel Food Colors) 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
2 large eggs 
2 and ½ cups all-purpose flour (pack it down 
in the cup when you measure it)
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1 cup buttermilk 
1 teaspoon red wine vinegar (or white vinegar 
if you can’t find red wine vinegar)




	Line 24 cupcake cups with cupcake papers. (My cupcake pans hold 12 apiece so I used 2 cupcake pans. I also used double cupcake papers in each cup.)

	WARNING ABOUT FOOD COLOR GEL: Make sure you don’t buy red decorating gel instead of red food color gel. The decorating gel comes in individual tubes and is used to write on the top of cakes in various colors of gel frosting. You need to buy the concentrated food color gel that will color your cupcake batter red. If you can’t find food color gel, you can use liquid food coloring, but you’ll have to use double the amount.

	Place the white sugar in the bowl of an electric mixer. Add the softened, salted butter and vegetable oil. Beat until the resulting mixture is nice and fluffy.

	Mix in the salt, baking powder, baking soda, and cocoa powder. Mix it in thoroughly.

	Add the 2 teaspoons of red food color gel and the vanilla extract. Beat until the color is mixed in evenly.
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	Add the eggs, one at a time, beating after each addition.

	Add one cup of flour to your bowl and mix it in thoroughly. Then shut off the mixer and scrape down the sides of the bowl with a rubber spatula.

	Pour in a half-cup of buttermilk and mix that in thoroughly on LOW speed.

	Add a second cup of flour to your bowl. Mix it in thoroughly and then shut off the mixer and scrape down the sides of the bowl again.

	Add the rest of the buttermilk (½ cup) to your bowl. Mix well.

	Mix in the rest of the flour (½ cup) and mix thoroughly.

	Mix in the red wine vinegar.

	Shut off the mixer, remove the bowl, and give your cupcake batter a final scrape and stir with the rubber spatula. The vinegar may make your batter foam up a bit. That’s perfectly all right.

	Fill the cupcake papers ⅓ full of batter. (Lisa and I used a 2-Tablespoon scoop to do this at The Cookie Jar.)
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	Take the Chocolate Apricot Surprises you made out of the refrigerator. Peel them off the waxed paper one by one, and put them in the center of each cupcake. Push them down slightly, but be careful not to push them all the way to the bottom of the cupcakes!

	Fill the cupcake papers with batter until they’re ¾ full. These cupcakes don’t rise very much so you don’t have to worry about them overflowing.

	Bake the Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes in a preheated 350 degrees F. oven for 20 to 23 minutes. (Mine took 21 minutes.)

	Take the cupcake pans out of the oven and let them cool completely on a cold stove burner or a wire rack. Do not remove the cupcakes from the pan until they are completely cool.



Yield: 24 cupcakes
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CREAM CHEESE FROSTING FOR RED VELVET SURPRISE CUPCAKES

 


4 ounces cream cheese (I used Philadelphia 
Brand in the rectangular silver package— 
half a package was 4 ounces) 
¼ cup salted butter (½ stick, 2 ounces, 
⅛ pound) 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
2 cups powdered sugar (pack it down in the 
cup when you measure it)




	Place the cream cheese and the butter in a medium-size microwave-safe bowl. (I used a quart measuring cup.) Microwave on HIGH for 30 seconds. Stir. If you can stir the cream cheese and the butter smooth, take the bowl out and put it on the counter. If it’s still not soft enough to stir, microwave on HIGH in 20-second intervals until it is.

	Add the vanilla extract to your bowl and stir that in.

	Add the powdered sugar, a half-cup at a time, stirring after each addition. Continue to add powdered sugar until the frosting is spreadable, not runny.
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	Work from the center out when you frost your Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes. Don’t go all the way to the edges. Leave a little of the red cupcake showing all the way around.



Yield: This recipe will frost 24 cupcakes. (If there’s any frosting left over, spread it on graham crackers or soda crackers for the kids.)

When Lisa and I baked these for the grand opening of the Albion Hotel, we sprinkled the top of the Cream Cheese Frosting with red decorating sugar.
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Chapter Three

When Hannah and Andrea got back to the Red Velvet Lounge, they found that their mother and Doc Knight had staked out the largest table in the center of the room. “Nice job, Mother,” Hannah said, taking a chair. “You got here early.”

“So did you. And I must say, Hannah, you look very pretty tonight.”

“Thanks, Mother.”

“Is that lipstick?”

“Yes.”

“And eye makeup.”

“Yes, but it’s not my fault. Andrea made me do it.”

Doc Knight chuckled as he turned to Hannah. “You sound like a kid who’s caught with her hand in the cookie jar.”

“You’re right. She does,” Andrea agreed. “But that never could have happened at our house. Mother’s cookie jar was always empty unless Hannah came home from school and baked.”

Doc laughed again, longer this time. Then he put his hand on Delores’s arm. “Lori can burn water, that’s for sure. She made me some coffee this morning and I swear it tasted burned.”

“Doc!” Delores turned and gave him what Hannah and her sisters had always called Mother’s glare of imminent death.

“Okay. Maybe I shouldn’t have told them that,” Doc said by way of apology, but Hannah noticed that his eyes were sparkling with laughter. “Am I forgiven? Or do I have to jump through hoops?”

“You have to jump through hoops,” Delores said and then she did something that surprised both Hannah and Andrea. She laughed. “I’ll expect you to make the coffee tomorrow and that’s a win-win situation for me. I never get a good cup of coffee when I make it.”

“Deal,” Doc said, slipping his arm around her shoulders and giving her a hug. “By the way, I agree that Hannah looks lovely tonight, but she always looks good, even without any makeup.”

Delores nodded. “You’re right. Hannah’s beautiful, no matter what. I really shouldn’t . . .” She stopped and looked thoughtful. “What is that word you use for what I just did?”

“Harangue? Plague? Bully? Criticize?” Doc gave her another little hug to let her know he was teasing. “It’s okay, Lori. The girls wouldn’t know what to do with you if you didn’t criticize them. You’ve done it all their lives and if you changed now, it just wouldn’t be you. They know you love them and want the best for them.” Doc turned to Hannah and Andrea. “You do, don’t you?”

“Of course we know.” Hannah was the first to respond.

Andrea reached over to give her mother a pat on the hand. “Hannah’s right. We grew up knowing that.”

Delores looked slightly tearful and Hannah began to think that leopards really could change their spots overnight. Their mother had just admitted that she was too critical and that had never happened before. There was a moment of silence that was beginning to become just a bit uncomfortable when Doc spoke again.

“We planned to get here earlier, but I wanted to stay at the hospital until Warren Dalworth’s visitor left.”

“It was someone from Minneapolis with some papers for him to sign,” Delores told them. “That didn’t take long, but then Roger came in and Doc needed time to talk to him.”

“How is Warren doing?” Hannah asked, hoping that there was some good news.

Doc shook his head and sighed. “Not well. He’s comfortable, but he knows he’s terminal and he can’t last much longer. The hardest part was telling Roger.”

Hannah shivered slightly. Roger was an only child and his mother had died several years ago. He’d just gotten over one loss in his immediate family and now, today, he’d learned that his father didn’t have long to live. “It must be horrible to get news like that,” she said.

“It is,” Doc told her. “And delivering that news is almost as difficult as getting it. It’s one of the hardest parts of being a doctor.”

“Is Roger all right?” Andrea asked.

“Yes. He took it well. Of course it wasn’t totally unexpected. Warren’s been battling cancer for the past four years. There’s also the fact that Roger and his father have never been that close, but it’s still hard to hear that a parent is dying.”

Andrea and Hannah exchanged glances. Hannah didn’t want to think about that, and she could tell that Andrea didn’t either.

“Did Roger go to see his father?” Andrea asked.

“Yes.” This time Delores answered. “And he told us he’d be staying in Lake Eden indefinitely so that he could see his father every day.”

This time there was a three-way glance between mother and daughters, and Doc gave a little nod. “I caught that. You’re doing that mother-daughter telepathy thing again. All three of you are worried that if Roger stays in Lake Eden, Doctor Bev will stay, too.”

“That’s right,” Delores said, giving him a fond look. And then, in her best British upper-class accent she exclaimed, “By George! I think he’s got it!”

The tension that had settled over them with Doc’s news dissolved as all four of them laughed. They were still smiling when Barbara Donnelly walked up to their table.

“Hi, everyone,” she said. “I’m sorry I’m late.”

“You’re not late,” Delores told her. “We didn’t get here until five minutes ago. Sit down and have some appetizers. They look lovely.”

Barbara glanced at the appetizer tray that sat in the center of the table. “Did you do these, Hannah?”

“No. We only catered the cupcakes. Roger hired a catering company from Minneapolis to do the rest of the food.”

“Sit here, Barbara.” Andrea pulled out the chair for her husband’s secretary. “But first turn around so that I can see your skirt. It’s just beautiful.”

“It’s more than beautiful, it’s gorgeous,” Delores corrected her as Barbara turned all the way around. “You look lovely, Barbara.”

“Thank you.” Barbara smiled as she sat down. “Claire ordered this outfit especially for me. She remembered that I just love monarch butterflies.”

“The colors are incredible against the black background,” Hannah said, admiring the dozens of embroidered monarch butterflies scattered over the material of the skirt.

“The buttons on the blouse are the perfect touch,” Delores told her. “They’re monarch butterflies too, aren’t they?”

“That’s right. And Claire said that each one was hand painted.” Barbara looked pleased to receive so many compliments. “The minute Claire showed me this outfit I knew I just had to have it. And it goes so well with my mother’s amber beads.”

“It’s perfect for you,” Andrea agreed. “Do you happen to know when Bill and Mike are coming?”

“They left the office right after I did. They said they were going to run home and get dressed, and they should be here any . . .” Barbara stopped talking and pointed to the doorway. “There’s our host and hostess.”

“What a perfect ad for cosmetic surgery,” Delores commented, as Roger and Doctor Bev entered the lounge.

Andrea turned to Delores. “You think Roger had cosmetic surgery?”

“I know Roger did. And she’s had some work done on her muffin tops.”

“Muffin tops?” Hannah questioned her mother.

“The rolls of fat that protrude from the side and back when you wear a tight skirt or tight pants,” Doc Knight explained.

“That’s right,” Delores said, smiling at him. “Doctor Bev used to have them and now she doesn’t. I’m sure she had liposuction. And then there’s that little trout pout. Do you see it?”

Hannah turned to Doc Knight. “Translate, please?”

“Her lips have a slight pouty look, most likely from a bit too much Botox.”

Delores nodded. “But that doesn’t even count the actual surgery. She was beginning to have crow’s feet, but they’re gone now. You know what crow’s feet are, don’t you?”

“We know,” Barbara said with a sigh. “What else?”

“Her elevens are gone and her parentheses are a lot less deep than they were. And she got rid of her turtleneck.”

All three women turned to Doc Knight and he laughed.

“All right. Elevens are slang for the vertical lines that appear between a person’s eyebrows when they’re frowning. They probably used Botox on those. And parentheses are the classic lines that develop from the sides of the nose down past the corners of the mouth.”

“Botox?” Hannah guessed.

“Not usually. They’re usually treated with injectable filler like Juvederm. The turtleneck is more difficult to treat and it usually requires a neck lift procedure.”

“Surgery,” Delores said, “and it’s all elective. She left some cash at her doctor’s office. Or he did.”

“How do you know so much about cosmetic surgery?” Andrea asked, even though Hannah tried to aim a kick at her under the table.

“Well, I . . .”

“Lori was good enough to do some online research for me,” Doc Knight said quickly. “I needed to know some of the slang terms so that I could refer my patients who wanted to enhance their appearance to the right cosmetic surgeon.”

As Hannah watched, Delores turned to give Doc Knight a luminous smile that clearly said Thank you for getting me out of a pickle. Hannah smiled at both of them. There was no doubt in her mind that they were good for each other.

“Whatever,” Barbara said, taking a sip of her diet cola. “She really looks good tonight.”

“Yes, she does,” Hannah said, more charitable than she felt like being as Roger and Doctor Bev walked to the table for two that had been reserved for them.

“I think she looks at least ten years younger,” Delores said. “And ever since Roger got his nose fixed, he’s been on the handsome side.”

They were silent then, watching Roger and Doctor Bev make their way to the table. Hannah had never seen Doctor Bev looking so pretty, so young, and so beautifully dressed. She was wearing a tight-fitting silver dress that gleamed in the overhead halogen lights. Her makeup was perfect, her hair was perfect, and her smile was perfect. The only note of imperfection was the haughty look on her face.

Then there was Roger, who walked at her side with an assurance that only comes from family money. He’d been raised in luxury and he was used to merely mentioning something only to have someone snap to attention to accomplish it. He was dressed in a black suit that fit so perfectly, Hannah knew it had been tailored especially for him. He had paired it with a lavender dress shirt and a lavender and silver tie. His blond hair was a shade darker than Doctor Bev’s blond hair and his eyes were an alert and piercing blue. His teeth were white and gleaming, but one was slightly crooked, giving his smile an endearing quality, and Hannah found herself wondering if that tooth had been specifically capped that way. His skin was a shade of tan that would have been impossible to achieve in a tanning booth or in the short length of time the Minnesota weather had permitted. Aruba, St. Thomas, St. Croix, or some other tropical vacation spot? Hannah’s mind suggested and she gave a slight nod. Roger was handsome and Bev was stunningly pretty. They were the golden couple.

“Here come Mike and Bill,” Barbara said, gesturing toward the doorway. “And Norman’s there, too.”

Hannah turned to look. Three men were standing in the doorway. One man was her date for the evening, another was the man she also dated and the chief detective at the Winnetka County Sheriff’s Department, and the third was her brother-in-law and Andrea’s husband, Bill Todd.

Andrea gave a wave and the three men threaded their way across the room toward their table. A few steps and it was apparent that this could take a while. Everyone who saw them wanted to say hello and their progress was slow.

“Did you see the luxury condos?” Barbara asked Andrea.

“Yes. Roger listed them with Stan and I’m handling the sales. I took Hannah up there when we got here.”

“I’ve been hearing all sorts of things about the penthouse. Bill said it’s got a grotto pool and a Jacuzzi.”

“You should see it, Barbara. It’s spectacular.”

“Especially the tropical rooftop garden,” Hannah added. “It covers half of the roof and the landscaping is already in. Andrea told me they’re even going to order a couple of fully grown palm trees.”

“Will palm trees grow in Minnesota?” Barbara asked, looking dubious.

“They will if you have a climate-controlled dome that covers the whole area,” Andrea was quick to explain.

“I can hardly wait to see it!” Barbara took another sip of her diet drink. “I wonder if I could see my house from up there.”

“I know you can, but not tonight. The dome didn’t come in time for the party, and Roger’s got the perimeter roped off. You can walk around the pool and Jacuzzi area, but you can’t go near the edge of the roof.”

“I think I’ll go up there and look around. And I’ll stop and look at the condos on the second floor, too. I know I can’t afford one, but it never hurts to dream.” Barbara picked up her glass, stood up, and turned to Hannah. “The next time you check on the dessert table, would you bring me one of your cupcakes? I ran into Herb in the parking lot and he said they’re incredible.”

“Will do,” Hannah promised with a smile. It was good to hear praise for their cupcakes. She went off to get one for Barbara and to tell Lisa that people were beginning to say nice things about their cupcakes. By the time she came back and sat down, Norman and Mike were approaching the table.

“Hi, Hannah,” Norman said, taking the chair next to her. “You look fantastic.”

“Thanks, Norman.”

“You’re wearing makeup,” Mike commented. “You look really good in makeup.”

“Hannah looks good with or without makeup,” Norman corrected him.

“Right,” Mike said, sitting down next to Hannah. “I’ve got news about the Clayton Wallace case.”

Hannah leaned forward expectantly. Clayton Wallace, the band bus driver for the Cinnamon Roll Six, had been the first fatality in the multi-car pileup on the interstate two months ago. Doc Knight had determined that the cause of death was an overdose of heart medication. “It was accidental, wasn’t it?”

“No.”

“Murder?” Norman asked, drawing the obvious conclusion.

Mike shook his head and Hannah breathed a sigh of relief. Since there had been two fatalities on the same night and one was clearly murder, she’d made a unilateral decision to try to solve the case they knew was murder and to leave the investigation into Clayton Wallace’s death to the authorities.

Hannah had never believed that Clayton’s death was murder. It just didn’t add up. Everyone she’d talked to had believed it was an accident. He’d been the jazz band bus driver since the Cinnamon Roll Six had first begun to tour and everyone connected with the band had liked him.

“If it wasn’t an accident and it wasn’t murder, what was it?” Andrea asked.

“Suicide.”

“Suicide?” Hannah repeated, sounding every bit as shocked as she felt.

“This was his last trip with the band,” Mike told them. “Mr. Wallace told the band manager, Lee Campbell, that he was retiring right after they got back to Minneapolis.”

“How old was Clayton?” Andrea asked.

“Sixty-two.”

“It’s not unusual for a person to retire at sixty-two,” Hannah pointed out. “Perhaps Clayton was tired of being on the road with the band. I could understand that. Or maybe . . .” She stopped speaking abruptly as another possibility occurred to her. “Did you check with his doctor? Was Clayton ill?”

“The M.P.D. interviewed his doctor. The report’s in the case file. The doctor gave him a clean bill of health based on a recent checkup. He was on heart, blood pressure, and cholesterol medications, but everything was under control.”

“Did Clayton give a reason why he wanted to quit working?” Andrea asked.

“All he said was that he had some things that he wanted to do. Mr. Campbell told me he mentioned some improvements he wanted to make to his house and a cruise to Alaska he’d booked with a friend.”

“That doesn’t sound like someone who was contemplating suicide,” Norman remarked.

“True,” Mike said.

“Then what made the M.P.D. think that it was a suicide?” Hannah asked the important question.

“They said he couldn’t have made a mistake like that with his pills, that it must have been deliberate. The three pills he was supposed to take were different shapes and different colors. And he took one of each type every night. The pill box you found in the bus was the type that had one compartment for each day of the week. You remember that, don’t you?”

“I remember. When I handed it to you, I noticed that only one compartment was empty. All the rest were full.”

“That’s right. Clayton had no pill bottles with him, just the pills in the compartments. The M.P.D. concluded that he filled the compartments before he left and they found the bottles in his bathroom medicine cabinet. All three bottles were for a thirty-day supply.”

“Let me guess,” Hannah said with a sigh. “The bottle with the heart medication was two pills short. And the other two bottles had one pill too many. And that’s why the M.P.D. decided that Clayton’s death was a suicide.”

“That’s right.”

Andrea began to frown. “I can see their point, but it still doesn’t make any sense. Clayton enjoyed driving the band and he liked every one of the boys as much as they liked him. Even if he had decided to commit suicide, he never would have done it while he was driving. He would have waited until he got to the Lake Eden Inn and then he would have taken the pills.”

“Did he leave a suicide note?” Hannah asked.

“No. Or at least the M.P.D. didn’t find it when they searched his house. And even if he’d mailed it to someone, it would have surfaced by now.”

“Did they find anything unusual?” Hannah asked.

“Not really, unless you want to count a gift-wrapped box of Fanny Farmer truffles and an expensive bottle of premium Chianti. The wine was in one of those fancy wine bags.”

“He must have been planning to take them to someone when he got home,” Norman speculated. “And that means he was planning ahead.”

“Right,” Hannah picked up on his thought. “And if he was planning ahead, why would he suddenly decide to commit suicide?”

“Maybe he had a date all planned and the woman called him on his cell phone to cancel,” Mike suggested.

“And he got so depressed over the cancelled date that he decided to commit suicide right then and there and take all his friends on the band bus with him?” Hannah knew she sounded incredulous, but that’s exactly how she felt.

“It was just a suggestion,” Mike defended his scenario. “It could have happened that way.”

Hannah gave a short laugh. “And cows could fly if they just had wings. But you don’t really think it happened that way . . . do you?”

“No, I don’t. But that’s my personal opinion. The official conclusion is that Clayton Wallace committed suicide. It’s over, Hannah. I can’t reopen another police department’s case without good cause. And suspicion without proof isn’t good enough. Believe me, we’re all just as upset as you are. Bill’s just sick about the whole thing, and so are Lonnie and Rick. The worst part is the insurance policy.” When Hannah, Norman, and Andrea looked puzzled, Mike went on to explain. “If the official investigation doesn’t conclude with natural, accidental, or homicide, the insurance company doesn’t pay death benefits. And that means Clayton’s son loses out.”

“Clayton had a son?” Andrea asked.

“Twenty-two years old, and paralyzed from the waist down. He’s living in a group home and doing really well, but there are some medical treatments that might improve his condition. They’re expensive. The state of Minnesota pays for part. We’re good that way. We take care of our own. But new treatments take time to get approved by the system. Clayton was counting on that insurance money to make his son’s life easier.”

All four of them were silent for a long moment. Then Hannah spoke up. “I’m sorry I found that pill matrix! And I’m doubly sorry I gave it to you.”

Mike reached out to take her hand. “You did the right thing, Hannah. It was evidence and you had an obligation to turn it over to me. That’s one of the reasons I’m telling you all this. You played by the rules.”

Hannah locked eyes with Mike. He was trying to tell her something, something that he couldn’t say. “What do you need to reopen the M.P.D. investigation?” she asked.

“In order to reopen the investigation we need some proof that it wasn’t suicide, something concrete. It could be proof that it was murder, or it could be proof that it was an accident. Either one would cause us to reopen the case and conduct our own investigation.”

Hannah’s eyes narrowed. “Are you saying that you can’t get that proof officially, but I can?”

“I didn’t say that. You surmised that. And I can’t control what you surmise.”

Hannah smiled. “Enough said, Mike. And nobody except Andrea and Norman know that we had this conversation?”

“Right.” Mike turned to Andrea. “Would you like to dance? Bill could be with the mayor for a while. When I left they were talking about crime rates in Winnetka County, and whether or not they should think about shutting down the Blue Moon Motel.”

Hannah exchanged a quick look with Andrea. They’d seen a clandestine photo of Mayor Bascomb and a lady better left unnamed coming out of a room at the Blue Moon Motel. For someone who’d used it as a rendezvous, Mayor Bascomb didn’t have much loyalty.

“I’d love to dance with you, Mike,” Andrea said, standing up to take Mike’s arm.

“How about you, Hannah?” Norman asked when Andrea and Mike had left the table.

“Love to,” Hannah said and stood up to follow Andrea and Mike to the dance floor in the lobby. A jazz band had started to play and the music was mellow and perfect for dancing.

“You know about Bev?” Norman asked, taking Hannah into his arms to the strain of an old standard.

“Andrea told me.” And then she paused, wondering if she should ask. Did curiosity win out over politeness? Her heart said yes, but her mind said no. Mercifully, she was saved the agony of deciding because Norman went on speaking.

“She hasn’t contacted me yet, but there were a couple of messages on the answering machine in my office. I didn’t bother to play them. I think Bev and I said all there was to say to each other.”

Hannah was glad she hadn’t asked, because Norman had volunteered the information. That meant something . . . didn’t it? Instead of pondering the question, she moved a little closer to Norman and tried to put Doctor Bev out of her mind. But Norman’s two-time fiancée wouldn’t go away. Hannah’s eyes widened as she saw Roger Dalworth and Doctor Bev coming out on the dance floor.

“She’s here,” Norman said, noticing them at almost the same time as Hannah had.

“I saw.” Hannah took a deep breath. “Is there anything you want me to do?”

“Just be here for me.” Norman pulled her even closer. “I’m not upset. That’s not it. I’m just . . . puzzled. I can’t figure out why she’s back here. And until I know, I’m not going to do anything.”

“That’s my plan, too. If we’re lucky, we won’t have to talk to her at all. She’s with Roger and it must be serious because she’s got a huge diamond ring on her finger. If she’s engaged to him now, she might leave us alone.”

“Maybe,” Norman said, but he didn’t sound convinced. “I don’t know Roger that well, but he seems like a decent guy. I hope he finds out what a barracuda she is before it’s too late.”

Hannah, who had a better view of Roger and Doctor Bev, gave a little groan of dismay. “They’re coming over this way. I hope she’s not going to cause a scene.”

“She won’t do anything ugly in front of her newest . . .” Norman stopped, obviously at a loss for the right word.

“Conquest,” Hannah supplied it.

“Exactly. Would you like to go back to the table?”

Hannah thought about that for a moment. “No. I don’t think we should let them drive us away.”

“Right.” Norman took a quick glance over his shoulder. “Uh-oh. They’re coming closer.”

“What can they do? Trip us?” Hannah tried for a little humor.

“They can cut in.”

Hannah glanced over Norman’s shoulder again. “You’re right. What should we do?”

“We should let them cut in as if nothing’s wrong. It’s only one dance. And after that dance, we should both think of some polite way to go back to our table.”

“Done,” Hannah said as Roger Dalworth tapped Norman on the shoulder. And then she was in Roger’s arms, dancing a dance she didn’t want to dance, and trying her best not to crane her neck to keep an eye on Doctor Bev and Norman.

 


 



It had been an uncomfortable ten minutes, but it was over. Hannah checked her hair in the antique oval mirror that stood on a mahogany stand in the corner of the ladies’ room and decided that there wasn’t much she could do to it without a curry comb and wire brush. There was nothing she could do except play with the genetic cards she’d been dealt. Delores, at well past fifty, was still beautiful with shining black hair, a svelte figure, and perfectly applied makeup. Andrea had inherited their mother’s good looks with the exception of her hair color. She was a natural blonde and she always looked as if she’d just stepped off the cover of a fashion magazine. Hannah’s youngest sister, Michelle, was equally beautiful with lovely brown hair. And then there was Hannah, who looked nothing like her beautiful, petite mother and sisters. She was her father’s daughter with his shock of unruly red hair, tall, gangly frame, and the same unfortunate tendency to put on extra pounds.

After excusing herself to Roger in order to go to the ladies’ room, even asking him where it was to lend credibility to her excuse, she spent five or six minutes sitting on the brocade sofa in the anteroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror, before she ventured out to return to her table.

“Well?” Delores asked before she’d even pulled out her chair.

“She’s engaged to him, but that’s all I know. At least he called her his fiancée. I didn’t want to ask questions.”

Delores turned to Doc. “Sorry. We’re doing that mother-to-daughter telepathy thing again. I wanted to know if Hannah found out why she was back in town and how long she plans to be here.”

“That’s what I thought. Maybe Norman will know. He’s dancing with her right now.”

Delores turned to look. “Norman doesn’t look happy.”

“Just the opposite,” Hannah agreed.

“Shall I rescue him?” Delores asked. “Doc and I can go out there and cut in, just like they did to you. And then maybe Doc can get some information out of her.”

Doc gave a little laugh. “Sorry, Lori. I forgot to pack truth serum in my little black bag.”

“That’s okay,” Hannah said, noticing that Norman and Doctor Bev had stopped dancing. “I stopped dancing with Roger to go to the ladies’ room and I think she just did the same thing. At least she’s heading that way. And Norman’s heading this way.”

Delores nodded. “I’m going to ask him what’s going on. I’m just dying to know if . . .” She stopped speaking as Doc gripped her arm. “What?”

“I heard something.”

“What?” Hannah asked.

“It sounded like something crashed above us. I think it came from several stories up, perhaps on the roof of the hotel.”

Delores shook her head. “I didn’t hear anything. Of course, I was talking.”

“You’re usually talking,” Doc told her and then he turned to Hannah. “Did you hear it?”

“No. I was listening to Mother, just like I always do.”

“Right,” Delores said, giving a little laugh.

“Wait!” Doc held up his hand. “I think I heard something again.”

All three of them were silent for several moments, listening for the sounds that Doc had heard. Other than the noises of the party, the clink of glasses, the clatter of silverware, and the faint strains of music coming from the band in the lobby, they heard nothing amiss. Hannah was about to say that she still hadn’t heard any thumps from above when all three of them reacted to what sounded like a faint scream. No more than a heartbeat or two later, something hurtled past the windows.

“What is it?” Delores gasped.

“I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.” Before she had even finished her sentence, Hannah was on her feet racing to the windows to look. The sight that greeted her was strange to say the least.

Butterflies flitted between two bushes in the rose garden. It took a moment of disbelief before Hannah realized that they weren’t real butterflies. They were embroidered butterflies on a black background and Hannah swallowed hard.

“What is it?” Delores asked again, coming up to the window behind her.

“I’m not sure, but . . .” Hannah stopped speaking, more certain than she wanted to admit. The butterflies were on a piece of material from a skirt she’d admired only minutes ago. And the broken string of amber beads glittering in the lights from the baby spots trained on the rose garden was equally familiar. The owner of the skirt and the beads was face-down on the ground at the base of one of the rose bushes.

“What is it?” Delores asked for the third time. “I can’t see past you. Tell me what’s going on!”

Hannah moved slightly to the side. Then she drew a deep, steadying breath. “It’s Barbara Donnelly. I think she fell off the roof from the edge of the penthouse garden.”

“Oh, no!” Delores moved closer to peer past Hannah’s shoulder. “Barbara said she wanted to try to spot her house from up there. Can you see her? Is she . . . alive?”

“I don’t know,” Hannah replied with a heavy heart. “All I know is Barbara is face down right next to a rose bush. And she’s not moving at all.”




Chapter Four

They all stood by anxiously as Doc Knight bent over Barbara’s still form. They couldn’t see exactly what he was doing because Herb had marshaled the six employees of Cupcake Security and they’d formed a circle around Barbara’s body. The boys were facing out, holding hands to form a protective barrier, and they looked every bit as anxious as Hannah felt. Herb was standing guard at the entrance to the rose garden to make sure that no one who wasn’t a medic or a police officer gained access to the scene.

Delores, who was standing next to Hannah, gave a little shiver. “Do you think Barbara went too close to the edge and fell?”

“I don’t know,” Andrea answered her. “It seems really unlikely that Barbara would be that foolish. I told her about the barricades and why they were there. I can’t believe she’d actually move them.”

Delores didn’t look convinced. “Maybe somebody else did. And when Barbara went up there, she simply walked into that area, thinking that it was okay. Maybe she didn’t even go all the way to the edge, but the height made her so dizzy, she stumbled and . . .”

“It couldn’t have happened that way,” Andrea interrupted her mother. “For one thing, Barbara wasn’t afraid of heights and they didn’t make her dizzy. She was the one who always climbed the ladder to put crepe paper streamers on the ceiling for birthdays at the sheriff’s department.”

“Then how did she fall?” Delores asked.

Hannah looked just as puzzled as Andrea and Delores. “None of this makes sense,” she said. “The only thing we know for sure is that something happened up there in the rooftop garden. And maybe we’ll never know what it was if Barbara ends up . . .”

“She’s not!” Andrea interrupted her. “I’m sure I just saw her leg move.”

Delores drew a relieved breath. “And Doc’s still bending over her with his stethoscope. That means he’s still checking her vital signs. He wouldn’t be doing that if there weren’t any.”

There was a faint wail of an ambulance siren in the distance and all three women drew breaths of relief. Someone had called for the paramedics and that meant there was hope.

“Where did Bill go?” Andrea asked, noticing that her husband had left the scene.

“Mike’s gone, too,” Delores noted.

“They’re probably up in the penthouse garden, searching for evidence,” Hannah guessed. “I can almost guarantee you that they’re going to treat the whole penthouse floor as a crime scene unless they learn something that proves it’s not.”

“They’re loading Barbara on a gurney now,” Delores pointed out, gazing through the window. “Thank goodness they’re not using a backboard. That means her back isn’t broken.”

“And she’s not on oxygen so at least she’s breathing all right,” Andrea added. “I’m going to see if I can find Lonnie and Rick. I saw them around here a couple of minutes ago. Maybe they’ll tell me something.”

 


 



After the ambulance pulled away carrying Barbara, the party began to break up. Lisa packed the remainder of their cupcakes in a box and brought them to the table where Hannah was sitting with Norman and Delores.

“What shall I do with these?” she asked Hannah.

“Give them to Roger. He paid for them. And if he doesn’t want them, take them back to the coffee shop. I think they’ll freeze and we can donate them to the next charity event.”

“Do you need a ride home?” Norman asked Delores.

“No, but thank you, dear. I drove and I’m going to run out to the hospital to see if I can find out more about Barbara’s condition.”

“Will you call me and let me know?” Hannah asked her.

“Of course I will.” Delores pushed back her chair and stood up. “How late will you be awake?”

“Late. And if I’m asleep the answer phone will get it and I’ll play your message in the morning.”

“Do you want to wait for Andrea?” Norman asked her after Delores had left.

“Not really. I think I just want to go home and cuddle up with Moishe on the couch.”

“How about me?”

Hannah gave him a grin. “Sure. You can cuddle up with Moishe, too.”

“That’s not exactly what I meant.”

“I know,” Hannah told him. And then she smiled.

Morning came early, much too early to suit Hannah. When the sky began to lighten slightly outside her bedroom window, her eyes fluttered open. It took her a moment, but then she remembered that it was Sunday, the one day of the week when she didn’t have to go to work. If she wanted, and she did want, she could roll over, pull the blanket back up, and go back to sleep. She was in the process of doing just that when the phone on her bedside table rang.

Out of pure instinct Hannah reached out to answer it. “Hello,” she said groggily.

“Hannah!”

The voice was weak, but Hannah recognized it immediately. She’d heard it only last night. “Barbara?”

“Yes. Come see me, Hannah. I need you.”

For one brief moment, Hannah thought she’d fallen asleep again and the phone conversation was a dream. She blinked several times and sat up in bed, pinching herself to make sure that she was awake. “Are you all right, Barbara?”

“He tried to kill me!”

“Who?”

But there was no answer except a soft click. “Barbara? Are you still there?” Hannah felt a moment’s panic. “Talk to me.”

But it was too late. The phone line was dead, leaving Hannah wide awake and shaking. Unless someone was playing a very cruel joke, Barbara was alive and she’d just said that someone had tried to murder her!

It didn’t take a genius to realize that there would be no further sleep for her this morning. Hannah reached for her slippers and pulled them on. Had the telephone actually rung? Had she actually heard Barbara’s voice say that someone had tried to kill her? Or had she only dreamed the whole thing?

“Did the phone ring?” she asked Moishe, who was stretched out on his feather pillow, staring at her. But Moishe was no help as a reality check. His expression remained perfectly neutral.

Hannah glanced over at the phone. It had been centered on her night table when she’d gone to bed, but now it was crooked. She’d reached for it at some point during the night, but had she actually answered it? And had she really talked to Barbara?

As she pondered the question, a dreadful possibility occurred to her. Her Great-Grandma Elsa used to say that people who knew they were going to die and had something important they needed to say, sometimes hung on to life just long enough to say it. Had Barbara called Hannah because she needed to say that it was no accident, that someone had tried to kill her by pushing her off the roof to the garden below? And had she died before she could say who’d pushed her?

Hannah knew that there was only one way to find out. She had to call the hospital. But hospitals didn’t give out that kind of information over the phone. She had to figure out a way to trick whoever answered into telling her if Barbara was still alive.

Her mind wasn’t working well yet, and Hannah knew it. What she needed was a mug of strong Swedish Plasma. Of course the coffee wasn’t ready. She hadn’t bothered to set the timer last night since she’d planned on sleeping late.

Uncertain whether she could do something as complicated as making coffee without having coffee first, Hannah padded down the carpeted hallway to the kitchen. When she got there she flicked on the bank of excruciatingly bright fluorescent lights and somehow managed to fill the basket of the coffee maker with coffee, pour in the water, and turn it on manually.

Perhaps she dozed a bit while she sat at the kitchen table waiting for the life-giving brew to be ready. She just wasn’t sure, but her neck felt a bit stiff when she glanced up at the clock. Fifteen minutes had passed. A second glance, this one at the coffee pot, confirmed that the green light was on. The world simply did not work right without coffee and now she could have it.

The promise of fresh coffee lured her to her feet and moments later, she was back at the table with a full mug of the magic elixir that transformed her from a zombie into a human being. She took one sip, then another and another, draining half the mug before she reached for the phone to dial the hospital.

She got the nurse at the front desk, someone who identified herself as Margie. Hannah didn’t know the night personnel and that was good. At least Margie wouldn’t recognize Hannah’s voice. “I’m calling to check on Barbara Donnelly,” Hannah told her. “She was admitted last night.”

“I’m sorry, but we’re not allowed to give out any information over the phone unless you’re a family member.”

Hannah thought fast. “I’m Barbara’s sister and I just had a terrible nightmare about her. She didn’t . . . die, did she?”

“Good heavens, no! Her nurse just walked past here and she said Miss Donnelly was sleeping. I’m sorry you had that dream. It’s probably because you’re worried about her.”

The nurse sounded very sympathetic and Hannah decided to press her luck. “Could you tell me her condition?”

Hannah could hear the nurse typing something in on a keyboard. “She’s stable, but guarded. If you’d like more detailed information, just call back when Doctor Knight comes in.”

“When will that be?”

“By ten at the latest. Would you like me to leave a note for him to call you?”

Hannah was about to say yes when she realized that then she’d have to give her name. Since she’d lied by claiming to be Barbara’s sister, it was best to remain anonymous. “That’s all right. I’ll call back later. I’d like to come in to see Barbara if she can have visitors.”

“Just a moment. I’ll check.” Hannah heard the nurse type in something else on the keyboard. “Yes, but only two at a time. Our new visiting hours are from two to five in the afternoon, and seven to nine at night. Of course they don’t apply to you since you’re her sister. Family members are encouraged to visit any time from nine in the morning to ten at night.”

“Thank you,” Hannah said. “And thanks for relieving my mind about Barbara.” Hannah hung up before the nurse could ask her name. What she’d said was true. She was extremely relieved. So much for Great-Grandma Elsa’s theory, at least in Barbara’s case!

When she glanced up at the clock Hannah realized that it was only ten to six, much too early to drive out to the hospital, and also too early to call anyone else who might know Barbara’s condition. She wished she knew the extent of Barbara’s injuries, but there was no one she could ask at this hour of the morning. And now that she’d had her first mug of the coffee that made her world work right, she was wide awake and ready for action.

She needed to bake cookies to take to Barbara. Hannah was up and moving the second she thought of it. If Barbara couldn’t have cookies for some reason, the nurses could. She’d mix up some Pink Lemonade Cookies. They were pretty and festive. Not only that, they were absolutely delicious.

Between sips of a second mug of coffee, she managed to gather the ingredients and start to mix up the dough. As she turned on the mixer to beat the butter with the sugar, she thought about Barbara and who might have pushed her to what could have been her death.

Barbara was single. As far as Hannah knew, she’d never been married, but she’d check with her mother about that. She’d also ask if Barbara had been involved in any serious relationships that might have ended badly. Since Delores was a founding member of what Hannah called the Lake Eden Gossip Hotline, she could easily find the answers to any questions Hannah had about her brother-in-law’s secretary.

When the butter and sugar mixture was nice and fluffy, Hannah added the baking powder and baking soda to her bowl. After that was incorporated, she added the egg and then the frozen lemonade concentrate that had been thawing on the counter. The rest of the concentrate certainly wouldn’t go to waste! She’d add the required amount of water, stir it up in a pitcher, and refrigerate it to have as a special treat while she watched television tonight.

While the stand mixer hummed on low speed and the beaters revolved endlessly, Hannah looked for the red food coloring. Ever since Lisa had discovered that the new red food color gel didn’t stain her fingers the way the liquid food coloring did, they’d stocked it in the pantry of The Cookie Jar. Unfortunately, they’d gone through every tube they had making the cupcakes for the party last night. Hannah rummaged through her pantry and found a package of the liquid type she’d had for practically forever, and squirted three drops of red into the dough to color it.

As the color blended in to make a lovely pink, Hannah tossed the bottle of red food coloring into the trash. It was empty, but the other three colors in the package were practically full. Did anyone actually use up another color first?

“It’s done,” she told the cat, who was waiting to see if she’d spill anything interesting. “I suppose you want a treat for not jumping up on the counter.”

Moishe blinked once and then he let out a yowl. If there was one word he knew, it was treat.

“Okay then.” Hannah struggled for a moment, unlatching the childproof fastener on the cupboard door. All the cupboards had fasteners like that and she really ought to take them off. She’d spent most of a Sunday installing them right after the first time that Moishe had helped himself to his own kitty treats. Moishe had watched her install them and the moment she was through, he’d jumped up on the counter and promptly unfastened one.

She found the can of salmon-flavored, fish-shaped treats and tossed him one. “That’s it,” she said. “If you’re good, you can have another when I put the first cookie sheet into the oven.”

Hannah tossed one more salmon-flavored treat into Moishe’s bowl and watched him dive in after it. Then she turned back to her cookie dough. The first time they’d tried to bake Pink Lemonade Cookies at The Cookie Jar, they’d discovered that the dough was a bit sticky and they’d simply refrigerated it until the next morning. Now Hannah decided to try another trick she’d learned. She was using a two-teaspoon scooper to scoop up the dough and transfer it to her cookie sheet. She ran a glass of water, placed the scooper in the glass to wet it, shook off the water and then attempted to form the cookies that way. It worked like a charm. Every time the dough began to stick to the scooper, she dipped it in the water again. Once the cookies were in the oven, she sat down at the kitchen table with a fresh cup of coffee to think about Barbara again.

As far as Hannah knew, Barbara had no enemies. Everybody that Hannah knew liked Barbara. She was a popular employee at the sheriff’s station, the members of the St. Jude Ladies Society relied on her, and she was a well-liked member of several other Lake Eden clubs. Barbara was helpful, courteous, and sweet. Hannah had never heard her utter a cross word to anyone. She lived modestly in the house she’d inherited from her parents and Hannah was sure that if she asked around, Barbara’s neighbors would all say they liked her. Yet someone had a motive for pushing Barbara off the roof. Whoever it was had wanted to kill her. There had to be a reason and Hannah knew she had to discover what that reason was.

Hannah flipped the cover on the brand new shorthand notebook she’d taken out of the drawer and carried it to the table. She stared at the blank page for a full minute and then she took a pen from the container that sat in the center of the table and wrote down a single word followed by a question mark. Motive? it read.

[image: e9780758280350_i0020.jpg]


TICKLED PINK LEMONADE COOKIES

 



Preheat oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.

Hannah’s 1st Note: This recipe is from Lisa’s Aunt Nancy. It’s a real favorite down at The Cookie Jar because the cookies are different, delicious, and very pretty.


½ cup salted, softened butter (1 stick, 4 ounces, 
¼ pound) (do not substitute) 
½ cup white (granulated) sugar 
½ teaspoon baking powder 
¼ teaspoon baking soda 
1 large egg, beaten 
⅓ cup frozen pink or regular lemonade concentrate, thawed 
3 drops of liquid red food coloring (I used 
½ teaspoon of Betty Crocker food color 
gel) 
1 and ¾ cups all-purpose flour (pack it down 
in the cup when you measure it)



	In the bowl of an electric mixer, beat the softened butter with the sugar until the resulting mixture is light and fluffy.
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	Mix in the baking powder and baking soda. Beat until they’re well-combined.

	Mix in the beaten egg and the lemonade concentrate.

	Add 3 drops of red food coloring (or ½ teaspoon of the food color gel, if you used that).

	Add the flour, a half-cup or so at a time, beating after each addition. (You don’t have to be exact—just don’t put in all the flour at once.)

	If the resulting cookie dough is too sticky to work with, refrigerate it for an hour or so. (Don’t forget to turn off your oven if you do this. You’ll have to preheat it again once you’re ready to bake.) Drop the cookies by teaspoonful, 2 inches apart, on an UNGREASED cookie sheet.

	Bake the Tickled Pink Lemonade Cookies at 350 degrees F. for 10 to 12 minutes or until the edges are golden brown. (Mine took 11 minutes.)

	Let the cookies cool on the cookie sheet for 2 minutes. Then use a metal spatula to remove them to a wire rack to cool completely.
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FROSTING FOR PINK LEMONADE COOKIES

 


2 Tablespoons salted butter, softened 
2 cups powdered sugar (no need to sift unless 
it’s got big lumps) 
2 teaspoons frozen pink or regular lemonade 
concentrate, thawed 
3 to 4 teaspoons milk (water will also work for 
a less creamy frosting) 
2 drops red food coloring (or enough red food 
color gel to turn the frosting pink)



	Beat the butter and the powdered sugar together.

	Mix in the lemonade concentrate.

	Beat in the milk, a bit at a time, until the frosting is almost thin enough to spread, but not quite.

	Mix in the 2 drops of red food coloring. Stir until the color is uniform.

	If your frosting is too thin, add a bit more powdered sugar. If your frosting is too thick, add a bit more milk or water.
[image: e9780758280350_i0025.jpg]


[image: e9780758280350_i0026.jpg]



	Frost the completely cooled cookies. When the frosting has hardened, you can store them in layers with waxed paper between the layers to keep them from sticking together.



Yield: Approximately 2 and ½ to 3 dozen cookies, depending on cookie size.

Hannah’s 2nd Note: When Mother and Carrie tasted these cookies down at The Cookie Jar, they decided that these cookies are as refreshing as a glass of icy cold lemonade on a hot summer afternoon.

To serve, arrange these cookies on a pretty plate.

Hannah’s 3rd Note: I used a sky blue plate when I took these cookies out to Barbara at the hospital. The pink of the cookies and the blue of the plate looked lovely together.


A Note from Lisa’s Aunt Nancy: I can see these cookies on a plate with snippets of the candied lemon slices we ate as children on top of the frosting.
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Chapter Five

Barbara’s cookies were done. Hannah rinsed out her bowls, spoons, and spatulas and put them in the dishwasher. Once she’d filled the dispenser with detergent and shut the door again, she turned it on. Then she went back to her bedroom to get dressed.

She was just attempting to decide what to wear for a visit to the hospital when the phone rang. She reached out to grab it, hoping against hope that it was Barbara again, but it was Mike.

“Hi, Hannah. I’m not calling too early, am I? I know Sunday’s your only day off.”

“No, I’ve been up for a while. Hi, Mike.”

“What’s wrong? You sounded almost disappointed it was me. Were you expecting another call, maybe from Norman?”

There was a hint of jealousy in his voice and Hannah felt good about that. The two men were friends, but they were also rivals when it came to her. There was nothing like having two men vying for her affections. It kept them both on their toes and it made her feel much younger, much more beautiful, and much thinner than she actually was.

“From Norman?” Mike repeated.

“No, not Norman. What can I do for you, Mike?”

“You can marry me, but I know that’s not going to happen anytime soon. In the meantime, how about meeting me for breakfast at the Corner Tavern?”

“Great idea!” Hannah said, and meant it. She needed to talk to Mike anyway to find out if they’d found any evidence at the scene or up on the penthouse rooftop. And, perhaps even more important, she was hungry and she absolutely loved the food at the Corner Tavern.

Once they’d set a time and hung up, Hannah opened her closet to choose an outfit. Since she would be leaving Mike right after breakfast and driving to the hospital, she chose a dark green short-sleeved top with lace at the neckline. It was comfortable, but just a bit dressy, which would be perfect for her visit with Barbara. She was about to take her favorite pair of jeans off the hook and wear those, when she reconsidered. Delores worked at the hospital on Sunday afternoons and Hannah was bound to run into her. The last time she’d seen her mother on a Sunday, Delores had criticized her for wearing jeans. She was used to being criticized by her mother, but there had been a terrible ramification after the criticism. The very next day, Delores had taken Hannah out to the Tri-County Mall to buy her some appropriate clothing. Perhaps some daughters would be delighted with a wardrobe purchased by their mothers, but not Hannah. Of course she was grateful that she didn’t have to pay for all those tops, slacks, and pantsuits. As she remembered, they had cost her mother a small fortune. But there was nothing Hannah hated more than spending hours at the mall, shopping.

“I’m a hunter, not a shopper,” she told Moishe, who’d followed her into the bedroom. “If I have to go out to the mall for something, I find it, buy it, and leave. I don’t go looking for a lot of other things. I think that’s better than spending hours going from this store to that store.”

Moishe closed his eye in a wink and Hannah figured that was response enough. She would have preferred the satisfaction of a yowl or at least a nod, but he looked more interested in the fly that was buzzing outside the screen than in her shopping advice.

“I’d better wear a pair of pants she bought for me,” Hannah said, reaching in the closet for the grey pair. “I don’t want another shopping trip with Mother.”

“Rrrrrowwww!”

This time the response was both immediate and loud, and Hannah reached out to give him a reassuring pet. “She’s not coming here. You’ll have the whole place to yourself while I’m gone. I’m just going to meet Mike for breakfast, visit Barbara at the hospital, and come right back here when I’m through.”

Moishe started to purr and Hannah wondered if it was a reaction to what she’d told him, or whether the purr was just a coincidence. She decided she’d prefer to think it was a reaction to the news she’d be back soon, and she was smiling as she walked down the hallway to the kitchen.

It didn’t take long to pack up the cookies in boxes. Once she’d covered the frosting with wax paper, she closed the lids and carried the boxes out to the Chevy Suburban the neighborhood kids called her “cookie truck.” There were other people in town with old Chevy Suburbans, but Hannah had made hers distinctive. She’d painted it candy-apple red and there were signs advertising The Cookie Jar on both sides.

The Corner Tavern was only a few miles from her condo complex and Hannah pulled into the parking lot with five minutes to spare. She found a shady parking spot under the canopy of an elm tree and got out to check the status of the cookies she’d secured in the back. The cookies were fine and she replaced the windshield sunscreen she’d used to cover them, locked her truck, and walked across the parking lot to the entrance.

The air-conditioning was running full blast and she reveled in the cool air that came out to greet her as she opened the door of the restaurant. The interior was rustic with lots of greenery and the air was perfumed with the scent of bacon, sausage, and breakfast steaks on the grill.

“Hi, Hannah,” the hostess greeted her. “He’s here already. I gave him that table you like in the back.”

“Thanks!” Hannah said, even though the hostess had turned away to greet another big party of customers who’d come in behind her. She moved toward the main entrance, but stopped to pet Roscoe, the huge grizzly bear that stood in a fighting stance near the door. Roscoe was old, but he’d been recently rejuvenated by a taxidermy firm in Sauk Centre at considerable expense, but the patrons had taken up a collection to help in the effort. As everyone said who’d dropped a bill or coins in the collection box that had hung on the wall next to the huge grizzly, “This place wouldn’t be right without Roscoe.”

Hannah gave a wave as she spotted Mike and began to wind her way through the crowded main dining room. The Corner Tavern attracted both young and old. If you didn’t like steak, you could get chicken, fresh fish, or even a couple of vegetarian dishes. It wasn’t gourmet fare like you could enjoy at Sally and Dick’s restaurant in the Lake Eden Inn, but it was well-prepared, totally delicious, and relatively inexpensive. Even better, as far as the Winnetka County sheriff’s deputies were concerned, the Corner Tavern was only a stone’s throw from the sheriff’s station. As a matter of fact, she’d met Andrea and Barbara here for lunch only last week.

Thoughts of Barbara caused worry to cloud her face and Hannah was frowning when she reached Mike’s table. “Hi, Mike,” she greeted him, forcing a smile.

“What’s the problem?” Mike asked as she sat down.

Hannah had expected as much. Mike was a master interrogator. He picked up on every nuance in a subject’s voice and even the slightest physical signs of emotion. “I can’t decide whether I should have the steak and eggs, or the eggs and steak.”

“Very funny.” Mike reached out to take her hand. “Seriously, Hannah, what is it?”

Hannah decided to be completely truthful . . . at least to a point. “It’s Barbara,” she said. “I’m worried sick about her. Did you find any evidence of foul play last night?”

“You know I can’t tell you that.”

Their waitress came over with orange juice, coffee, and water. “Hi, Mike,” she said with a smile aimed more at Mike than at Hannah.

“Hi, Misty. How are you doing this morning?”

“Good. Very good. I had a wonderful night last night.” She gave Mike a kittenish look as she carefully set down his orange juice. Then she set Hannah’s down without looking and it would have collided with her water glass if Hannah hadn’t grabbed it.

“Excuse me, Misty,” Hannah said to get her attention. “This isn’t orange juice. It’s milk.”

“Sorry.” By the tone in her voice Hannah could tell she wasn’t sorry at all. “I guess I grabbed the wrong glass. You want it anyway?”

“No thanks. I’ll take an orange juice, please.”

“Okey dokey.” Misty reached out to grab the milk and almost knocked it over. “So Mike . . .” She turned back to him. “Do you two need menus this morning?”

“Not me,” Mike answered, smiling at her. It was the same sexy smile that always made Hannah’s knees feel weak whenever it was directed at her. “I think I know the menu even better than you do.”

“I bet you know a lot of things even better than I do. Of course I know some things, too. Maybe I even know some things that you don’t know.”

This is incredible, Hannah thought. She’s flirting with him right in front of me. What am I? The invisible woman? Of course Mike probably sees her every day when he drops by for coffee. Or for all I know, he could be dating her!

Hannah pressed her lips together to keep her thoughts silent. She didn’t have an exclusive relationship with Mike . . . or Norman either, for that matter. All three of them were free to date other people. She had no right to complain if Mike dated Misty, no right at all. But that didn’t stop the sharp jab of jealousy that ran through her.

It’s only because she’s ignoring you and she’s rude, Hannah’s mind said. That’s why you don’t like her.

But Hannah knew it was also because Misty had a Barbie doll figure and Mike obviously enjoyed the way she was flirting with him.

“Back to what we were talking about before Misty,” Mike picked up the conversation once Misty had taken their orders and left. “And by the way, she flirts with all of the guys like that. It’s kind of cute and it doesn’t mean anything.”

“Right,” Hannah said, although she had her doubts. “I asked you if you’d found anything incriminating at the scene last night in the rose garden or on the penthouse roof.”

“And I said I couldn’t tell you that.” Mike pushed his orange juice over to Hannah. “Take mine. I don’t really want it anyway and Misty will forget all about bringing yours. We gave her our orders and she’ll put them in, but she can only keep one thing in her mind at a time.”

Hannah picked up the orange juice and took a swallow, even though she no longer wanted it. Mike had been nice enough to give it to her and she’d drink it in appreciation. “Let me get this straight. If you found something incriminating at the scene, you couldn’t tell me. Is that right?”

“That’s right. You know that I can’t discuss police business with you.”

“I know that,” Hannah agreed quickly. “But you just told me that it is police business. And that means you found something incriminating.”

“I hate it when you do that!” Mike gave her a long-suffering look. “No, it doesn’t mean that we found something incriminating. All it means is that we found something that could be incriminating and we have to investigate it.”

“You’re equivocating.”

“And you’re probing into something that’s none of your business.”

They glared at each other for a moment and Misty took that exact moment to bring Hannah’s orange juice. “Oh, pooh!” she said, her head swiveling from one to the other the way it would if she were watching a tennis match. “Two somebodies here are mad at each other, huh?”

Hannah couldn’t help it. She started to laugh. She’d never heard anyone put things in quite that way. A moment later, Mike joined in and they laughed even harder when Misty made a circle by her ear and then tapped her head, in the age-old sign for crazy.

“I’m sorry,” Mike said when Misty had left again. “I shouldn’t have yelled at you.”

“I’m sorry, too. I shouldn’t have yelled, either.”

“Okay. Let’s forget it. It’s just that I hate it when you try to trap me with words, especially when I’ve been up all night and I’m tired.”

Hannah reached out to take his hand. “I understand, but I really need to know what’s going on.”

“Why?”

Hannah hesitated and then she blurted it out. “Because Barbara called me at four this morning and told me that someone tried to kill her. She didn’t tell me who and I’m not really sure it was Barbara. I’m going to go visit her at the hospital after breakfast and try to find out more.”

“Will you tell me if you do?”

“Yes. Will you tell me what evidence you found last night?”

“Yes, but it’s not really evidence. We found a couple of things that didn’t look right, but that doesn’t necessarily mean anything. They could also be compatible with an accident.”

“But you don’t think it was an accident.”

Mike hesitated, and then he shook his head. “Nope. A couple of the barricades were moved out of the way so that someone could get closer to the edge of the roof. They’re heavy and I really don’t think Barbara would go to that trouble just to see if she could spot her house from up there.”

“Then you know that she wanted to try to see her house from the penthouse garden?”

“Oh, yes. She mentioned it to several people. The idea of seeing her house from above intrigued her.”

“Tell me about the barricades that were out of place. Andrea and I moved one earlier so that she could show me the lake. It took both of us to do it because it was heavy. Were the barricades that were out of place too heavy for Barbara to move?”

“No. Barbara’s a strong woman. It would have taken a big effort, though.”

“What else made you suspicious?”

“The barricades were dirty. They’d obviously been used in the construction and some of them even had grease on them. It doesn’t seem likely that Barbara would have moved them in her party clothes.”

“That’s true.”

“There’s another thing, too. There was dirt on Barbara’s hands, but you’d expect that. She landed in the rose garden. But there wasn’t a trace of grease. I had Doc check.”

“Is there anything else?”

Mike shook his head. “Not really. We’re still waiting for the crime lab to do its thing, but I doubt it’ll be very helpful. If someone planned to kill Barbara, they were probably very careful not to leave anything behind.”

“If someone did try to kill her and didn’t succeed, they might try again,” Hannah voiced her concern. “Do you think Barbara is in any danger at the hospital?”

“I don’t know. We don’t have enough officers to put a round-the-clock guard on her, but I talked to Doc and he’s already assigned three shifts of nurses for her. And I really don’t think anybody will be brazen enough to try to finish the job while she’s in the hospital.”

Hannah remembered how much danger Freddy Sawyer had been in when he was confined to a hospital bed.

“Let’s not put the cart before the horse. We don’t even know, for sure, that somebody did try to kill Barbara.”

“True,” Hannah said, realizing that he was right, but not believing that for a second.




Chapter Six

“You’re looking good, Barbara,” Hannah said, even though it wasn’t true. Barbara’s face was puffy and bruised, her left leg was obviously injured in some way because it was elevated in a sling that hung from the ceiling, and both of her arms were heavily bandaged.

Barbara smiled through caked lips, showing several gaps where teeth had been less than twenty-four hours ago. “Thank you. I feel better. Is my father here?”

Hannah exchanged glances with her mother, who’d come along on the visit. Both of them knew that Barbara’s father had died years ago when Barbara was still in school.

“Is he here? I have to know!”

Barbara sounded desperate and Hannah wasn’t sure what to say. Thankfully, Delores leaned closer to cover Barbara’s hands with her own. “Barbara, dear,” she said, giving Barbara’s hand a comforting pat. “I’m sorry, Barbara, but your father’s not here. He can’t come to see you, dear. Don’t you remember? He died.”

“Oh, no! That’s . . . that’s awful!” Barbara’s words were slurred, something Doc Knight had warned them about. He’d said that when Barbara became upset, her ability to speak deteriorated. He’d also told them that if she asked any questions, they should answer them honestly. And that was precisely what Delores had done.

“Don’t think about it now,” Delores urged in an effort to calm Barbara, who was clearly agitated. “Thinking about sad things too much won’t do any good and it will only upset you.”

Barbara was silent for a moment and then she tried to nod. It must have hurt to move her head, because an expression of pain flickered across her face. “You’re right,” she said. “What was your name again?”

“It’s Delores.”

“Oh, yes.” She turned to look at Hannah. “And you are . . . the daughter.”

“Yes, I’m Delores’s daughter,” Hannah replied, thankful that Doc Knight had mentioned the swelling in Barbara’s brain and how it had affected her ability to remember proper names. “My name is Hannah.”

“Yes. Hannah. I’ll try to remember. It’s just so sad about my father. I only got to know him for a little while. And I really wanted to see him again.”

She’s cuckoo bananas! the outspoken part of Hannah’s mind commented.

Be quiet and show a little sympathy! Hannah responded in an internal dialogue. Barbara has a head injury. Doc Knight warned us that she might say some bizarre things.

Hannah checked the time on her waterproof watch. She’d ruined several previous watches by forgetting to remove them before rinsing out mixing bowls at The Cookie Jar. They had already been here for three minutes. Doc Knight had placed a five-minute limit on their visit and it was time to ask the important questions before Barbara’s nurse came to get them and escort them out.

“Do you remember calling me early this morning?” Hannah asked, getting right to the heart of the matter.

Barbara looked as surprised as anyone with facial swelling, scrapes, and bruises could look. “I called you?”

“You did. You called at a little after four.”

“Are you sure?”

“It sounded like you on the phone. And when I asked if it was Barbara, you said yes.”

“It must have been me then. But I . . .” Barbara stopped and took a quick breath. “I don’t remember calling you.”

Hannah gave Barbara a moment to compose herself. It was apparent that she was becoming agitated again. While she was waiting, Hannah glanced at the phone sitting on top of the stand sitting next to Barbara’s hospital bed. It was definitely within Barbara’s reach. Doc Knight had told them that Barbara had trouble remembering things, but that he was hopeful her memory would improve once the swelling in her brain went down.

“Why did I call you? What did I say?”

She sounded much calmer and Hannah knew it was time to ask the question that would upset Barbara the most. “You said that your fall wasn’t an accident, that someone tried to kill you.”

“Someone tried to kill me,” Barbara said, and Hannah wasn’t sure if she was simply repeating the accusation in surprise, or whether she was confirming it. “I wonder who it was.”

Hannah and Delores exchanged glances again. This conversation was becoming very strange.

“I have to think,” Barbara said and then there was a long moment of silence. The only sounds in the room were the hum of Barbara’s IV and the soft beeping of the various pieces of electronic monitoring equipment that were arranged around Barbara’s bed. Finally, when the waiting had become almost unbearable, Delores cleared her throat.

“Did someone try to kill you, Barbara?” she asked.

Barbara hesitated for a moment, as if she was reluctant to say. The pain lines around her mouth whitened and drew taut when she finally dipped her head. “Someone tried to kill me.”

This time it was definitely a confirmation. And that meant the most important question had to come next.

“Who was it?” Hannah asked her.

Barbara gave a sigh that sounded so heartbroken that tears formed in Hannah’s eyes. But she couldn’t stop now. Barbara had admitted that someone had attempted to kill her. “Who tried to kill you, Barbara? I need to know.”

“He did,” Barbara answered in a shaking voice. “I . . . I never thought he’d do something like that. I . . . I wanted him to love me.”

“I need to know his name,” Hannah pressed on, even though Barbara was visibly agitated. “You have to tell me, Barbara.”

Barbara took a deep breath that must have been painful because she gave a little moan. “I remember now,” she said at last. “My brother tried to kill me!”

 


 



“Barbara doesn’t have a brother,” Delores told her as they walked down the hallway toward Doc Knight’s office. Today she was wearing her bright yellow blazer and she gleamed like a ray of sunshine against the pale green walls.

“Could he be dead like her father? Barbara said she wanted to see him again and he’s dead. Maybe she thought she was dying and she was going to see them in the hereafter.”

Delores considered it for a moment. “That might be what she thought when she mentioned her father, but I know for a fact that Barbara’s mother had only one child and that child was Barbara. I’m almost sure I heard your grandmother say that there were complications when Barbara was born and Mrs. Donnelly couldn’t have any more children.”

“Did she have a hysterectomy?” Hannah mentioned the first thing that occurred to her.

“I have no idea. That was years ago, when I was a child. Adults didn’t discuss anything like that in front of children. The only reason I remember as much as I do is that your grandmother shushed my mother and pointed to me. And then she said something about little pitchers.”

“Little pitchers have big ears?” Hannah guessed.

“That’s it. And since they’d said the same thing when they were discussing Christmas presents, I knew that meant whatever they’d said was important.”

“Would Doc Knight know for sure?”

“I think so, dear. When he came to town to take over the practice, all the old charts were stored in a back room. He probably still has them in storage somewhere.”

“Could you check on that? I need to make sure that Barbara never had a brother.”

“I understand, dear. And of course I can check. I’ll ask Doc just as soon as he comes back to his office.”

“Thanks, Mother.” Hannah waved at Norman’s mother, Carrie, who was pushing a cart down the hallway toward them. Carrie, like Delores, was also wearing black pants, but her blazer was bright turquoise. Hannah’s neighbor, Marguerite Hollenbeck, was walking at the side of the cart and her blazer was bright pink. It was part of the Rainbow Ladies’ attire. When Delores had agreed to take over as leader of the Grey Ladies, she’d immediately given the volunteer organization a new name and a new cheerful look.

“What’s on the cart?” Delores asked as they approached.

“Milk and cookies,” Carrie answered her.

“What kind of cookies?” Hannah asked.

“Store-bought chocolate-covered graham crackers,” Marguerite told her. “The children just love those. We’re taking them down to the family waiting room.”

Once they’d passed, Hannah turned to her mother. The fact that there had been cookies on the tray had reminded her of the cookies that were still sitting in the back of her truck.

“I baked some cookies for Barbara, but when I found out she was on a liquid diet, I left them in my truck. Do you think the nurses would like some Tickled Pink Lemonade Cookies?”

Delores gave her a look of pure disbelief. “Of course the nurses would like them. Anybody who’s ever tasted them likes them. They’re very good cookies, dear.”

“Great. If I put them on a platter and bring them back here to you, will you pass them around?”

“I’ll be glad to as long as I can keep some for Doc.” Delores thought about what she had said for a second and then she added, “And for me.”

“Of course. That goes without saying. I’ll go out and get them right now.”

“I’ll go with you. That way you don’t have to come all the way back inside.”

Once the cookies were plated and the platter had been covered with plastic wrap, Hannah told her mother goodbye and climbed into the driver’s seat of her cookie truck. She was about to start the engine and back out of her parking space when Norman pulled in next to her. Hannah wasted no time lowering her window and he lowered his at the same time. “Hi, Norman,” she greeted him.

“Hello, Hannah. What are you doing here?”

“Visiting Barbara. Is that where you’re going?”

“Yes, but it’s an official visit. Doc Knight called me in to consult about her broken teeth.”

Hannah thought fast. She wanted to learn Norman’s assessment of Barbara’s condition and it would be easier to ask him questions in person than on the phone. She also wanted to find out whether Doctor Bev had contacted him and that would take a little finesse on her part. But those weren’t the only two reasons. The third reason was purely personal and had to do only with the two of them. They’d both been busy in the past few weeks and their time together had been limited by other obligations. Tonight was a free night for her. She had absolutely nothing to do. And since she had enjoyed his company so much last night, she wanted to spend more time with him.

“Would you like to come out to my place for an early dinner?” she asked.

“That sounds good to me. What time?”

“Six o’clock?”

“That should work. Can I bring anything?”

“Yes, bring Cuddles.”

Norman smiled when she mentioned his cat. “I’ll be glad to bring Cuddles, but I was talking about bringing something for dinner.”

“Thanks, but I can’t think of anything I need,” Hannah said, not bothering to say that she didn’t have any idea what she was going to serve.

Once Norman had gone inside, Hannah backed out of her spot and exited the parking lot. She was so busy trying to think of a meal they’d both enjoy that she almost turned left and took the scenic route around Eden Lake instead of turning right on the shorter route to town.

Before she made the turn, Hannah glanced at her watch. Thanks to Florence’s new hours at the Red Owl, she had plenty of time to shop. Florence had announced her new weekend hours in the Lake Eden Journal this week. Instead of selling groceries all day on Saturday, she would only be open from noon to six. And although the store had always been closed on Sundays, there would now be a short shopping window from noon to four.

The new hours suited Hannah just fine. She often had company on Sunday nights and she wasn’t a very good advance planner. There were staples in her pantry. Every Minnesota cook had them in case of blizzards in the winter, summer rainstorms, or car troubles at any time of year. Hannah had enough stock in the pantry to live on for several weeks, but not everything there was something she’d choose to serve to company. She knew that Norman would be happy to share a can of pork and beans with her, but she wanted to cook something special. When she got to the store, perhaps she’d ask Florence for ideas.

Ten minutes later, Hannah was standing in front of the meat counter facing Florence, who was wearing her butcher whites.

“What’ll it be, Hannah?” Florence asked.

“I don’t know. I was hoping you could give me some advice. I invited Norman over for dinner tonight and I don’t have the foggiest idea what I’m going to serve.”

“Chicken Tetrazzini Hotdish.”

The response was so immediate, Hannah was surprised. It was almost as if Florence had been hoping she’d ask that very question. “Chicken Tetrazzini Hotdish? I’ve never heard of it.”

“That’s because I just made it two nights ago. It’s from my cousin, Marci Watts, and she’s a really good cook. That hotdish was so good, I decided to give you the recipe the next time I saw you.”

Florence handed her a recipe card and Hannah looked it over. It looked easy and it also looked delicious. “Perfect. It’s exactly what I’ll make. Do you have any cooked, cubed chicken?”

“Sorry. You’ll have to cook and cube it yourself. But I do have some boneless, skinless chicken breasts. Just put salt on them, put them in a greased pan, and cover the pan with foil. Forty-five minutes at three-fifty ought to do it. That’s how I cooked mine.”

“Great. How many did you use?”

“I used four, but I’ll give you five. That way you can bake one for Moishe.”

“For Moishe and Cuddles. Norman’s bringing her over for dinner.”

“I’ll wrap the chicken while you shop. What else are you going to serve?”

Hannah glanced down at the recipe again. “There aren’t really any vegetables in this, so I’ll put together a nice garden salad.”

“A salad’s always good. Throw in some butter lettuce. This batch is better than the iceberg. And get some of those little grape tomatoes. They’re tangy and sweet. How about dessert?”

“I’m not sure yet, unless . . .” Hannah stopped and considered the new recipe Delores had asked her to test. Norman wouldn’t mind being a recipe tester and she could kill two birds with one stone. “Mother gave me a recipe I need to try. She got it from a nurse at the hospital.”

“If it turns out well will you give me a copy?”

“Of course. I like exchanging recipes with you, Florence.”

“Just one more thing before you go.” Florence leaned over the counter so that she was closer to Hannah. “Did Norman hear from Doctor Bev?”

“Not that I know of. I didn’t have time to ask him when I saw him today at the hospital.”

“Norman’s at the hospital?”

“Yes, but he was there to consult with Doc Knight about Barbara’s teeth. She broke some when she fell last night.”

“I know. One of the nurses told me. Poor Barbara. She’s such a good person. I just wish she hadn’t gone that close to the edge of the roof.”

“Me, too,” Hannah said, managing to keep her face perfectly blank as she walked off to do the rest of her shopping. Florence was a charter member of the Lake Eden Gossip Hotline and if she even suspected that Barbara’s fall hadn’t been an accident, the news would be all over town before Hannah even had time to get up to the checkout stand.
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CHICKEN TETRAZZINI HOTDISH

 



Preheat oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.


1 and ¼ cups spaghetti (I used Ronzoni, half 
of a one-pound package) 
1 and ½ to 2 cups cooked chicken, cut up in 
cubes 
¼ cup diced, canned pimento (approximately 
1 small jar—you can buy it already diced) 
¼ of a green bell pepper, diced 
1 small onion, diced 
Dash of sherry (optional) 
1 can condensed cream of mushroom soup (I 
used Campbell’s) 
½ cup chicken broth (I used a bouillon cube 
dissolved in a half-cup of hot water) 
½ teaspoon salt (I used Lawry’s garlic salt 
since there’s no other garlic in the recipe) 
⅔ teaspoon black pepper (freshly ground is 
best) 
2 to 3 cups grated cheddar cheese (or grated 
Italian cheeses) 
1 clove garlic finely minced (optional) 
1 small can sliced black olives, drained 
(optional) 
1 small can Ortega diced green chilies, drained 
(optional) 
“Slap Ya Mama” hot sauce (optional, for Mike)
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Hannah’s 1st Note: Florence likes things on the bland side and while this hotdish is delicious just the way she made it, I spiced it up a little for Norman by adding a clove of garlic and a small can of diced green chilies. I also added a small can of sliced black olives to add interest. I served this with a bowl of freshly grated parmesan to sprinkle on top of each serving. When Mike unexpectedly joined us for dinner, I put a bottle of “Slap Ya Mama” hot sauce on the table for him.


	Break the spaghetti into pieces approximately 4 inches long. Cook the spaghetti in boiling, salted water, according to the package directions. (Mine cooked for 10 minutes.) Drain it and rinse it.

	Place the cooked spaghetti, cubed chicken, pimento, green pepper, and onion in a large bowl. At this point, add any optional ingredients you decided to add.

	Pour the sherry (if you decided to use it), the condensed soup, and the chicken broth over the top.
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	Sprinkle on the salt and the pepper and stir them in.

	Add HALF of the grated cheese, and lightly toss everything together with a fork. (I gave up on the fork and used my impeccably clean fingers instead.)

	Spray a 1 and ½ quart casserole dish with Pam or another nonstick cooking spray. Set it on a drip pan, just in case.

	Transfer the contents of your mixing bowl to the casserole dish.

	Sprinkle the remaining shredded cheese on top.

	Bake the Chicken Tetrazzini Hotdish at 350 degrees F., for 45 minutes.



Hannah’s 2nd Note: To double this recipe, just double the ingredients and bake it in a larger casserole dish. You don’t have to double the baking time, but I’d give it an extra 20 minutes or so.


	When I make this for a potluck dinner, I use a disposable, half-size steam table pan. (Use 2 nested together, if the ones you buy are flimsy.) Since it spreads out in the disposable pan, I only give it an extra 15 minutes, bringing the baking time up to one hour. The reason I use a disposable pan is that I don’t have to wait around for my pan to be washed at the end of the evening.
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Yield: This hotdish serves 4 if you pair it with a nice salad and rolls or garlic bread.

Hannah’s 3rd Note: This recipe is so easy I’m going to tell Mother to add it to her repertoire of entrees.
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Chapter Seven

The Chicken Tetrazzini Hotdish had been every bit as easy as Florence had promised. It was a winner recipe. Hannah slipped the casserole dish in the oven, along with the cookie sheet that would act as a drip pan, and set the timer. Norman would be here in thirty minutes and that would give them plenty of time to nibble on the cheese tray she’d prepared as an appetizer and sip coffee or the pink lemonade she’d made from the leftover frozen concentrate.

The next thing Hannah did was read through the recipe her mother had given her for Easy Fruit Pie. She’d picked up a can of peach pie filling because peaches were Norman’s favorite fruit.

Since she had a double oven, a feature Hannah gave thanks for every time she baked, she mixed up the crust for the Easy Fruit Pie, spooned on the filling, and slipped it into the lower oven. Then she glanced at the apple-shaped clock on her kitchen wall and set a secondary timer for fifty minutes. Her dessert would be ready and slightly cooled by the time they’d finished their salad and hotdish. At that time, she’d dish it up and couple it with a scoop of the vanilla bean ice cream.

As she went out into the living room to set plates, napkins, and silverware on the coffee table, she thought about what a challenge it was for young cooks to make a meal where everything was ready on time. It took some planning and there were always unexpected delays. When she’d first started to hold dinner parties, she’d always had trouble getting the vegetables to the table on time. She’d coped by serving a lot of one-dish Crock-Pot meals where the meat and vegetable were in the same pot. She’d also learned to prepare the vegetables ahead of time and serve them cold. Her guests had loved sliced tomatoes and red onions with vinegar and oil drizzled over the top, and chilled cooked asparagus with mustard hollandaise. Even today, as a veteran cook, she was careful not to have more than two time-critical items in a meal. She knew that delays invariably happened and company dinners never went like clockwork. The trick was to anticipate and keep it simple.

Hannah had no sooner changed into a comfortable lightweight lounge outfit when the doorbell rang. She opened it without remembering to check the peephole, something both Mike and Norman had warned her against, and smiled as she saw Norman standing there. He was holding a cat carrier and she reached out to take the package in his arms so that his load would be lighter.

“Hi, Norman,” she greeted him happily. Norman was the perfect dinner guest. Actually, he was the perfect everything. He’d asked her to marry him almost two years ago and she knew she’d never find anyone more loving and faithful. She loved him, she loved his cat. He loved her, he loved her cat. Norman would make a perfect husband. What was she waiting for?

“Rrrrrowww!” Moishe stood outside the cage impatientlywhen Norman set it down on the rug.

“Okay, big fella. Hold on a second and I’ll let her out.”

Norman unlatched the crate and Cuddles ran straight to Moishe and batted him with her paw. “And they’re off,” Norman said as the two cats ran down the hallway with Cuddles in the lead and Moishe chasing her. He held out his arms to give Hannah a hug. “Something smells fantastic,” he told her.

“Chicken Tetrazzini Hotdish and Easy Fruit Pie.”

“Sounds wonderful.” Norman gestured toward the bag she was holding. “Open it. It’s for you.”

Hannah opened the bag and pulled out a bottle of champagne. But it wasn’t just any bottle of champagne, and she gripped the bottle even tighter. “Dom Perignon,” she breathed, reading the label.

“I thought you might like it.”

“Like it? Like it? This is Dom Perignon. It’s even more expensive than the champagne Mother likes!”

“I know, but this is a split. It wasn’t as expensive as a whole bottle and it only holds two glasses.”

“Then you’re going to have some champagne with me?” The surprise was clear in Hannah’s voice. Norman didn’t drink and she knew the reason why he didn’t. Was tonight some kind of an exception?

“Not for me, thanks. I brought it for you.”

Hannah’s heart beat a little faster as something occurred to her. “Enough for two glasses, but you don’t drink. Are you trying to get me . . .” She paused, trying to come up with the right word, but settled for a euphemism that fell short of what she was intending. “Are you trying to get me compliant?”

“Compliant?” Norman gave a short laugh. “That would be a lost cause! There isn’t enough champagne in the world to get you compliant. Just remember that the more champagne you drink, the sexier I look.”

Now it was Hannah’s turn to laugh and she did. It was the first good laugh she’d had since she’d visited Barbara at the hospital and it felt good.

“It’s good to hear you laugh, Hannah.” Norman looked pleased. “But really, suit yourself. Drink it all, or don’t drink it all. That’s completely up to you. If you don’t want the second glass, that’s okay with me.”

Right. Sure. Hannah’s mind went into sarcasm mode. You brought me a bottle of one of the best champagnes in the world, champagne I’ve never tasted before and probably won’t ever get the chance to taste again. And you actually think I’m going to drink one glass and dump the rest down the garbage disposal?!

When Hannah looked over at Norman, she saw that he was grinning. Had he guessed she was having an internal dialogue with her mind? “You’ve got to be kidding about throwing part of this out.”

“You bet I am. Let’s enjoy the night, Hannah. I know I will. Both of us need to relax and have fun, now that we’re about to gear up for two more investigations.”

Hannah blinked in surprise. “I know you’re talking about Clayton Wallace. We have to prove his death was accidental so we can get that insurance money for his son. But you said two investigations.”

“Yes. We have to investigate Barbara’s fall.”

Hannah put two and two together and swallowed hard. “Then Barbara wasn’t imagining things when she said someone tried to kill her?”

“Doc and I don’t think so.”

“Then you believe she has a brother who surfaced for the party and pushed her off the roof?”

“No, I don’t believe the brother part of it. She’s clearly confused about that. But we do think someone attempted to kill her. Doc and I came up with a possible scenario, and I’ll tell you all about it after dinner. Right now I want to open this champagne for you.”

Norman took the bottle and opened the champagne while Hannah got an empty champagne glass for her and a tall glass of lemonade for him. She was about to go back into the kitchen for the appetizer tray that she’d prepared when Norman reached out to stop her. “Sit down, Hannah,” he invited, patting the couch next to him.

“Just let me get the cheese platter and then I will.”

“The cheese platter can wait. Try the champagne first. I want to see if you like it.”

“Of course I’ll like it,” Hannah said with a smile as she sat down beside him and accepted the glass. She took a sip and gave a blissful sigh. The champagne was every bit as good as its publicity. “Lovely,” she breathed. “Are you sure you . . .”

“No, thanks,” Norman interrupted her. “It’s all yours.”

Hannah took another sip and then she stood up again. “I’ll get that cheese platter now. This champagne will be perfect with the triple-cream Camembert.”

Once she’d returned with the appetizer tray and it was sitting between them on the coffee table, she turned to Norman. “Florence told me that the pears were just perfect today, and so were these flame grapes. They don’t have seeds. The dark brown crackers are pumpernickel flatbread, and the white ones are salted water crackers. And the cheeses are Danish Stilton with apricots, Wisconsin extra-sharp aged Cheddar, and triple-cream Camembert. . . .”

“Hold it, Hannah!” Norman interrupted her explanation, as he gazed in amazement at the huge appetizer tray. “Are you expecting an army?”

“No. I just got a little carried away when Florence told me about the cheeses. And the leftovers will keep. It’s just the two of us for dinner, Norman.”

The words had barely left Hannah’s lips when the phone rang. Both Hannah and Norman stared at it for a moment, and then their eyes met in total disbelief. “Do you think I should . . .?” Hannah began.

“Answer it,” Norman said with a sigh. “If we’re lucky, it’s a telemarketer and you can hang up right away.”

Hannah reached for the phone as gingerly as if it were resting on the head of a hibernating bear. “Hello?” she asked in a tentative voice.

“Hi, Hannah! It’s Mike.”

“Hi, Mike.” Hannah put her hand over the receiver and whispered, It’s Mike, to Norman, quite unnecessarily.

“I just pulled into your complex. Is it okay if I come over? I want to find out what happened when you visited Barbara.”

Hannah covered the receiver again. He wants to come over, she whispered.

Norman didn’t say a thing. He just held out his hand for the phone. Hannah handed it over gratefully and listened as the two rivals for her affections conversed.

“It’s Norman. Go ahead and come up.” He turned to pantomime eating to Hannah and pointed to the phone. When Hannah nodded, he continued. “Hannah just fixed dinner and there’s plenty for three.”

There was a pause while Mike talked and Hannah assumed he was saying something about not wanting to intrude on their evening. Mike could be polite if he wanted to be.

“That’s okay, Mike,” Norman said, turning to give Hannah an apologetic look. “I’ve got something I need to tell you anyway.”

This time the response was quicker. Hannah figured that Mike had asked Norman what that was.

“It’s about Barbara, but I don’t want to discuss it over the phone. Come on up, eat dinner, and then we’ll talk about it, okay?”

Hannah frowned. It seemed that whatever information Norman had been planning to give her after dinner was now going to be shared with Mike. So much for exclusivity.

“Sorry,” Norman said after the phone was back in the cradle. “I would have had to tell him anyway. I promised Doc I would.”

“But you were going to tell me first?”

“That’s right. I was.”

It was a drop in the bucket, a smidgen, a crumb. But Norman was smiling warmly and for some strange reason, it was enough. Hannah smiled back and that warm-all-over feeling kept her toasty until the doorbell rang to announce Mike’s arrival.
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EASY FRUIT PIE

 


Preheat oven to 375 degrees F., rack in the middle position.

Note from Delores: I got this recipe from Jenny Hester, a new nurse at Doc Knight’s hospital. Jenny just told me that her great-grandmother used to make it whenever the family came over for Sunday dinner. Hannah said it’s easy so I might actually try to make it some night for Doc.


¼ cup salted butter (½ stick, 2 ounces, 
⅔ pound) 
1 cup whole milk 
1 cup white (granulated) sugar 
1 cup all-purpose flour (pack it down in the 
cup when you measure it) 
1 and ½ teaspoons baking powder 
½ teaspoon salt 
1 can fruit pie filling (approximately 21 ounces 
by weight—3 to 3 and ½ cups, the kind that 
makes an 8-inch pie)



Hannah’s 1st Note: This isn’t really a pie, and it isn’t really a cake even though you make it in a cake pan. It’s almost like a cobbler, but not quite. I have the recipe filed under “Dessert”. You can use any canned fruit pie filling you like. I might not bake it for company with blueberry pie filling. It tasted great, but didn’t look all that appetizing. If you love blueberry and want to try it, it might work to cover the top with sweetened whipped cream or Cool Whip before you serve it.
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	I’ve tried this recipe with raspberry and peach . . . so far. I have the feeling that lemon pie filling would be yummy, but I haven’t gotten around to trying it yet. Maybe I’ll try it some night when Mike comes over after work. Even if it doesn’t turn out that well, he’ll eat it.

	Place the butter in a 9-inch by 13-inch cake pan and put it in the oven to melt. Meanwhile . . .

	Mix the milk, sugar, flour, baking powder and salt together in a medium-size bowl. This batter will be a little lumpy and that’s okay. Just like brownie batter, don’t over-mix it.

	Using oven mitts or potholders, remove the pan with the melted butter from the oven. Pour in the batter and tip the pan around to cover the whole bottom. Then set it on a cold stove burner.
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	Spoon the pie filling over the stop of the batter, but DO NOT MIX IN. Just spoon it on as evenly as you can. (The batter will puff up around it in the oven and look gorgeous!)

	Bake the dessert at 375 degrees F., for 45 minutes to 1 hour, or until it turns golden brown and bubbly on top.

	To serve, cool slightly, dish into bowls, and top with sweetened whipped cream or vanilla ice cream. It really is yummy.



Hannah’s 2nd Note: The dessert is best when it’s baked, cooled slightly, and served right away. Alternatively you can bake it earlier, cut pieces to put in microwave-safe bowls, and reheat it in the microwave before you put on the ice cream or sweetened whipped cream.

Yield: Easy Fruit Pie will serve 6 if you don’t invite Mike and Norman for dinner.

Note from Jenny: I’ve made this by adding ¼ cup cocoa powder and 1 teaspoon of vanilla to the batter. If I do this, I spoon a can of cherry pie filling over the top.
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Chapter Eight

“What would you like to drink, Mike?” Hannah held her breath as she waited for his answer. She really didn’t want to share the exquisite champagne Norman had given her, but she was a good hostess.

“That lemonade Norman has looks good. Do you have any more?”

“I sure do. I’ll get you a glass and be right back.”

Hannah was smiling as she went off to the kitchen. She felt a slight bit guilty for not telling Mike about the special champagne that Norman had brought, but she told herself that since he hadn’t asked for a bottle of his favorite beer when he knew she always had some in her refrigerator, that probably meant he was going back in to work and didn’t want to drink anything alcoholic. And that meant he would have refused the champagne even if she had offered it.

Rationalization, her mind chided her, but she ignored it as she filled a glass with ice and poured pink lemonade for Mike. She gave the timer a quick glance as she passed by on her way to the living room. Twenty minutes to go before the dessert came out of the oven. It should cool for at least ten minutes, so they would have a full half-hour to enjoy their salad, hotdish, and garlic bread.

“What did you have to tell me?” Mike asked Norman as Hannah set down his lemonade.

“Nothing until after dinner. I’m hungry.”

“That’s fine with me. I’m hungry and that hotdish smells great.”

Mike turned to give Hannah one of his devilishly handsome grins as she set his favorite hot sauce on the table. He’d once told her that her hair was exactly the same color as Slap Ya Mama hot sauce, and she still wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or not.

Hannah took a deep breath and did her best not to react to the grin that always made her a bit weak in the knees. She was Norman’s date for the evening, not his. But even though her mind was clear on her priorities, she still felt a rush of tingly sensation that ran all the way down to her toes. She busied herself dishing up the salad in the hope that it would distract her, but she still felt tingly as she ladled out the hotdish, passed the freshly grated parmesan cheese, and made sure both men had a piece of garlic bread.

“It’s a feast,” Mike said, grinning at her again. Hannah felt a second rush of sensation, but that ended quite abruptly when Mike reached for the bottle of hot sauce and shook it on without even tasting his hotdish first. Too bad you didn’t use jalapenos instead of green chilies, her mind commented and this time Hannah didn’t argue back. No internal dialogue was needed. She agreed perfectly.

Midway through the meal, the timer sounded and Hannah got up to take the Easy Fruit Pie out of the oven. She was just about to return to the living room when she heard Norman respond to something Mike had said.

“No way, Mike.” Norman sounded very emphatic. “Remember the time we were discussing a case at the table and how angry Hannah got at us?”

There was a moment of silence. Mike was obviously attempting to remember. “Oh, yeah. I remember now. It was something about how many pounds of pressure it would take to break a tooth. Hannah got pretty hot about that one.”

“Which is why we should wait for that kind of discussion until after dinner.”

“Right. If we talk about it now, she might not give us dessert. I could use something sweet after this meal. Boy, that hotdish was spicy!”

That’s because you used half a bottle of hot sauce on it, Hannah’s mind answered him. Maybe it’ll teach you to taste it first to see if it needs more spice.

Hannah was smiling as she carried in the dessert. Some people added salt without tasting and then complained because it was too salty. Mike did the same thing with hot sauce. Nothing would change him. He’d once told her that his father had done the same thing, and Hannah figured it must be a combination of both environment and genetics.

“Do you want some hot sauce, Mike?” Hannah asked him, smiling wickedly.

“On dessert? Are you kidding?!”

Mike looked shocked and Hannah laughed. “Of course I am. Unless, of course, we’re talking about those Jalapeno Brownies I made for you.”

“Oh, man! Those were so good!” Mike smacked his lips. “Do you suppose maybe this dessert would . . .?”

“No!” Hannah cut off the question she knew was coming. “There’s no chocolate in here so it wouldn’t be the same thing.” She paused for a second, glanced down the hallway, and warned, “Feet up!”

Both men were old hands at this game. They plucked their dessert dishes and coffee cups off the table almost simultaneously, and tucked their feet up just as the cats appeared. Hannah was a second late, but she managed to secure the coffee carafe and her own dessert dish in the nick of time.

Two rings around the table and the cats disappeared down the hallway again. Hannah heard a thud followed by a yowl and she knew that Moishe hadn’t managed to avoid the laundry hamper in her bedroom. There was a thump and a squeak of springs, and then another thump and a louder squeak of springs, as Cuddles and then Moishe landed on her mattress.

“You need a new innerspring,” Norman said.

“I know. I just haven’t gotten around to buying one yet. Actually, I need a whole new bed.”

“Get one of those airbeds,” Mike suggested. “They’re supposed to be really comfortable.”

Hannah looked at him in disbelief. “An air bed? With a cat?”

“Oh. I didn’t think about that.” Mike set his coffee cup back on the table and lowered his feet. “They’re on the bed now. We ought to be safe.”

Norman shook his head. “Better give it a minute or two. Cuddles was really wound up. Her eyes had that crazed kitty look.”

“But Moishe looked a little tired,” Mike said. “He might not want to chase her again.”

“That won’t stop Cuddles,” Hannah explained. “She’s an expert at getting him to chase her. I figure we’ve got about another ten, maybe fifteen seconds before . . . Feet up!”

Mike made a heroic effort and just barely managed to grab his coffee mug and dessert dish. His left foot almost got into a head-on crash with Cuddles, but she missed it, quite literally, by a whisker.

“Whew! That was close!” Mike glanced at the two cats, who were now splayed out on the rug, breathing hard. “I bow to your expertise,” he said to Hannah and Norman. “Is that it for this run?”

Norman snapped his fingers and Cuddles looked at him. “That’s it,” he said. “Her eyes are normal again. Kitty Crazies are over for now.”

Hannah glanced at their dessert bowls. Despite the two interruptions, both men had managed to finish their desserts. She dished up another helping for each of them and topped it with scoops from the carton of vanilla ice cream she’d rescued from the table.

For several minutes there was only the sound of spoons clinking against glass dessert bowls and an occasional sigh of contentment. When they were finished and the men had helped Hannah clear the table, they carried a fresh pot of coffee into the living room and Hannah declared that dinner was over.

“Okay,” Mike said, turning to Norman. “I know you went to consult with Doc about Barbara’s teeth. Tell me what you learned.”

To Hannah’s eyes, Norman looked sad and she hoped it wasn’t bad news. “Five broken teeth, one sheared off at the gum line. Doc and I had to do surgery to extract it.”

“Will she be all right?” Hannah was more concerned about Barbara than she was about the teeth.

“She’ll recover. The good part is that I took X-rays of Barbara’s teeth less than a month ago and that made it simple to extract them. The other good news is that I’ll be able to fill in the gaps with bridges just as soon as her gums heal.”

Mike looked confused. “I’m glad for Barbara, but why did you need to tell me this?”

“Because Barbara’s dental injuries weren’t entirely consistent with her fall. When we finished treating Barbara, Doc Knight and I went back to the Albion to examine the area where she landed.”

“And you found . . .?” Hannah held her breath, waiting for Norman’s answer.

“We found nothing on the ground where she landed to account for the full extent of her dental injuries. The ground was soft and there was only one rock large enough to break a tooth.”

Hannah frowned. “If Barbara didn’t break her teeth when she landed, how did they get broken?”

“I know where you’re going with this,” Mike said. “You and Doc think that Barbara suffered a blow to the face right there on the roof.”

“More than one blow, if we’re right. Neither one of us believes that the dental trauma could have been accomplished by one blow.”

“How many blows?” Hannah asked, and just asking made her feel slightly sick. The thought of someone hitting Barbara in the face was horrible.

“We believe that there were at least three blows. That’s consistent with her facial damage and bruising, and also consistent with her dental trauma.”

“You mean . . .” Hannah stopped and took a deep breath. “You mean someone attacked Barbara while she was on the roof?”

“That’s exactly what we think. Everything stacks up that way. It was a big party and people were all over the hotel. It would have been relatively easy for someone to follow Barbara up to the rooftop garden without being noticed.”

“That’s true,” Mike said. “When we interviewed the guests, only one person remembers seeing Barbara and that was in one of the two-bedroom condos.”

“There’s only one elevator that goes up to the penthouse,” Hannah added. “Did anyone in the lobby see her getting into that?”

Mike shook his head, and then he turned to Norman. “Okay. I’m buying that theory except for one thing. We don’t think Barbara fell. We found some scuff marks at the point where she left the roof. But the trajectory of a fall puts her at a different spot than the one where she landed.”

“Then the person who attacked her also pushed her off the roof?” Hannah asked.

“No. That doesn’t add up either. The crime scene boys think Barbara jumped off the roof all by herself and now we know the reason why.”




Chapter Nine

“Hannah. Before you say a word, there’s something I have to say to you.”

Hannah stood in the open doorway at The Cookie Jar and stared at her partner in surprise. She’d never heard Lisa sound so serious before. There were frown lines on her normally smooth brow, high spots of color dotted her cheeks, and her eyes were blazing with determination. Her glossy brown hair was tousled, as if she’d run her fingers through it in frustration, and her hands were clasped so tightly together that her knuckles were white with the pressure. It was clear that something was horribly wrong, and Hannah drew in her breath sharply as her mind settled on the obvious conclusion. There was only one thing that could catapult her normally calm and cheerful partner into this highly agitated state. “You’re not quitting, are you?”

“Quitting?” Lisa looked shocked. “No!”

“What is it then?”

“I absolutely positively will not tell the story of Barbara’s fall. I refuse, Hannah! I know it brings in business when I tell the stories of murders, but this isn’t murder. Barbara’s fall was a horrible, awful accident!”

“Not exactly,” Hannah said, and then she wished she hadn’t. Lisa’s face had gone dangerously pale, and as Hannah watched, she reached out to grab the edge of the counter.

“Don’t tell me that Barbara is . . . is . . .”

“No, Barbara’s fine. Or at least Barbara’s as fine as she can be with her injuries. I saw her yesterday and Doc Knight is almost certain she’ll recover.”

“Oh, thank goodness! I’ve been so worried about her I couldn’t sleep at all last night. And Herb was gone, helping Mike and Bill at the hotel. Sammy was so scared, he slept with me. And he’d rather sleep in that great bed your mother bought for him.”

“Or maybe it was the other way around,” Hannah said, taking Lisa’s arm and leading her to a stool at the stainless steel work island. “Sit down before you fall down, Lisa.”

Lisa sat. And then she looked up at Hannah. “What did you mean, that maybe it was the other way around?”

“I meant, maybe Sammy slept with you because you were the one who was scared.”

“Oh.” Lisa thought about that for a moment. “Maybe. Fox terriers are awfully bright. Dr. Hagaman told me that. But I meant what I said about not telling Barbara’s story.”

“Good. I don’t want you to tell any stories about Barbara. That would be a horrid thing to do.”

The kitchen coffee pot was on and Hannah went to pour a bracing cup for both of them. When she came back, Lisa looked calmer, but the frown lines were back. “What else is wrong?” Hannah asked.

“I just remembered something. I said Barbara’s fall was a horrible, awful accident. And you said, not exactly. Did you mean it wasn’t horrible and awful? Or did you mean it wasn’t an accident?”

“I meant it wasn’t an accident. And you can’t tell the story, okay?”

“I don’t want to tell the story. I said that already. What’s going on, Hannah?”

“Barbara’s confused. She seems to think that her brother tried to kill her.”

“Her brother?”

“Yes. And Barbara doesn’t have a brother. She also asked about her father. And when we told her that he was dead, she was practically inconsolable that she couldn’t see him again.” Hannah sat down and took a sip of her own coffee. Lisa could keep a secret and she was an expert at the invisible waitress trick. Customers didn’t even notice when Lisa came around to refill their coffee cups and they kept right on talking, even if the conversation was personal. It didn’t happen every day, or even every week, but once in a while Lisa would pick up some tidbit of information that helped Hannah solve a murder case.

“Two things,” Hannah told her. “I’ll start with Clayton Wallace.”

“The dead bus driver for the band?”

“That’s right.” And Hannah proceeded to tell Lisa about the M.P.D.’s conclusion and what it meant to Clayton’s son.

“Oh, dear!” Lisa said when Hannah was finished. “I’ll keep an ear out, but it’s pretty unlikely I’ll hear anything about someone from Minneapolis, isn’t it?”

“Maybe, but stranger things have happened. We do get a few customers who commute to Minneapolis for part of the week. And a lot of folks from Lake Eden have relatives there.”

“Okay. How about that second thing you mentioned? It’s about Barbara, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” Hannah got up to refill their coffee cups and then she sat down again. “Where were you when Barbara landed in the rose garden?”

“I was serving Doctor Bev and Roger their fourth cupcakes.”

“You served them when everyone else came over to the display to serve themselves?”

“Yes. Roger came over and asked me to bring the cupcakes to their table. He said they were Doctor Bev’s favorites. And since he was paying us for the catering job, I thought . . .”

“You had to do what he wanted,” Hannah finished the sentence for her. “The customer is always right.”

Lisa gave a little laugh. “Even when they’re wrong, they’re right. It’s the first rule of retail sales.”

“You like that night class you’re taking, don’t you?”

“I adore it. Dr. Schmidt is wonderful! I just have to be careful not to call her Dr. Love.”

Hannah laughed. Nancy Schmidt was one of Delores’s closest friends, and Hannah had learned early on that Nancy moonlighted as Dr. Love, the Love Guru on KCOW talk radio. No one at the college knew and the few who did were careful to protect her alter-identity.

“She’s got such a good sense of humor and the psychology of retail sales is really interesting. I just wish I had her for my stat class.”

“Nancy teaches statistics?”

“Yes. It’s offered by two departments, psychology and mathematics. I tried to get into Dr. Schmidt’s section, but her class was full. I’m stuck with Dr. Lyman from the math department and he’s as dry as dust.”

“Statistics is pretty boring, no matter who teaches it,” Hannah said, remembering her own stat class and how she’d barely managed to stay awake. Of course most of her sleepiness might have been due to the fact that her class had met first thing in the morning and she had been spending most of her nights with Bradford Ramsey.

“Dr. Schmidt’s class isn’t boring. They meet right next door to Dr. Lyman’s class and we can hear them laughing right through the walls. She’s a great teacher, Hannah.”

“Mother knows a nurse who’s taking statistics as part of her psychology degree. She has a great recipe for Easy Fruit Pie. I made it last night.”

“What’s her name? Maybe I know her.”

“Jenny Hester.”

“There’s a Jenny in my retail psychology class. Does she have dark brown hair with lighter highlights?”

Hannah shrugged. “I really don’t know. I haven’t met her.”

“Do you want me to talk to her on break and ask her if she’s the right Jenny? I’ve got class tonight.”

“Sure. And if she is, tell her I tried her Easy Fruit Pie last night and it was a huge success.”

“She’ll like that. People always like to know that somebody else loves their recipes.”

“Okay. So tell me what happened when you delivered the cupcakes to Roger’s table,” Hannah said, bringing them back to the subject at hand.

“Nothing. They weren’t there.”

“Neither one of them?”

“No. They weren’t out on the dance floor either. I looked around for them. I set the platter with the cupcakes down and I’d just gotten back to the display table when I saw everybody rushing to the windows.”

Hannah began to draw a time line in her head, but she wanted to check facts with Lisa. “Did you see me before the rush to the windows?”

“Yes. You and Andrea were sitting at the table with your mother and Doc Knight. I waved, but you didn’t see me.”

“How about Bill and Mike?”

“I didn’t see Mike, but Bill was talking to Lonnie in the doorway. I saw Norman, though.”

“Where was he?” Hannah’s heart beat faster, waiting for Lisa’s answer.

“Norman was crossing the lobby, coming toward the door to the lounge.”

Hannah drew a deep breath of relief. She took a moment to glory in the fact that Norman had been entirely truthful to her, and another moment to chide herself for doubting what he’d told her. When she was finished with those conflicting emotions, she asked another question. “Did you hear Barbara scream when she fell?”

“No. The elevator was too loud. I could hear it every time someone went up to the penthouse. There’s this screech when it stops at the penthouse floor. Herb heard it too, when you and Andrea went up there. He says he thinks something needs to be oiled and he’s going to tell Roger to call Otis.”

“Otis Elevator?”

“Yes, they handle maintenance, too. Do you want to taste the new cookies I made? I got the recipe from my cousin and they’re called Coffee and Cream Cookies.”

“I’d love to. I’ll get more coffee. You get the cookies.”

Lisa got up to pluck several cookies off the baker’s rack while Hannah refilled their cups. Moments later they were both seated at the work island while Lisa waited for Hannah to take the first bite.

“Wonderful!” Hannah said, taking a second bite. “Great coffee flavor, but there’s something else, too. Vanilla?” When Lisa nodded, Hannah went on. “The white chocolate chips are a good contrast. And the miniature marshmallow on top is just perfect.”

“So you think we should serve them?”

“Absolutely. Make sure you call Doug Greerson at the bank and tell him you’ve got a new coffee cookie. Ever since he got that espresso machine for his office, he’s turned into a real coffee connoisseur.”

“Do you really think he’ll like them? He’s into Blue Mountain coffee and everything like that.”

“He’ll like them. And he’ll love being asked to taste them. Better call Grandma Knudson, too. The only time her coffee pot isn’t full is when she’s washing it.”

Lisa laughed. “Just wait until I tell my cousin.”

“Which cousin is this? You have so many.”

“I know. Dad used to say that if we had a dollar for every cousin, we’d be rich. This one is my cousin, Laurie Foster. She’s my dad’s brother’s aunt-in-law’s niece. I think she’s twice, or maybe it’s three times removed.”

“Stop!” Hannah held up her hand. “I never can keep your family straight. The next time you talk to Cousin Laurie, tell her I think her recipe is great.”

“I will. She’ll be thrilled we’re going to serve them.” Lisa looked down at the traditional thumbprint cookies with miniature marshmallows in the indentations. “I just hope nobody thinks they’re too much of a cheat.”

“What do you mean?”

“Laurie told me she was going to use marshmallow cream in the thumbprint, so she could call them Coffee and Cream, but she found out that marshmallow cream is seasonal in Texas.”

“You’re kidding!”

“No. She went to five different stores and they all told her that they only carry marshmallow cream around Christmas.”

“How about black cow sundaes? Don’t they have them in Texas?”

“I don’t know, but I guess they don’t make them except during the holiday season.” Lisa paused and looked thoughtful. “I wonder if you can make marshmallow cream from scratch.”

“I’m sure you can. I know you can make marshmallows from scratch. Great-Grandma Elsa used to do it.”

“Were they good?”

“They were fabulous!”

“Do you have her recipe?”

“I’m sure I do. I’ve got boxes and boxes of family recipes. Do you want me to try to find it?”

“When you have time. It’s not a huge priority because Laurie came up with a substitute that looks a little bit like cream. Do you think that’s all right?”

“I think that’s fine. The white chocolate tastes creamy, too.”

“Then you don’t think anybody will object to the name?”

“I’m sure they won’t. The name’s close enough.” Hannah took another sip of her coffee. “Tell me more about the penthouse elevator. When I went up there with Andrea, we didn’t hear any screech.”

“I don’t think anyone inside can hear it. The screech is down in the lobby and it happens only when the elevator stops at the penthouse. The only reason Herb and I noticed it is that we were sitting right against the wall.”

“And you said the elevator screeches every time it arrives at the penthouse floor?”

“Yes. The reason I know is that Barbara came over to get a cupcake right before she went up to the penthouse. She said, I’m taking this up there with me just in case I get stuck in that little elevator. And then she went out and got in the elevator. Herb and I heard the screech when she got up there so we knew she didn’t get stuck.”

“And you said you heard another screech later, right before everyone went rushing to the windows.”

“That’s right. Somebody must have called for the elevator and gone up to the penthouse right before Barbara went off the roof. Otherwise the elevator wouldn’t have screeched.”
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COFFEE AND CREAM COOKIES

 



Preheat oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.


1 cup white (granulated) sugar 
1 cup brown sugar (pack it down when you 
measure it) 
1 cup salted butter, softened (2 sticks, 8 ounces, 
½ pound) 
2 large eggs 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
½ cup strong coffee (room temperature) 
2 teaspoons instant coffee (I used instant 
espresso) 
1 teaspoon salt 
2 teaspoons baking powder 
3 and ½ cups all-purpose flour (pack it down 
in the cup when you measure it) 
2 cups white chocolate chips (I used Nestle) 
Approximately 50 to 60 white miniature marshmallows (1 per Cookie)




	Spray cookie sheets with Pam or another nonstick cooking spray, or line them with parchment paper and spray that with nonstick cooking spray.



Hannah’s Note: This is easier with an electric mixer, but you can do it by hand if you wish.
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	Place the white sugar and brown sugar in the bowl of an electric mixer. Beat them together on LOW to combine.

	Add the softened butter and mix it in on MEDIUM speed. Beat it until the mixture is light and fluffy.

	Mix in the eggs, one at a time, beating after each addition.

	Add the vanilla extract and strong coffee. Mix them in.

	Mix in the instant coffee, salt and baking powder. Blend well.

	Mix in the flour a half-cup at a time, beating after each addition.

	Take the bowl out of the mixer and mix in the white chocolate chips by hand.

	Drop spoonfuls of dough onto the cookie sheets, 12 mounds of dough to a standard-sized sheet. Use wet fingers to shape the dough mounds.

	Press your impeccably clean thumb into the center of each dough mound. Fill the resulting indentation with a white miniature marshmallow. Press it down slightly.
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	Bake the Coffee and Cream Cookies at 350 degrees F. for 10 to 12 minutes or until nicely browned. (Mine took 11 minutes.)

	Cool the cookies on the cookie sheets for 2 minutes and then remove them to a wire rack to complete cooling.



Yield: approximately 4 to 5 dozen tasty cookies, depending on cookie size.
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Chapter Ten

The Coffee and Cream Cookies had been such a huge success, Hannah and Lisa were making them for the third day in a row. Lisa had just finished slipping the last cookie sheet into the industrial oven when the phone in the kitchen rang.

“I’ll get it,” Hannah said, crossing to the phone that hung on the wall. “This is The Cookie Jar, Hannah speaking.”

“Well, Hannah. How nice to talk to you again!” the caller said, causing Hannah to frown deeply. “You know who this is, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes.” Hannah clamped her lips together, waiting for the caller to continue.

“I have an order for you,” the caller said.

“Yes.” Hannah motioned to Lisa. There was no way she was going to take this call. “Excuse me, but my oven timer’s ringing. I’ll put Lisa on to take your order.”

Lisa looked puzzled as she took the phone. “Hello, this is Lisa,” she said. And then, after the caller had identified herself, she gave Hannah a sympathetic glance. “Yes, Doctor Bev. We do bar cookies. What type would you like to order?”

Hannah watched as Lisa wrote the order on the pad they kept by the phone. “Yes, we can bake lemon bars. How many pans would you like? Five by two this afternoon? And Mr. Dalworth will pick them up? Certainly. Is there anything else you’d like to order?”

Lisa rolled her eyes in Hannah’s direction and gave a little shrug. “I see. Yes, I can get a list and read it to you. I would stay away from chocolate though. It’s going to be hot this afternoon. If you’ll hold on a moment, I’ll get the list.”

Lisa hit the hold button on the phone and hurried over to Hannah. “She wants five pans of six different types of bars. That’s thirty pans total, and I didn’t think you’d want to turn it down.”

“You’re right,” Hannah said, even though she wasn’t thrilled about baking for Doctor Bev.

On her way back to the phone, Lisa stopped at the center work island and picked up their book of recipes. She flipped to the bar cookies and picked up the phone again.

“Doctor Bev? I’m back. How about Multiple Choice Bar Cookies with butterscotch chips instead of chocolate?” She listened for a moment and then she jotted it down. “Five pans of those, is that correct?” She listened for another moment and then she said, “We also have Pineapple Right-Side-Up Bar Cookies. They’re very popular in the summer.”

Hannah watched as Lisa added them to her list. Lisa was a great little saleswoman.

“Apple? Oh, yes. We bake Apple Orchard Bar Cookies. Most people love those.” Again, Lisa added a line to her list. “Strawberry? Why, yes. We have Strawberry Shortcake Bar Cookies. They’re excellent and they’ll hold up in the heat.”

Hannah could see the list with its five entries. One to go. As far as she knew, they didn’t have any other non-chocolate bar cookies, unless . . . The moment Hannah thought about it she was moving. She grabbed the list and jotted down an entry. She’d never tried those particular bars before, but they ought to work just fine.

Lisa glanced down at the list. She read what Hannah had written and spoke into the receiver again. “I think the only flavor you’re really missing out on is raspberry. How about our new Berried Treasure Bar Cookies? They have a thin layer of chocolate on top, but we’ll chill them for you.” She listened and then she said, “Raspberry is Roger’s favorite? Wonderful! He’s bound to just love them! They’re my very favorite.”

Hannah hid a grin. Lisa didn’t even know what the bar cookies were, but she was claiming they were her favorite.

“Yes, we’ll have them all ready for Mr. Dalworth by two this afternoon. Is there anything else . . . oh! Why . . . yes. We certainly can bake another dozen Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes. Thank you so much for your order.”

The moment Lisa hung up the phone, Hannah asked the important question. “Did she say why she needed so many bar cookies?”

“Yes. The dome for the penthouse garden is coming in at two-thirty this afternoon, and Roger’s ordered a tent so that she can serve cold drinks and bar cookies to everyone who wants to watch the giant crane hoist it up and put it in place.”

“But . . . how about the crime scene? Doesn’t the sheriff’s department have it roped off?”

“Not anymore. Herb told me they took down the tape last night.”

“So she’s free and clear to play Lady Bountiful.”

“Right. How about closing early today and going to watch the spectacle?”

“Might as well. We won’t get much business when everybody and their cousin finds out that there’s free dessert only a few blocks away.”

There was a knock at the kitchen door, but before either one of them could go to answer it, Andrea burst in. “Did you hear?”

“Hear what?” Hannah asked her sister.

“They’re delivering the dome for the penthouse garden this afternoon. A gigantic crane is going to lift it up and place it on the roof.”

“We heard,” Lisa answered her. “Hannah and I were just discussing whether we should close early.”

“Close,” Andrea advised. “Bill just called to tell me that they’re passing out flyers telling everybody to come to the hotel, that there’ll be free dessert and drinks.”

Hannah exchanged glances with Lisa. “Well, that didn’t take long, did it?”

“What?” Andrea looked puzzled.

“The flyers. Lisa just got off the phone with Doctor Bev.”

Andrea turned to Lisa. “What did she want?”

“Thirty pans of bar cookies at two o’clock this afternoon. Roger’s coming in to pick them up.”

“At least it’s good for your business.”

“That’s true,” Hannah said, “for two reasons. Number one, The Cookie Jar gets paid to bake them. And number two, Doctor Bev can’t claim she made them because everyone in town knows she can’t bake.”

Andrea frowned slightly. “You used to be able to say that same thing about me.”

“But not anymore. Those Apple Cinnamon Whippersnappers of yours are super.”

“And the Chocolate Whippersnappers you made for the Christmas cookie exchange were incredible,” Lisa added. “I brought them home and while I was making dinner, Herb found them. When I went to serve them for dessert, there was one cookie left!”

Andrea laughed, clearly pleased. “The nice thing about whippersnappers is you can make them up out of any cake mix. So far I’ve used chocolate, spice, and lemon. I wonder what I could do with yellow.”

“Pineapple,” Lisa said immediately. ““Pineapple and coconut. And maybe some kind of nut. Pineapple is Herb’s favorite fruit, and he loves coconut, too. If you could make whippersnappers like that, Herb would eat a whole batch!”

“Well . . . I can’t think of any reason why it wouldn’t work as long as I made sure the pineapple was drained really well. The coconut would help. That’s dry. I think I’ll experiment a little when I go home tonight.”

Hannah began to smile. Andrea was beginning to think like a baker and it was all due to the cake mix whippersnapper recipes. She thought that they were easy, and they were. But Andrea was learning a thing or two about ingredients as she was experimenting.

“As a matter of fact, Barbara loves pineapple,” Andrea continued. “If I can get them to turn out really well, I might take some to her.”

“Check with Doc Knight,” Hannah warned.

“Oh, I will. And that reminds me . . .” Andrea glanced at Lisa. “Lisa knows what’s happening, doesn’t she?”

“Yes. I told her the morning after Norman and Mike came over for dinner.”

“Both of them?” Andrea looked a bit shocked.

“It started out with Norman. I asked him to come over for dinner when I ran into him at the hospital on Sunday. And then Mike called and wanted to come over right before we were about to sit down for dinner. And Norman took the phone and invited Mike.”

Andrea rolled her eyes at the ceiling. “Norman’s too nice for his own good.”

“Sometimes . . . yes,” Hannah agreed, wisely deciding not to mention which man had stayed at her condo the latest.

“Mother called me. She managed to find Barbara’s mother’s medical records. Barbara was her first baby and she couldn’t have any more after Barbara was born. She had a hysterectomy.”

“So Barbara couldn’t have a brother,” Andrea concluded.

“Not a full brother, but how about a half-brother?” Lisa asked. “That would count as a brother.”

“You’re a genius!” Hannah said, smiling at her partner. “I never thought of that! Barbara’s brother could be her father’s child.”

“I’ll look into it,” Andrea promised.

“And I’ll ask Dad,” Lisa promised. “He has good days and bad days, but on the good days, he remembers a lot. I can ask Marge, too. She might remember.”

“Good idea,” Hannah said, and then she turned to her sister. “Are you going to see the crane?”

“Yes. Tracey wants to see it and I promised I would. It’s going to be quite a sight, Hannah. How about you? Are you going?”

Hannah made a snap decision. “We’re going right after Roger picks up the bar cookies.”

“Wonderful!” Lisa began to smile. “I’ve never seen a crane that big. I’m going to call Marge and tell her so she can bring Dad. I’ll ask them to come here first. Then they can take care of the coffee shop while we bake the bars and the cupcakes for Roger.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?” Andrea asked.

“As a matter of fact there is.” Hannah pulled some money out of her pocket. “Will you run down to the Red Owl and tell Florence that we need eight jars of seedless raspberry jam?”

“Sure. I know she’s got raspberry jam. I bought some the other day. But I don’t think it was seedless.”

“That’s okay. We can always melt it and strain it.”

“Okay. Anything else?”

“Yes. Six double packages of brownie mix.”

Once Andrea had left for the grocery store, Lisa turned to Hannah. “Where’s the recipe for the Berried Treasure Bar Cookies? I’ll start on them as soon as Andrea comes back with the jam.”

“There isn’t one.”

“No recipe?”

“Nope. I’m just going to wing it. I’ll jot down the recipe as I go, and if they turn out, we’ll add it to our book.”

Lisa stared at her in something very close to awe. “You’re going to make up a recipe on the fly?”

“You betcha!”

“But what if the Berried Treasure Bar Cookies don’t turn out?”

Hannah gave a little shrug. “That’s why I asked Andrea to pick up the brownie mix. I’ll just bake six double batches of brownies and glaze the top of the pan with melted raspberry jam. And then I’ll frost the top with chocolate frosting.”

“Brownies from a mix?”

“Think of it as insurance. I’ll use my own brownie recipe unless I run into a time crunch. If that happens, I’ll just use the mix.”

“Do you think that’ll work?”

“Oh, yes. Doctor Bev will never know the difference and we’ll have a good laugh at her expense.”
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BERRIED TREASURE BAR COOKIES
 (RASPBERRY BAR COOKIES)

 



Preheat the oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.


1 cup cold salted butter (2 sticks, 8 ounces, 
½ pound) 
2 cups all-purpose flour (don’t sift—pack it 
down in the cup when you measure it) 
½ cup powdered sugar (not sifted)

4 beaten eggs (just whip them up in a glass 
with a fork) 
2 cups white (granulated) sugar 
½ cup seedless raspberry jam 
½ teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon baking powder 
½ cup all-purpose flour (don’t sift—pack it 
down when you measure it)

¼ cup seedless raspberry jam 
½ cup (1 stick, ¼ pound, 4 ounces) salted butter 
1 cup white (granulated) sugar 
⅓ cup cream 
½ cup semi-sweet chocolate chips (approximately ½ of a 6-ounce package—I used 
Nestle) 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
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	Spray a 9-inch by 13-inch cake pan with Pam or another nonstick cooking spray. Alternatively, you can line the cake pan with heavy duty aluminum foil and spray that with the cooking spray.



The Shortbread Crust: Cut each stick of butter into eight pieces. Zoop them up with the flour, and powdered sugar in the food processor, using an on and off motion, with the steel blade until the resulting mixture looks like coarse cornmeal. Spread it out in the bottom of the cake pan. Pat the crumbly mixture down with your freshly- washed hands. This is your shortbread crust.

Hannah’s 1st Note: If you don’t have a food processor, you can mix up the crust with a piecrust blender or two knives. Don’t worry if the crust gets “doughy” instead of crumbly. Once you spread it out in the pan and bake it, the end result will be the same.


	Bake the crust at 350 degrees F. for 15 minutes, or until golden around the edges. Remove the pan from the oven, set it on a wire rack or a cold stovetop burner, BUT DON’T SHUT OFF THE OVEN.
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	While your crust is baking, make the filling so it’s ready to pour on top of the crust when it comes out of the oven.



 


The Raspberry Filling:


	Mix the eggs with the white sugar until they’re nice and fluffy.

	Melt the half-cup seedless raspberry jam in a microwave-safe cup on HIGH in the microwave for 30 seconds. Stir the jam for another 30 seconds to cool it and then beat it into the egg and sugar mixture.

	Add the salt and baking powder. Mix them in thoroughly.

	Mix in the flour and beat until everything is combined.



Hannah’s 2nd Note: This filling will be runny— it’s supposed to be.


	When the crust comes out of the oven, pour the filling over the top. Stick the pan back in the oven and bake it at 350 degrees F. for another 30 minutes. Take the pan out of the oven and set it on a cold burner. Let it cool for 10 minutes. Then make the Raspberry Glaze.
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For the Raspberry Glaze:


	Measure out ¼ cup of seedless raspberry jam and heat it in the microwave for 30 seconds. Stir it until it’s smooth. Using a pastry brush, brush the melted jam over the top of the bar cookies. This very thin layer of jam will be the glaze.

	Place the pan in the refrigerator so that the jam will cool and solidify. (Mine took about 30 minutes.)



For the Chocolate Frosting:


	Make the frosting by placing the butter, sugar, and cream into a medium-size saucepan. Bring the mixture to a boil at MEDIUM HIGH heat, stirring constantly. Then lower the heat to MEDIUM and cook for exactly 2 minutes.

	Add the half-cup of chocolate chips, stir them in until melted, and then remove the saucepan from the heat and slide it onto a cold burner.
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	Stir in the vanilla extract. (Be careful—it may sputter.)

	Pour the frosting over the cookie bars, grab the cake pan, and tip it so that the frosting covers the whole top.

	Stick the pan back into the refrigerator for at least an hour before you attempt to cut and serve your Berried Treasure Cookie Bars.

	To serve, cut the cookie bars into brownie-sized pieces and place them on a pretty platter.



Hannah’s 3rd Note: Doctor Bev served these on the day the crane lifted the dome over the penthouse garden on top of the Albion Hotel. Andrea heard her tell several people that she’d baked them, but folks here in Lake Eden know better.
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Chapter Eleven

“I’ll go pick up Tracey and meet you on the porch,” Andrea said, heading for the kitchen door. But before she got there, she turned to look at the half-pan of Berried Treasure Bar Cookies that were left. “Maybe you could bring those? I mean . . . Tracey hasn’t tasted them yet, and . . . well . . . I could use a couple more.”

Hannah was amused. Andrea had already eaten three and now she wanted more. The Berried Treasure Bar Cookies had been a complete success. The shortbread crust was tender and crisp, the raspberry filling was redolent with the taste of ripe raspberries, and the red raspberry glaze added a burst of tart flavor that contrasted beautifully with the chocolate frosting on top. Everyone at The Cookie Jar had tasted them and pronounced them a hit, and Marge and Jack had both declared they were the best bar cookie recipe Hannah had ever baked.

“Bring those, too.” Andrea gestured toward Hannah’s second experiment of the morning, brownies topped with a raspberry glaze that was covered by fudge frosting. “What do you call them? You can’t have a recipe without a name.”

“Nameless Raspberry Brownies?” Hannah suggested a trifle facetiously.

“Don’t be silly. There’s got to be a better name than that.” Andrea thought for a moment. “Remember that Razzle Dazzle Baked Brie you made for the luncheon at Mother’s Cookie Exchange last year?”

“Of course I do.”

“Well, why don’t we name these bar cookies Razzle Dazzle Brownies?”

“That’s perfect, Andrea.”

“Thanks.” Andrea looked pleased that Hannah liked the name. “I’ll leave the screen door to the front porch unlocked. Just let yourself in if you get there before we do. The Petersons left their porch furniture so we’ll have a place to sit. And the electricity’s still on so I’m going to put soft drinks and bottled water in the refrigerator. Just help yourselves if we’re not there yet.”

“I’m really glad the Petersons listed their house with you,” Hannah told her. “It’s got a great view of the hotel.”

“And the front porch is screened in,” Lisa added. “We won’t be bothered by mosquitoes.”

Andrea nodded. “It’s a great house. If I didn’t live where I live, I’d consider it. See you at two-thirty. And please don’t forget those bar cookies!”

 


 



Of course there was a complication. There was always a complication when it came to large orders. Hannah and Lisa had boxed all the bar cookies Doctor Bev had ordered and stacked them on the table by the front door of The Cookie Jar to wait for Roger’s two o’clock arrival. But two o’clock came and went and Roger hadn’t appeared. It was now five after two and Lisa and Hannah were more than ready to lock their front door and meet Andrea and Tracey at the Petersons’ front porch. Marge and Jack had already left. Delores had invited them to watch the crane from the second floor of Granny’s Attic, where an impromptu party was taking place.

“What now?” Lisa asked Hannah.

“We give him the time for a full professor and then we take them over to the refreshment tent and dump them in Doctor Bev’s lap.”

“Twelve minutes?”

“Yes. That’s still the rule, isn’t it?”

“It’s still the campus legend,” Lisa amended it. “I don’t think it was ever written down in any rule book. Everybody just knows that you have to wait five minutes for an assistant professor to show up for class, and twelve minutes for a full professor. And if they don’t show up by then, you can leave.”

“It’s good to know things haven’t changed that much since I was in college,” Hannah said, glancing up at the clock on the wall. “Roger’s got four minutes left.”

“And here he comes.” Lisa pointed to the gleaming black Mercedes that had just pulled up in front of The Cookie Jar.

“Ladies,” Roger greeted them with a little salute before he handed Hannah his credit card. “Are you all ready for the big day?”

“We’re ready and so are you,” Lisa told him. “Your order’s on that table. Would you like some help carrying the boxes out to your car?”

“I got it.” Roger aimed his remote out the window and the trunk of his car popped open. “Just help me load up.”

While Hannah ran the card, Lisa loaded Roger’s arms with boxes. When the last one was safely in the trunk, Hannah gave the credit card and the receipt back to Roger.

“Thanks, ladies,” Roger said, writing in the total and signing his name. “See you at the spectacle.”

Once Roger had driven away, Lisa went to lock the front door and turn the OPEN sign to CLOSED. Hannah headed for the cash register with the credit card receipt and as she slipped it into the section they used for receipts, she glanced at the total.

“Guess what, Lisa. Roger tipped us twenty dollars.”

“Wow!” Lisa exclaimed, looking impressed. “That’s more than most people around here tip.”

“Well, he can afford it. Are you ready to go?”

“Yes.” Lisa gave a final glance around the room as Hannah flicked off the overhead lights. “Uh-oh!”

“What?”

“I forgot to load Roger up with the cupcakes you baked for Doctor Bev. There wasn’t room on the table where we stacked the bar cookies and I put them on the table next to it. They’re still sitting there.”

Hannah shrugged. “That’s not the end of the world. Doctor Bev’s not going to serve those anyway. We can just drop them off at the refreshment tent.”

“Correction. I can just drop them off at the refreshment tent. As far as Doctor Bev knows, I have no quarrel with her.”

“But you actually do have a quarrel with Doctor Bev?”

“Of course I do, but quarrel isn’t really the right word. Despise would be more like it.”

Hannah was surprised. Lisa was slow to anger and even slower to hate. Spite was a very strong emotion and Hannah had no idea what Doctor Bev had done to Lisa to deserve being despised. “What did Doctor Bev do to you?”

“Oh, she didn’t do much to me except treat me like a hired hand. That’s to be expected with people like her. I don’t like what she did to you and Norman. She’s scum of the earth and she has no conscience. That’s why I despise her.”

The view from the Petersons’ porch was perfect and the wicker porch furniture was truly comfortable even though the wicker was made out of plastic and the cushions were weatherproof in case the rain came through the screens in the summer. There was a colorful rug on the porch floor and Hannah smiled as she recognized the braided material. “That rug is made from plastic bags, isn’t it, Lisa?”

“Yes. It could be one of my mother’s rugs. She used to make them for rummage sales at St. Jude’s church.”

“I always liked them. They’re practically indestructible.”

“That’s true. All you have to do is hose them off in the yard if they get dirty and hang them over the clothesline to dry. The only bad thing is that it’s a lost art.”

“What do you mean? People still make braided rugs, don’t they?”

“Sure, but they’re talking about banning plastic bags. They’re bad for the environment.”

“I know. Florence doesn’t use them anymore at the Red Owl. It’s paper or your own shopping bags that you bring in with you.”

“Remember the recycling drives we had at Jordan High to make money for new band uniforms and things like that?”

“I remember.”

Lisa looked thoughtful. “Maybe we should have a plastic grocery bag drive before they’re all gone. We could store them somewhere for the ladies who still make braided rugs. I think I’ll talk to Herb about that.”

“Hi, everybody!” Andrea opened the porch door and stepped in. Tracey was right behind her and she hurried over to give Hannah a hug.

“Isn’t this exciting?” she asked, hugging Lisa, too. “We saw Mr. Dalworth and he said the crane is going to be late because they ran into some traffic. The driver called him and said they’d be here at three o’clock.”

After soft drinks were dispensed and everyone had pulled chairs into good viewing positions, they sat and watched the cars and the walkers go by. It seemed the whole town of Lake Eden was turning out for what Roger had called the spectacle.

“It’s hard to believe, isn’t it?” Andrea commented as the red Maserati convertible went past the house for the third time.

“It’s Doctor Bev’s car,” Tracey told them. “I asked and she said Mr. Dalworth gave it to her.”

Andrea turned to her eldest daughter. “When did you see Doctor Bev?”

“Remember when you were working in your office and you said I could walk down to Hal and Rose’s Café?”

“Yes. I gave you money to get a sandwich.”

“I did. I had a grilled cheese. Rose made it for me.”

“That’s Mrs. McDermott.”

“But she told me to call her Rose.”

“If she said to, then it’s okay.”

“I know. Anyway, I was almost done with my sandwich when Uncle Norman came in. He sat down next to me at the counter and asked if he could buy me dessert.”

“That was nice of him,” Hannah said with a smile. Norman was really good with kids and Tracey was one of his favorites.

“I said I couldn’t have dessert because we were going to go to meet Aunt Hannah and Lisa and have it later.”

“But did you thank him for offering?”

“Yes, Mom. That was the first thing I did. I said, Thanks, but I can’t. And then I told him why. And then Doctor Bev came in.”

Andrea and Hannah exchanged glances. Sisterly radar was about to take over. Andrea’s look said, Go ahead and ask her if you want to know more. And Hannah’s return glance answered, I will, thanks. Don’t worry. I won’t put her on the spot.

“You were nice and polite, Tracey,” Hannah complimented her. “And we did bring dessert so you won’t miss out. Did Doctor Bev have dessert?”

“No. All she did was ask Uncle Norman to come for a ride with her in her new Mister-rati.”

“Maserati,” Hannah corrected her and then she wished she hadn’t because she’d interrupted Tracey’s story. “Did Uncle Norman take a ride?” she asked the most important question.

“Not right away. Uncle Norman said he had to get back to the office, but Doctor Bev said no, he didn’t, that she’d talked to Doc Bennett and he said he’d stay longer so that Uncle Norman could go for a ride with her.”

Uh-oh! She’s scheming again! Hannah’s mind said and she totally agreed. But what she said out loud was, “So Norman went for a ride with her?”

“Not right then. Doctor Bev sat down on the stool next to me and asked me if I’d like to go for a ride in her brand new car as long as Uncle Norman came too.”

That’s despicable! Hannah thought, exchanging glances with Andrea. She was going to get Norman in that car any way she could, even if she had to use my six-year-old niece to do it!

“What did you say to that?” Andrea asked, looking anxious.

“I was going to say yes until I remembered that I wasn’t supposed to go for rides with anyone who wasn’t a relative or a friend. You told me that a long time ago.”

“So you said no?” Andrea quizzed her.

“Not exactly. That was when I remembered another thing you told me a long time ago, so I said yes.”

Andrea looked shocked. “What did I tell you?”

“You said, Don’t worry, Tracey. The dentist is your friend. And since Doctor Bev is a dentist and so is Uncle Norman, I said yes.”

“I guess that came back to bite me,” Andrea said under her breath to Hannah and Lisa. And then she turned back to Tracey. “Okay, honey. Tell us what happened on the ride with Doctor Bev.”

“Well . . . she wanted Uncle Norman to sit in front, but he said I should sit in front because I could see better up there. So I did and it was fun. We went up by the church and Grandma Knudson’s house, and then we went past the old lumber yard at the end of Main Street, and we turned on the street with the hotel to drive by that and the school. Her new car makes noise. It sounds like a roar. People heard us coming and they came out of their houses to see the car go by. They all waved so I waved back and Doctor Bev tooted the horn. It was so much fun!”

“I’m sure it was,” Hannah said, wondering whether Norman had gone along on his own volition, or whether he’d decided he should keep an eye on Doctor Bev with Tracey.

“Anyway, Doctor Bev wanted to go drive around the lake, but I thought you might worry if I was gone too long, so I asked her to drop me off on the corner by the real estate office. And she did.”

“And Uncle Norman stayed in the car and went out to the lake with her?” Andrea asked.

Tracey gave a little shrug. “I guess. The last thing I saw, he was climbing into the front seat, and they were driving off.”

The next question was Hannah’s. “Toward the dental clinic?” she asked.

“No, the other way. That’s all I know. Could I have one of your new bar cookies now, Aunt Hannah? Especially since I missed dessert with Uncle Norman?”
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RAZZLE DAZZLE BROWNIES

 


 


For the Brownies:


	Make a double batch of your own favorite brownie recipe in a 9-inch by 13-inch cake pan OR use the shortcut below:




1 family-size box of brownie mix (enough to 
make a 9-inch by 13-inch pan of 
brownies—I used Betty Crocker) and the 
rest of the ingredients listed on the box of 
brownie mix you bought



For the Glaze:


½ cup seedless raspberry jam



For the Frosting:


½ cup (1 stick, ¼ pound, 4 ounces) salted butter 
1 cup white (granulated) sugar 
⅓ cup cream 
½ cup chocolate chips (approximately ½ of a 
6-ounce package) 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
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Step 1:

Preheat oven to whatever it says on the box of brownie mix you bought.

 


Step 2:

Spray the bottom of a 9-inch by 13-inch cake pan with Pam or another nonstick cooking spray. Alternatively, you can line the pan with aluminum foil and spray that.

 


Step 3:

Mix the brownies according to the package directions.

 


Step 4:

Bake the brownies 2 minutes longer than it says on the package directions.

 


Step 5:

After the brownies have baked, let them cool on a cold stovetop burner or on a wire rack for 10 minutes.
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Step 6:

After the brownies have cooled for 10 minutes, put the jam in a microwave-safe bowl and heat it on HIGH for 30 to 45 seconds or until it liquefies.

 


Step 7:

Pour the jam over the top of the brownies and quickly spread it out with a rubber spatula.

 


Step 8:

Refrigerate the brownies and jam glaze for at least 30 minutes. An hour is even better. Overnight is fine, too.

 


Step 9:

Take the pan out of the refrigerator and place it on the counter close to the stovetop.

 


Step 10:

Make the frosting by placing the butter, sugar, and cream into a medium-size saucepan. Bring the mixture to a boil at MEDIUM HIGH heat, stirring constantly. Then lower the heat to MEDIUM and cook for 2 minutes.
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Step 11:

Add the half-cup chocolate chips, stir them in, and then remove the saucepan from the heat and slide it onto a cold burner.

 


Step 12:

Stir in the vanilla extract. (Be careful—it may sputter.)

 


Step 13:

Pour the frosting over the glaze, grab the cake pan, and tip it so that the frosting covers the whole top.

 


Step 14:

Stick the pan back into the refrigerator for at least 30 minutes before you attempt to cut and serve your Razzle Dazzle Brownies.
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Chapter Twelve

Hannah was still thinking about Norman riding out to Eden Lake with Doctor Bev when the red Maserati pulled up in front of the Peterson house. A moment later, Doctor Bev got out and walked up the sidewalk to the front porch. “Hannah?” she called out. “Are you in there?”

“I’m here,” Hannah replied.

“What happened to my Red Velvet Surprise Cupcakes? You forgot to give them to Roger. And you charged for them. I saw the credit card receipt. If I don’t get my cupcakes right now, you owe me a refund.”

“It’s my fault,” Lisa called out. “Sorry about that. When Roger came to pick up the order I forgot to give them to him. I was going to bring them over to you at the refreshment tent, but I saw you driving around in your car and I thought I’d wait until you got back.”

“I’m back.” Doctor Bev opened the screen door and stepped in. “Nice little porch. How cozy. I suppose you’re here to watch the crane place the dome over my penthouse garden.”

“Your penthouse garden?” Andrea asked.

“That’s right. Roger sent me over here to tell you to take the penthouse off the market because I’m moving in. We picked out all the furniture last night and it’ll be delivered tomorrow. He also wants you to meet the delivery truck tomorrow to supervise the placement of the furniture and check to make sure it’s in perfect condition. The truck is scheduled to arrive at noon.”

Hannah glanced at her sister. It was clear that Andrea didn’t like being ordered around by Doctor Bev, but it seemed that Doctor Bev was wearing the pants in the relationship and there was no way Andrea wanted to antagonize an important real estate client like Roger.

“Okay. I’ll be there,” Andrea agreed.

“I knew you would. I wouldn’t want any of my furniture damaged before I even get the chance to use it. And I won’t be here. I have to drive back to the Cities to pick up a few necessities.”

And I’ll just bet one of those necessities isn’t your daughter! Hannah thought.

“Is Roger happy about moving back to Lake Eden?” Lisa asked.

Doctor Bev shook her head. “Roger’s not moving back here. His headquarters are in the Cities and he has several projects there. He may move here eventually, but not now. The penthouse is another engagement gift, just like my new car. Roger’s so generous.”

“So it’s just you in the penthouse?” Lisa asked, looking shocked. Hannah knew why. The penthouse had six bedrooms and the idea of one person living there alone was ridiculous.

“I know it’s much too large for one person,” Doctor Bev seemed to read Lisa’s mind, “but I plan on inviting a lot of houseguests. There’s entertaining, too. I’ll do quite a bit of that. I really have to do something to fill up the place. I put some of my things in the closet this morning and there’s so much room left in there. I have to go shopping for more clothing and shoes.”

“Won’t you be lonely up there all by yourself?” Lisa asked.

“Oh, I won’t be there alone. I’ll have guests staying with me and I’ll be interviewing for staff at the end of the week. Do any of you know a good live-in housekeeper? Or a maid?”

Almost as one, the three women shook their heads.

“I didn’t think so. Oh, well.” Doctor Bev gave a deep sigh. “I’ll just have to go through an agency. I’ll need a housekeeper, a maid, a landscaper for the rooftop garden, and a personal assistant. Just think about it. If I can find suitable locals, it could be a real boost to Lake Eden’s economy. Isn’t that just wonderful?”

There was dead silence for what seemed like an eternity, and then Doctor Bev laughed. “I didn’t expect a warm welcome. Norman warned me about that at lunch today.”

“Did you and Uncle Norman go back to the café?” Tracey asked her.

“No, sweetie. We went to lunch at the Lake Eden Inn. That’s where I’m staying right now, you know.”

“I know. Mom told me. She said Aunt Sally called to tell Grandma and then Grandma called to tell Mom, and . . .”

“That’s enough, Tracey!” Andrea interrupted her.

“Sorry, Mom. I’ll go to the kitchen and get some more lemonade so the adults can talk.”

“So precious,” Doctor Bev said, smiling sweetly. The phrase, Butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, crossed Hannah’s mind. “And Tracey’s so talkative, too. Between your little Tracey and Norman, I learned everything I needed to know about coming back to Lake Eden to live. Norman’s not too happy about it, but I’m very good with men like Norman. He’ll come around. I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he spends more time at my penthouse than he does at his dental clinic.”

“How about Roger?” Hannah asked, despite her vow to keep silent. “You’re still engaged to him, aren’t you?”

“Of course I am. I’ve got Roger right where I want him. I’m very good with men like Roger, too. And Roger can give me so much more than Norman ever could.”

Hannah held her breath as Doctor Bev stopped speaking and the silence deepened again. There was no way she was going to ask another question and it was clear that Andrea felt the same way. Lisa, however, didn’t share their restraint. “So you’re telling us that you’re after Norman again?” she asked.

“Why, my goodness! I guess I am! He’s such a nice man, who could resist? And I know he’ll come around to my way of thinking once he realizes that Roger won’t be spending much time with me in Lake Eden. When your lover’s away, it’s always nice to rely on your other male . . . friends.” Doctor Bev stopped speaking and glanced at her watch. “Oh, my! Just look at the time. I really must be going. I promised to let Richard drive my new car and the dome is due to arrive in less than twenty minutes.” She gave the most insincerely sweet smile Hannah had ever seen. “I’m also very good with men like Richard, you know. Actually . . . now that I think about it, I’m really very good with all the men.” She turned to Hannah and narrowed her eyes. “You really ought to keep an eye on me, Hannah. You might learn a thing or two about how to handle men . . . or perhaps not.”

That said, Doctor Bev picked up the box with the cupcakes and left the porch, leaving the screen door open behind her.

“What a witch!” Lisa said, and both Hannah and Andrea knew which word she might have used if Tracey hadn’t been close by. She got up to close the screen door, and came back to sit down again. “She said she was going to let Richard drive her car. Who’s Richard?”

“Mayor Bascomb,” both Hannah and Andrea answered, almost simultaneously.

Lisa looked thoughtful. “Do you think that . . .?”

“Probably,” Andrea said before Lisa could finish her question. “He’s been known to play the field. Mother told me that he once had three women on the string, not counting his wife, and not one of them knew about the others.”

“Oh, my!” Lisa looked shocked.

“It’s true,” Hannah told her, starting to grin. “And it seems to me that both Doctor Bev and the mayor have the same talent for multitasking.”

 


 



Perhaps it was childish and only one of them could qualify as a child, but all four of them had cheered right along with the crowd on the street when the mammoth flatbed truck had arrived with the dome. They’d cheered again when the gigantic crane had lifted the dome, and yet again when it had risen slowly up into the air.

“That crane is really huge,” Lisa breathed, watching the dome sway as it ascended higher and higher.

“I’m glad we’re watching it from here,” Andrea commented. “I’d hate to be out on the street standing under that dome. I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about what would happen if it fell.”

“You’d be okay if you were under it and it fell straight down,” Tracey pointed out. “It’s a dome. It would fit right over you.”

“It won’t fall,” Lisa said. “Herb told me that it’s attached to the crane with steel cables. They’re interwoven and even if one strand breaks, the other strands will hold.”

Andrea didn’t look convinced. “I still wouldn’t want to take the chance. Look how it’s swaying up there.”

Hannah gave a little gasp as the dome rocked from side to side and rose past the second floor of the hotel. “I’ve never seen anything like this before!”

“Neither have I,” Tracey confided. “I wonder if my whole class is here.”

“I bet they are,” Lisa said. “I think the whole town is here.”

“Do you think Mrs. Watson can see it from her studio windows?” Tracey asked, and Hannah wondered if she’d skipped summer dance class to be here.

“I’m almost sure she can see it from there,” Lisa answered her. “Danielle’s on the second floor over the Red Owl, and the only building that’s as tall as the hotel is City Hall.”

Hannah looked at Lisa in surprise. “City Hall’s only two stories high.”

“You’re forgetting the cupola on the roof. Herb’s watching from there. Rod Metcalf is with him and he’s taking pictures for the Lake Eden Journal.”

“Can Grandma see it from her shop?” Tracey asked.

“Yes,” Hannah answered. “She can see perfectly from the windows on the second floor. Mrs. Beeseman and Lisa’s dad are there and so are some members of the Lake Eden Historical Society. They’re having a tea party up there.”

“We baked a Double Whammy Lemon Cake for your grandma to serve,” Lisa said. “We did a lot of baking this morning!”

“But . . . doesn’t it have vodka in it?” Andrea asked.

“The original recipe does,” Hannah said.

“So you changed it for Mother and her guests?”

“Yes, and no.” It was Lisa’s turn to answer. “We made two cakes, one with the vodka and the other with cream. Your mother’s guests can choose which cake they want.”

“But does the name fit when it’s made with cream instead of vodka?” Andrea wanted to know.

Hannah bit back an amused smile. For some reason Andrea was fixating about recipe titles today. “The one with vodka is the Double Whammy Lemon Cake. The one with cream is Lemon Cream Cake.”

“Oh. That’s okay then.” Andrea’s eyes widened as the dome rose up even higher than the penthouse. “What are they doing? It’s too high!”

Lisa shook her head. “No it’s not. They have to stabilize it over the penthouse garden and then lower it. And they need maneuvering space for that. Herb explained the whole thing to me. They’ll bring it straight down and once it stops swaying, the workmen up there will grab the handholds on the inside and guide it down. Once it’s in place the crane operator will release the cables and the job is done.”

“That sounds like precision work,” Andrea said.

“Oh, it is. The people who sold Roger the dome brought their own crew with them to do it.”

There was a tense moment as the dome began to lower and the men standing in the penthouse garden reached up for the handholds. For the first time in her life Hannah wished she had a cell phone with a camera instead of the stripped-down model she’d insisted was all she needed.

“They got it!” Lisa exclaimed, pointing up at the dome. “The crane operator just released the cables. The penthouse garden is finished.”

“I wish it had been finished on Saturday,” Tracey said. “Then Aunt Barbara wouldn’t be in the hospital and she’d still be Daddy’s secretary.”

Hannah didn’t say a word. It was readily apparent that Andrea hadn’t told Tracey that Barbara had jumped off the roof to get away from someone who was attacking her.

Andrea reached out to give her daughter a hug. “So do I, honey. But Aunt Barbara will be back. Doc Knight says she’s getting better every day.”

“That’s good. Daddy gets crabby when he has a temp. Remember when Aunt Barbara was on vacation and he couldn’t find anything in his office? He yelled at everybody.”

“That’s true,” Andrea said with a smile. “He was terribly frustrated. What do you say we watch the crane drive off and then we hurry over to Granny’s Attic to see if there’s any cake left?”

“Two desserts in one day!” Tracey breathed, smiling as she turned to her mother. “I’d like to see Grandma and I want to taste the Double Whammy Lemon Cake. I bet Bethie has already had some!”

“I hope not,” Andrea said and then she turned to Hannah and Lisa to explain. “Bethie is with Grandma watching the crane.”

“Why can’t Bethie have the cake?” Tracey asked.

“Because the Double Whammy Lemon Cake is the one with the vodka in it, honey. Grandma wouldn’t let her have that.”

“I’d better not have any either, otherwise Daddy could arrest me for . . . ” Tracey stopped for a moment and then she started to laugh. “I wouldn’t be drinking, so Daddy couldn’t arrest me for underage drinking. I guess he’d have to arrest me for underage eating!”
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DOUBLE WHAMMY LEMON CAKE

 



Preheat oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.


Zest from 2 small lemons (approximately 
2 teaspoons) 
1 box white cake mix (the size that makes a 9-inch by 13-inch cake) 
1 box vanilla instant pudding mix (NOT sugar-free—the size that makes 4 half-cup servings) 
½ cup vegetable oil 
1 cup sour cream 
⅓ cup vodka (I used Tito’s Handmade Vodka) 
4 large eggs 
6-ounce package white chocolate chips (approximately 1 cup)



Hannah’s 1st Note: When I first made this cake I bought a white cake mix with pudding in the mix. I used it and it was a disaster. The cake browned too fast and stuck to the bottom of the Bundt pan. DO NOT USE A CAKE MIX WITH PUDDING IN IT!


	Spray a Bundt pan with Pam or another nonstick cooking spray.
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	Zest your lemons. They should yield approximately 2 teaspoons of zest. Measure out ½ teaspoon of zest and save it for the frosting. The remainder will go in your cake batter.

	Place the dry white cake mix and the dry vanilla pudding mix in the bowl of an electric mixer. Beat them together on low speed until they’re combined.

	Add the vegetable oil, sour cream, vodka, and lemon zest (except for the half-teaspoon you reserved). Beat on low speed until thoroughly mixed.

	Mix in the eggs, one at a time on MEDIUM speed, beating after each addition. When you’re through, this batter should be nice and fluffy. If it’s not, turn the mixer up to HIGH and beat for 2 additional minutes.

	Take the bowl out of the mixer, chop the white chocolate chips into smaller pieces so they won’t all sink to the bottom of the cake and mix them in by hand. Don’t over-stir. You want to keep as much air as possible in the batter.

	Spoon the batter into the prepared Bundt pan. Smooth the top with a rubber spatula.
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	Bake the cake at 350 degrees F. for 50 minutes until a cake tester or a thin wooden skewer inserted in the center of the ring comes out clean.

	Cool the Double Whammy Lemon Cake for 20 minutes on a cold burner or a wire rack.

	After 20 minutes, loosen the edges of the cake with a knife. Don’t forget to run the knife around the tube in the center of the Bundt pan to loosen that, too.

	Invert a large plate on top of the Bundt pan, flip it over, and unmold the cake. Let it cool completely on the plate before frosting it with Double Whammy Lemon Frosting.



Hannah’s 2nd Note: If you would prefer not to use alcohol in this cake, simply substitute ⅓ cup light cream for the vodka and call it Lemon Cream Cake. It’s yummy that way, too.

 


 


DOUBLE WHAMMY LEMON FROSTING


1 pound box powdered (confectioner’s) sugar 
½ cup softened butter (1 stick, 4 ounces, ¼ pound)
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¼ cup vodka (I used Tito’s Handmade Vodka) 
2 teaspoons lemon extract 
½ teaspoon lemon zest




	Reserve a half-cup of the powdered sugar and place the rest in a mixing bowl. Beat in the softened butter.

	Continue to beat as you drizzle in the vodka and lemon extract.

	Mix in the lemon zest you reserved for this frosting.

	If the frosting is too thick, add a little more vodka. If it’s too thin, add a little more of the powdered sugar you reserved. When the frosting has reached spreading consistency, frost your Double Whammy Lemon Cake. (Don’t forget to frost the inside of the tunnel in the center of your cake!)



Hannah’s Note: If you would prefer not to use alcohol in this cake, simply substitute ¼ cup light cream for the vodka and call it Lemon Cream Frosting.
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Chapter Thirteen

“Okay, Mother. I’ll come out there right after I feed Moishe,” Hannah said, glancing down at the cat who was rubbing up against her ankles. “Is there anything I should bring? I could stop at The Cookie Jar and pick up something.”

“No, dear. Barbara can’t have solid food yet. Norman said he was going to work on her bridge this afternoon and he told Doc that he’d bring it out to the hospital tomorrow. If her mouth has healed enough, he’ll put it in and then she’ll be able to eat soft food.”

“That’s good news,” Hannah responded even though she wondered if Norman had gone back to the dental clinic to work on Barbara’s bridge after his lunch with Doctor Bev. “I made a double batch of Mom’s Bran Muffins yesterday and it made six dozen. Would you like me to bring some out to you and Doc?”

“I don’t care for bran, dear, but Doc is always looking for good bran recipes for his senior patients. The only bran muffins I’ve ever liked were Great-Grandma Elsa’s.”

“That’s what these are.”

“But you said they were Mom’s Bran Muffins.”

“That’s what it says on the recipe, but Grandma Ingrid must have written it down. The recipe was on the back of a gas bill that’s addressed to Grandma and Grandpa Swensen.”

“Oh, my goodness! I hope they paid it!” Delores exclaimed.

“They paid it, Mother. It’s stamped Paid in Full.”

“That’s a relief. What time will you be here, dear?”

Hannah glanced up at the apple-shaped clock on her kitchen wall and mentally calculated the time it would take her to feed Moishe, change clothes, and drive out to the hospital. “You can tell Doc Knight I’ll be there within the hour. And I’ll bring enough muffins for both of you.”

Once she’d hung up the phone, Hannah gave a little sigh. She’d been home less than thirty minutes when the phone had rung. Of course she’d thought about not answering, but there was something about a ringing phone that was too compelling to deny. She’d picked up the receiver, said hello, and heard the request from her mother. It seemed that Barbara was extremely agitated today and she wanted to see Hannah.

“Hold on, Moishe. I’ll get your food in just a minute,” she told the cat, whose rubs against her ankles had turned into head butts that demanded attention. There was still a little kitty kibble in his bowl from his breakfast, but that wouldn’t satisfy him for long. Moishe knew from past experience that there would be better, more interesting food coming with dinner.

“Salmon or tuna?” Hannah asked him, taking two cans of gourmet cat food out of the cupboard.

“Rrrrroow!”

“Of course,” Hannah said with a smile. “I should have guessed. You had tuna last night so tonight you want salmon. How about a couple of salad shrimp thrown in for good measure?”

“Rrrrrrrrow!”

The response was more prolonged this time and Hannah laughed. People claimed that cats didn’t understand human language, but she’d swear in a court of law that Moishe knew at least eight words. His tail flicked at the very end whenever she uttered the words shrimp, chicken, bacon, tuna, salmon, and the generic fish. There were also several non-food-related words that garnered a physical response. Cuddles was one. Norman’s cat was his favorite friend and his ears perked up every time he heard her name. The other, most evocative non-food word was Mother. When Moishe heard Hannah greet her mother on the phone, he bristled and puffed up like a Halloween cat. Hannah could understand that. They’d gotten off on the wrong foot, or perhaps she should say the wrong leg, from the very beginning. The first time Hannah’s mother had met Moishe, she’d tried to treat him like a cute, cuddly lap cat, and Moishe had taken offense at the baby talk and the attempt to pick him up. Such behavior was an assault to his dignity and Moishe had made that perfectly clear.

To Hannah’s relief, the relationship between her mother and her cat was non-violent now. Since those first few meetings with the shredded hose, Moishe and Delores had arrived at an uneasy truce. Whenever Delores arrived at Hannah’s condo, she was armed with treats. Moishe would sit next to her on the couch so that she could feed him his favorite fish-shaped, salmon-flavored treats, and he even permitted a pet or two, or a scratch behind the ears. Hannah wasn’t sure what would happen if her mother arrived without treats, but she wasn’t betting on feline civility without culinary bribery. Every time Delores called to say she was dropping by, Hannah had a treat jar on the chair by the door just in case her mother had forgotten.

Hannah opened the can of kitty gourmet salmon and spooned it into Moishe’s bowl, covering the picture of Garfield on the bottom. She took a bag of salad shrimp from her freezer and shook out five before she returned it to the shelf. A few seconds under running water and they had thawed enough to add to the bowl.

“Go ahead and eat, Moishe,” she said, as if there were any doubt he’d do just that. “I’m going to take a quick shower and change clothes. I have to drive out to the hospital to see Barbara.”

Moishe didn’t bother to look up. His face was buried in his food bowl. His tail flicked twice and Hannah figured that was response enough.

 



Less than twenty minutes later Hannah was in her cookie truck driving out to the hospital. As she zipped along, she considered Doctor Bev’s thinly veiled threat about Norman, and wondered whether Norman would be gullible enough to get involved with his two-time and two-timing fiancée for the third time.

“He knows what she did the last time,” Hannah said aloud as she took the turn that led around the lake to the hospital. “He wouldn’t fall for that again, would he?” Absolute silence greeted her query. Even though her window was all the way down, the cows grazing along the fence that ran past Frederick Miller’s farmland didn’t raise their heads to answer.

“Maybe he would,” Hannah said out loud, answering her own question. She hoped that wasn’t the case, but she wasn’t sure, not after the things Doctor Bev had said that afternoon. Hannah had just rounded the tight curve that was marked by the three white crosses that the Sheriff’s Department Protective League had put up to signify three speed-related fatalities when she noticed several broken branches hanging from the dogwood that lined the roadway. Someone had taken the curve too fast and mowed through the bushes that hid Miller’s Pond from view.

Hannah pulled over to the side of the road. The branches were still hanging from the dogwood and Frederick Miller was known for keeping up his property. If the accident had happened a week, or even several days ago, Frederick would have removed the broken branches. She hadn’t heard about any accident at The Cookie Jar and it would have been a topic of conversation. That meant the accident was recent and she could be the first person on the scene!

Hannah turned off the ignition and hurried out of her truck. She pushed aside the branch, stepped past the dogwood, and gazed down at the pond below. What she saw made her gasp in horror. There was a car in the bottom of Miller’s Pond!

Miller’s Pond was stream-fed and the water was much clearer than a pond without an underwater source. It was deep, at least fifteen feet, and some people might have classified it as a small lake. Even though the car was over ten feet under the water, Hannah was a strong swimmer and she knew she could dive down to it if she had to.

She made a snap decision and scrambled down the steep embankment, slipping and sliding, but luckily, not falling. If someone was still inside the car, she had to try to save them!

As she grew closer, she could see that the car was a convertible, a red convertible. And there, deep in the clear water, she saw a shape behind the wheel.

Hannah didn’t hesitate. She slid down the remainder of the embankment as fast as she could, and when she got to the edge of the pond, she kicked off her shoes. A second later, she was wading into the water.

Miller’s Pond was a favorite swimming hole for the kids from surrounding farms because it was as shallow as a bathtub for at least twenty-five feet before it deepened. This made it ideal for smaller children as a wading pool, but swimmers had to wade out quite far before the water was deep enough to swim. Hannah waded as fast as she could, splashing out with frantic determination. Finally she reached swimming depth and she swam to the center of the pond as fast as she could.

If someone had been clocking her for the Olympics, Hannah might have made the swim team. When she arrived at a point near the submerged car, she dove down into the water, and saw the car clearly for the first time.

The driver was still behind the wheel, her long blond hair waving in the current from the stream that fed Miller’s Pond.

Uh-oh! Hannah’s mind shouted out a warning as she shot up to the surface for air. Are you really sure you want to try to rescue her? Hannah ignored the inference and dove down again. Yes, it was a red convertible. And yes, there was someone with blond hair behind the wheel. Her imagination had not been playing tricks on her. As she swam around to the side of the car she could see that it was a Maserati convertible and the driver was Doctor Bev!

Hannah worked as fast as she could, locating the seat belt and releasing the latch, but Doctor Bev remained in the white leather driver’s seat. Since Hannah couldn’t tell if she was dead or alive, she didn’t waste time feeling for a pulse. She just shot up to the surface for another big gulp of air and dove back down again.

There was only one thing to do and Hannah did it. She put her arms around Doctor Bev and attempted to pull her from the seat. Even though the water lent buoyancy to her efforts, that was not enough. As Hannah got under Doctor Bev and used her weight to lever her up, she realized what the term dead weight meant. She just hoped that it wasn’t accurate, as she muscled her rival for Norman’s affections out of the seat and pulled her up to the surface.

With one arm clasped around Doctor Bev’s chest, Hannah managed to swim with her. She knew if she dropped Doctor Bev, her rival would sink like a stone. Once she got to the shallow part of the pond, she managed to grasp Doctor Bev under both arms and drag her all the way to the shore.

Even though the prospect was almost too much to bear, Hannah immediately began resuscitation. She didn’t stop to think. She just followed the procedure she’d learned during the last class she’d taken at the sheriff’s station.

Hannah checked her waterproof watch after what seemed like an eternity. Five minutes had passed with no response. Doctor Bev was not showing any signs of breathing on her own. She started the procedure again, but after ten minutes there was no sign of life. Hannah kept at it rhythmically, fruitlessly, until a full twenty minutes had passed. Then she climbed back up the steep embankment to her truck to retrieve her cell phone.

Luckily, her phone was fully charged and she dialed Mike’s cell phone. “Mike!” she gasped when he answered his phone. “Come out to Miller’s Pond right away. And call for the paramedics. Doctor Bev was in a terrible accident and I think she’s dead!”




Chapter Fourteen

“You remembered to bring these after all you’ve been through?” Delores looked completely amazed as Hannah handed her the box with Mom’s Bran Muffins.

For a moment Hannah was confused. Her mind seemed to have slowed to idle speed. It took her a minute to process her mother’s words, but then she understood what Delores was saying. “How did you know about it?”

“Doc told me when the call came in for the paramedics.”

“Oh.” Hannah steadied herself on the edge of Doc Knight’s desk. She wanted to sit down, but her clothes were wet and the chairs in front of Doc Knight’s desk were upholstered in fabric, not plastic.

“Put these on, dear,” Delores held out a package. “You have to get out of those wet clothes. You’re shivering.”

Hannah accepted the package her mother handed her. She hadn’t realized that she was cold until her mother had mentioned it. Of course maybe it wasn’t that she was cold. It could be that she was exhausted from the effort of dragging Doctor Bev out of the water. Whatever the reason, she was shivering and now her teeth were beginning to chatter.

“Go right in there and take a hot shower,” Delores ordered, pointing to Doc Knight’s bathroom. “It’ll make you feel much better. There’s shampoo, and towels, and everything you need. And throw your wet clothes in the dryer.”

“Okay,” Hannah said, not bristling at all, even though her mother was telling her what to do.

“While you’re showering, I’ll run down to the kitchen and get you a hot cup of coffee. Are you hungry?”

“No,” Hannah said even though she wasn’t sure she’d eaten recently. For some reason her mind was stalling out and it was difficult to think.

“I’ll be right back, dear,” Delores said, and then she gave Hannah a gentle shove toward the bathroom. “Go ahead.”

Hannah crossed the room even though she wasn’t sure she had the energy to take a shower. She’d stood guard over Doctor Bev’s body until Mike and Lonnie had arrived, and then she’d driven the rest of the way to the hospital. As she’d navigated the twists and turns around Eden Lake, she’d felt horribly alone. She couldn’t seem to shake the specter of sudden, unexpected death. Doctor Bev had been alive such a short while ago, zipping along the lake road in her fancy new convertible, anticipating the move to her new penthouse condo. Hannah could picture her with her blond hair streaming in the breeze, listening to her favorite music and planning out where to put the new furniture she’d chosen with Roger. She wouldn’t have had a clue that only moments later, she’d be at the bottom of Miller’s Pond, strapped in her seat, cold and dead, robbed of the riches she’d lied and schemed to get.

Hannah did her best to shake off the dark thoughts. Perhaps Delores was right and a hot shower would help. She opened the bathroom door and blinked in surprise.

The bathroom was actually a suite that consisted of three separate rooms. The first contained what you’d expect in any bathroom. There was a washbowl with a mirror over it, a medicine cabinet, and a commode. The second, much larger room looked like a well-equipped dressing room, and she thought she knew why. Since Doc Knight spent so much time at the hospital, he needed a place to shower and change into whatever clothing was required for his various duties. He would need easy access to operating scrubs, a white coat for rounds, and street clothes for his consultations with families of patients. There was a mirrored closet along one wall and Hannah suspected it was filled with Doc Knight’s various choices of clothing. The wall opposite the closet held a gleaming stainless steel washer and dryer. The moment Hannah saw them she stripped out of her wet clothing and threw it into the dryer.

As she stepped into the third room, the room that contained a glass-enclosed shower, she noticed that her mother had set out towels for her to use. That little touch, that proof of caring, made her feel cosseted and loved. The feeling grew as she turned on the shower and stepped under the hot spray. Delores had known exactly what would make her feel better. It was good to have a mother.

Ten minutes later, feeling so much better she could scarcely believe it, Hannah stepped out of the shower. She retrieved the package her mother had given her with dry clothing and opened it. There were green scrubs with Lake Eden Memorial Hospital stenciled across the front, and they looked as if they might fit her. Hannah put on the top, stepped into the drawstring pants, and smiled. Everything fit. There was even a pair of hospital socks, the one-size-fits-all with non-skid patches on the bottom. She toweled off her hair, and dried it with the hair dryer that hung on a hook in the dressing room.

“Good enough,” Hannah said to her reflection in the mirrored closet doors. The green of the scrubs was actually a good color with her red hair. She was about to walk out of the bathroom when there was a knock on the door.

“Are you all right, dear?”

“I’m fine. I’m ready.” Hannah opened the door and stepped out.

“Sit here.” Delores pointed to one of the visitor chairs in front of Doc Knight’s desk. “I brought black coffee and sweet tea. They say that sweet tea is good for shock, but you choose.”

Hannah thought about that for a moment. Normally, she didn’t drink tea. This afternoon, for some strange reason, the thought of drinking it was appealing. “I’ll take the tea,” she said.

“You are in shock,” Delores informed her. “You don’t like tea.”

“I know. It just sounds good.”

Delores gave a quick nod. “Shock, just as I thought. It’s the only thing that would make you drink tea.”

“I’ll drink it, but I want a black coffee chaser,” Hannah said, feeling a bit better as she sipped the hot beverage. “Of course chocolate would be better, but you don’t have any, do you?”

Delores didn’t say anything. She just went to the file cabinet next to the window and pulled out the top drawer. She took something out and turned it so that Hannah could see what it was.

“Fanny Farmer?”

“Yes. It’s my emergency stash. I think this qualifies as an emergency, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes. It’s definitely an emergency. Are they soft centers?”

“Of course.” Delores set the box between them on the desktop and took off the cover so that Hannah could see what was inside. “You know I like soft centers the best. Doc brought these in for me this morning.”

“Are they for a special occasion?” Hannah asked, her fingers hovering over a dark chocolate piece that she hoped was filled with a maple center.

“Not really. It’s just a thank you.”

“For what?” Hannah reached down and plucked the piece of candy.

“For going out to the mall with him to help him choose two new jackets. Doc has no fashion sense. If it were up to him, he’d still be wearing that awful old tweed blazer. He told me he bought that blazer when his mother was alive and she picked it out for him.”

Hannah remembered the tweed jacket. Her mother was right. It was pretty awful. “So the lack of fashion sense runs in the Knight family?”

“It seems so.” Delores swallowed the last bite of her pineapple cream dipped in milk chocolate. “Doc always tells me how lucky he is to have me.”

Hannah was silent as she reached for what she thought was a coconut cream covered with white chocolate. She wasn’t sure exactly what that meant. “Where’s Doc Knight?”

“He’s still out at the scene, dear. He called me a few minutes ago. He said that you looked a bit glassy-eyed when he saw you out there and that you might be in shock.”

“Was it his idea for me to take a hot shower?”

“No, that was mine. The sweet hot tea was his idea.”

“Well, it worked. Between the shower, the tea with the coffee chaser, and the box of Fanny Farmer’s, I feel much better now.”

Delores shoved the box a little closer to Hannah’s side of the desk. “Do you think you feel well enough to go and see Barbara?”

“Not quite yet, but soon.”

“Then how about telling me what happened at the pond?” Delores asked. And then she paused and looked slightly sorry she’d asked. “But only if you feel up to it, of course,” she added.

Hannah took a milk chocolate candy and was pleased to find it had a dark chocolate center. Her mother always asked her to describe the scene of a murder, but this was a car accident. “Okay,” she said, and told her mother everything that had happened, beginning with the last time she’d seen Doctor Bev alive and how she’d barged onto the porch of the Peterson house. She told her mother the whole story, the dive into the water to try to save Doctor Bev when she’d spotted the car, her efforts to bring Doctor Bev to shore and revive her, all the way through to when she’d finally given up and called Mike at the sheriff’s station.

“Oh, my!” Delores exclaimed, giving a ladylike shiver. “This is a terrible thing to say, but since Doctor Bev was so nasty to you, it almost makes me believe in divine retribution.”

Hannah was slightly shocked. She knew that her mother loved her, but when Delores had heard some of the things that Doctor Bev had said to her on the Petersons’ front porch, Delores had jumped in to defend her eldest daughter like a mother lion defending her cub.

“This whole thing must have been awful for you dear, especially since you were the one to find her.” Delores gave a little sigh and reached out to pat Hannah’s hand. “Then again, you usually do.”

“True,” Hannah acknowledged, “and it’s never easy.”

“I know, but this must have been worse. I’m sure you wished that you could get rid of Doctor Bev once and for all. As a matter of fact, I heard you say it right before the last time she left Lake Eden. You probably wished her dead on countless occasions. And then you’re the one to find her.”

Hannah thought about that for a moment. She didn’t feel at all guilty. Perhaps her mother was projecting. “I don’t think I ever wished that Doctor Bev was dead. I just wished that she would be gone for good.”

“You’re a better woman than I am,” Delores said with a sigh. “Have another chocolate, dear. You still look a little pale.”

Hannah reached for another piece of candy and realized that there were only three left. She looked up at her mother in total surprise. “Did I eat all those?”

“No. I helped.”

“I’ll buy you another box the next time I go out to the mall,” Hannah promised.

“There’s no need. Doc has several right here in the bottom drawer of his desk. He says it makes me more . . .” She paused and gave a little shrug. “I think he used the word compliant.”

“Oh.” Hannah said the most noncommittal thing she could think of. And then she thought, That’s the same word I used when Norman brought me the split of Dom Perignon. Norman said that there wasn’t enough champagne in the world to make me compliant. But are there enough boxes of Fanny Farmer to make my mother compliant?

“Are you ready to visit Barbara now?” Delores asked. “I’ll go with you.”

“I’m ready,” Hannah replied, clamping the cover back on the box so that she wouldn’t have to see the evidence of her transgression. And then she stood up and walked out of Doc Knight’s office with her mother, making a valiant effort not to think about champagne, chocolate, and compliancy.

Barbara smiled when they entered the room. She was sitting up in a chair by the bed and she looked much better. She was still hooked to monitoring devices and an IV that beeped at irregular intervals, but at least she was out of bed.

“Is that your . . . daughter?” she asked.

“It’s me, Barbara. I’m Hannah. And you’re right.” She gestured toward Delores. “I’m Delores’s daughter.”

“Hello, Hannah. I didn’t know you were a nurse.”

“Hannah’s not a nurse,” Delores said. “But I can see why you thought she was. Hannah got her clothes wet and so she changed into dry clothes from the hospital before we came to see you.”

“I see. Green is a good color for you, Hannah.”

“Thanks,” Hannah said and then she exchanged looks with Delores. Barbara didn’t seem as confused today and that was good. Perhaps it was time to ask why she’d been summoned. “Mother said you wanted to see me, Barbara.”

“Yes. I was trying to remember the name of your cat and I couldn’t remember. I have trouble with names.”

“My cat’s name is Moishe.”

“Yes. Of course it is. I don’t know why I couldn’t remember. I guess my brain is still swollen. Can your Moishe be a therapy cat?”

“Therapy cat?” Hannah repeated it in the form of a question. She really didn’t understand what Barbara was asking. “Do they have therapy cats?”

“If they don’t, they should,” Barbara replied. “They have therapy dogs. One was here this morning. I don’t remember his name. It was nice to see him, but seeing a cat would be better. I miss my cat. Is somebody taking care of him? I tried, but I can’t remember the last time I fed him. When I left for school on Tuesday, we were going to have a spelling test and I might have forgotten to give him his food.”

“Don’t worry, Barbara,” Delores jumped in quickly, before Barbara could get upset. “Hannah and I will take care of it.”

“Thank you . . . Delores,” Barbara said, and both Hannah and her mother realized that it had been an effort for her to remember Delores’s name. A moment passed, and then another before Hannah broke the silence.

“Is there anything I can do for you, Barbara?” she asked, still wondering why Barbara had wanted to see her when Delores or Doc Knight could have told her Moishe’s name.

“Yes. Bring him to see me.”

“Your cat?” Delores asked her.

“Of course not. He died years ago. My mother and I had a funeral for him and he’s buried under the rhubarb bushes by the faucet in the back yard. I cried. He was a wonderful cat.”

“It’s always hard when a beloved pet dies,” Delores sympathized.

Hannah gave a sigh of relief. Barbara was back on track again. She’d realized that her childhood cat had died years ago without being reminded that it had happened. Perhaps it was only when it came to her dead father and nonexistent brother that her mind played tricks on her.

“Will you, Hannah? If Doc says it’s all right?”

“You remembered Doc’s name!” Delores exclaimed, giving Barbara a warm smile. “That’s just wonderful!”

Barbara looked thoroughly mystified for a moment and then she shook her head. “It’s not that wonderful, De . . . Del . . . Delores. I don’t remember Doc’s name.”

“But you called him Doc!”

“Yes. I did. He’s a doctor so I called him Doc.”

“Oh.” Hannah knew Delores was disappointed, but it didn’t show on her face. “You’re right, Barbara. It’s true that many people call doctors Doc. But you remembered my name and I could tell it was an effort.”

“I did, didn’t I?” Barbara looked pleased, and then she turned to Hannah. “I think I can remember your name now. When I see you, I remember that you make cookies with bananas and your name sounds like a banana. The only thing that sounds like a banana is Hannah so your name is Hannah. My nurse taught me how to rhyme with names.”

“It sounds like you have a wonderful nurse,” Hannah said.

“Oh, I do. I just wish I could remember her name. I know it sounds like money, and I called her Honey, but that’s not it. It’s some other kind of money, I think. But what could it be? Nickel?” Barbara started to laugh. “I’m almost sure her name isn’t Pickle!”

Hannah couldn’t help it. She laughed. And the moment she did, so did Delores. And then they all had a good laugh together.

“You’ll remember her name the next time you see her,” Hannah said, almost sure that was true. This was a good visit with Barbara. She really was improving.

“So will you do it, Hannah?” Barbara asked.

Hannah was about to ask what Barbara wanted her to do when the pieces flew into place. “You want me to bring Moishe to the hospital to visit you?”

“Yes. I don’t see why I can’t have a cat visitor. People around here get dog visitors. There was a little one here last night visiting the man next door. They were training him to be a therapy dog.”

Hannah made an instant decision. “If Doc Knight agrees, I’ll bring Moishe here tomorrow,” she promised.

“Oh, good. He’s a nice big cat and I need a big cat.”

“Why is that?” Delores asked her.

“For the monster that comes in my room at night. He looks a little like a big white rat. And I think a really big cat like Moishe could chase that monster away.”
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MOM’S BRAN MUFFINS

 



DO NOT preheat oven yet—this batter bakes better when it’s chilled.


1 cup water 
1 cup raisins (I used golden raisins) 
2 cups bran flakes (you’ll use 4 cups in all) 
1 cup brown sugar (pack it down when you measure it) 
½ cup (1 stick, 8 ounces, ¼ pound) salted butter, softened 
3 large eggs 
2 teaspoons baking soda 
½ teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
3 and ½ cups all-purpose flour (pack it down when you measure it) 
2 cups buttermilk (I’ve used whipping cream when I didn’t have buttermilk on hand and it worked just fine.) 
2 cups quick cooking oatmeal (I used Quaker Quick 1-Minute) 
2 cups bran flakes (this completes the 4 cup total)
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	Measure out the cup of water and bring it to a boil. You can do this in the microwave (1 minute on HIGH in a microwave-safe container is hot enough for this recipe), or on the stovetop in a saucepan.

	While you’re waiting for the water to boil, measure out a cup of raisins and put them in the bottom of a medium-size mixing bowl.

	Measure 2 cups of bran flakes and put them on top of the raisins.

	When the water has heated, pour it over the bran flakes and raisins in the bowl and stir it around a bit. Try to keep those raisins in the bottom where they’ll be covered by the hot water. They need to plump up a bit.

	Set the mixture aside on the counter to cool while you mix up the muffin batter.



Hannah’s 1st Note: This is so much easier with an electric mixer.


	Measure out the cup of brown sugar, packing it down in the cup when you measure it. Place the brown sugar in the bottom of a larger mixing bowl. (This will be your work bowl.)
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	Add the softened butter. (The butter should be at room temperature unless, of course, you’re working in a drafty kitchen in the middle of a cold Minnesota winter. In that case, you’ll have to soften it a bit more!)

	Mix the brown sugar and butter together thoroughly.

	Add the eggs, one by one, beating after each addition.

	Mix in the baking soda, salt, cinnamon, and vanilla extract.

	Feel the sides of the bowl you set aside with the bran flakes and raisin mixture. If it’s not so hot it’ll cook the eggs, add it to your work bowl now. Mix it in thoroughly.

	Measure out the flour, packing it down in the cup when you measure it.

	Get out the 2 cups of buttermilk (or whipping cream if you used that).

	Add about a third of the flour to your bowl and mix it in.
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	Add about a third of the buttermilk to your bowl and mix that in.

	Add half of the flour you have left and mix it in.

	Now add about half of the buttermilk you have left and mix that in.

	Add the rest of the flour. Mix well.

	Add the rest of the buttermilk. Mix well.

	Hannah’s 2nd Note: You may have to mix in the final 2 ingredients by hand, especially if your bowl is getting too full for your mixer.

	Measure the 2 cups of quick-cooking oatmeal and mix that in.

	Measure the final 2 cups of bran flakes and mix them in.

	Give the bowl a final stir and cover it with plastic wrap. Refrigerate your batter for at least 2 hours before you bake Mom’s Bran Muffins. (Overnight is fine, too. It’s even preferable. Everyone likes a warm muffin for breakfast.)

	When you want to bake, preheat the oven to 375 F. degrees, rack in the middle position.
[image: e9780758280350_i0083.jpg]


[image: e9780758280350_i0084.jpg]



	While your oven is heating to the proper temperature, prepare your muffin pans.

	You can either spray your muffin cups with Pam (or another nonstick cooking spray) or line them with cupcake papers. Both methods work just fine.

	These muffins don’t rise very much so fill your muffin cups ¾ (three-quarters) full.



Hannah’s 3rd Note: Lisa and I use a 2-Tablespoon scooper to fill our muffin cups down at The Cookie Jar. It’s neater than trying to spoon muffin batter into the cups.

Bake your muffins at 375 degrees F. for 20 minutes.

Hannah’s 4th Note: You can bake these muffins one pan at a time if you like. As long as you keep the muffin batter tightly covered in the refrigerator, it will be fine for up to 6 weeks (that’s right, SIX whole weeks!)


	Cool your muffins in the muffin pan for at least 20 minutes. Just set the whole pan on a wire rack or on a cold stove burner. At the end of that time, you can take them out of the muffin cups and let them cool completely on a wire rack. They’re delicious warm, or cold.
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Yield: 3 dozen delectable muffins.

Hannah’s 5th Note: If you’d rather make jumbo muffins, bake those for 30 minutes at 375 degrees F.

A Word of Caution: Everyone says that bran muffins are good for digestive health. This appears to be true because if you eat too many of these for breakfast, you’ll be spending a lot of time in the little room with the porcelain fixtures!
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Chapter Fifteen

When Hannah reached the landing after ascending the covered staircase that led up to her condo, she was exhausted. It had been a terrible afternoon, but thankfully it was over. All she had to do now was make a sandwich for her dinner, and think of something to prepare for Mike when he came over to interview her at nine this evening.

Hannah stood on the bridge that ran between her condo and the condo across the way and wished that she hadn’t agreed when Mike had said he’d come by at nine to take her statement. All she really wanted to do was relax and enjoy the slight breeze that blew across the manicured grounds below without commitments for the remainder of the night. The sun had dropped behind the row of tall pines that hid her condo complex from the road, the temperature had lowered a good ten degrees, and the mosquitoes hadn’t found her yet.

As she stood there breathing deeply and feeling calmer, she watched the clouds make their majestic progress across the azure of the sky. There was something so comforting about dealing with nature instead of with people, even people she loved. You could watch nature change from one moment to the next and know that you didn’t have to attempt to influence it in any way.

There was a high-pitched whine that buzzed past her ear and Hannah knew her nature respite was over. One mosquito had found her and that was enough. Within thirty seconds the first mosquito would ring the dinner bell and bring hundreds of friends and relatives to the buffet table.

Hannah wasted no time thrusting her key in the lock and opening the door. She stepped back, braced herself, and caught the feline who hurtled himself into her arms. “Hi, Moishe. Did you miss me?”

The answer was a purr so loud that she knew he’d been waiting for her at the door. She stepped in, kicked the door shut behind her, dropped her purse in the chair by the door, and carried Moishe to his favorite perch on the back of the living room couch. This wasn’t easy. The last time she’d taken him to see his vet, Moishe had tipped the scales at twenty-two pounds. Between dragging Doctor Bev out of Miller’s pond, refilling the flour and sugar bins down at The Cookie Jar this morning, and carrying Moishe across the living room, Hannah figured she’d accomplished enough weight-lifting for the week, or perhaps even for the month.

As soon as she’d checked Moishe’s water bowl and poured herself something cold to drink, Hannah went back into the living room to see if there’d been any calls. The red light was blinking on her answering machine, and she pressed the button to play her messages.

“Hannah. It’s Norman. They just told me.”

There was a pause that was just long enough for Hannah to wonder why Norman sounded upset and then to realize that he was referring to Doctor Bev’s death.

“I’ve been so worried. How are you?”

Again, it took Hannah a moment to figure out that he was talking about how she’d discovered Doctor Bev’s body.

“It must have been horrible for you,” his voice went on. “Mike told me you gave her mouth-to-mouth for twenty minutes before anyone arrived.”

Hannah thought about that. It hadn’t been awful except in retrospect. When she’d been engaged in the act of attempting to resuscitate Doctor Bev, she hadn’t thought about anything except forcing air into her lungs to get her to breathe again.

“You deserve a medal,” Norman’s voice continued. “I talked to Andrea a couple of minutes ago and she said Doctor Bev was really nasty to you on the Petersons’ porch. I’m sorry, Hannah. It’s my fault you had to go through all that.”

Guilt time, her mind announced. Norman’s been worrying about you for hours and you haven’t given him a thought.

“Anyway, please give me a call when you get home. I want to hear your voice and know that you’re all right. And if there’s anything I can do for you, please, please let me know. I love you, Hannah.”

He loves you more than you love him, her mind accused her. That’s crystal clear. He called you the moment he heard about Doctor Bev. You should have called him from the hospital, but you didn’t even think about it.

“I was a little too busy at the time,” Hannah argued out loud. “And you’re right. I didn’t think about it. I didn’t think about anything at the time. I was in shock.”

A likely excuse!

“It’s no excuse!” Hannah shouted. “It’s the truth!”

“Rrrrrow!”

Hannah looked up to see Moishe regarding her curiously. Or perhaps it was an anxious expression. It was difficult to tell with a cat.

“I’m okay,” she told him, and he lowered his head to rest on his paws again. In no time at all his eyes had closed to slits and he was purring softly.

It took a total of five minutes to change her clothes, toss the ones she’d worn when she jumped into Miller’s Pond into the washer, and carry her lemonade back out to the living room again. She sat down on the couch, listened to make sure the load in her washer was balanced and not thumping unevenly, and reached for the phone. Her fingertips had just touched the receiver when it rang.

“Hello,” she answered, wondering if it was Norman and mental telepathy was at work. But that wasn’t the case because it was Andrea.

“Hannah?” Andrea asked a bit tentatively.

“Yes, Andrea.”

“I know you probably just got home and you’re resting, but . . . can I drive out to see you?”

Hannah didn’t hesitate even though she still had to think of something to make for Mike to eat. “Sure,” she said.

“I’ve got something for you, but I have to stop on the way to pick up some milk for tomorrow. Do you need anything?”

“I’m not sure I . . .” Hannah stopped speaking and began to smile as visions of pancakes swimming in butter and syrup danced through her head. Mike loved breakfast any time of the day or night, so she’d make pancakes and sausage. Mike also loved dessert and she was sure she had some cookies in the freezer. Teamed with the ice cream that she knew was there, they would make a fine dessert.

“Are you there, Hannah?”

“I’m here. I was just thinking about what I needed. Can you pick up breakfast sausage, quick-cooking oatmeal, milk, and maple syrup?”

“Sure. I’m writing a list. Anything else?”

“Where are you going?”

“The Quick Stop. The Red Owl’s already closed.”

“Do they have any fresh fruit out there?”

“Nothing fancy, but the last time I was there they had oranges and apples.”

“That’ll do just fine. I’ll need an apple.”

“Just one?”

Hannah considered that for a moment. If Andrea hadn’t eaten, she’d invite her to stay. And then there was Norman. When she returned his call, he might want to drive out to talk about Doctor Bev’s death. That would be dinner for four. And heaven only knew who else would call. She’d better plan for six, just in case.

“Hannah?”

“Sorry. I was trying to plan things. Better bring two apples, just in case. And you’d better bring enough breakfast sausage for six.”

“You’re expecting company?”

“Not exactly. I’m anticipating company. I never know what’s going to happen when I start to cook.”

“That’s because you’re such a good cook and everybody wants to come to your place to eat. I’ll see you in about forty . . . Hold on. I’ve got another call coming in.” Hannah held on and in less than a minute Andrea was back on the line. “That was Norman. He tried to call you, but your line was busy.”

“Of course it was busy. I was talking to you.”

“I know. That’s what I told him. You really ought to get call-waiting, Hannah.”

Hannah wisely said nothing. Her sister had been trying to talk her into getting conference calling, call-waiting, and automatic this and that ever since she’d first moved into her condo.

“I told Norman you’d call him back just as soon as you got off the phone with me. That’s okay, isn’t it?”

“That’s exactly what I was planning to do.”

“Good. I thought he sounded a little funny, but maybe we had a bad connection. I’m leaving now and I’ll be there in less than forty-five minutes.”

Hannah hung up the phone, got herself another glass of lemonade from the huge jug she kept in the bottom of her refrigerator, and returned to the couch. It was time to call Norman.

“Hannah,” Norman said, sounding pleased that she’d called. “I tried to call you earlier, but you were talking to Andrea.”

“I know. Andrea told me. I got your message, but Andrea called just as I was about to pick up the phone to return your call.”

“Are you all right?”

“I’m okay. How about you? That was really a shock.”

“Yes, especially since I was in the car with her less than four hours before it happened. She asked Tracey to go for a ride with her, and I didn’t think she should go alone, so I went along to chaperone her.”

“I know all about it. Tracey told me this afternoon.”

“I don’t think you know the whole story. Once Bev dropped Tracey off at the real estate office, she drove out to the Lake Eden Inn and insisted that I take her to lunch.”

“Dentist-napping?”

“That’s about what it amounted to. I wouldn’t have gotten in the car in the first place if it hadn’t been for Tracey.”

Norman sounded so sincere, Hannah nodded even though she knew he couldn’t see her. “I know that, Norman.”

“You know that Bev and I were through, don’t you?”

“I know.”

“She stopped by the clinic this morning and called me from her cell phone. She asked me to go for a ride and I told her I didn’t think it would be appropriate.”

Hannah smiled. That sounded like Norman. “What did she say to that?”

“She said it was just a ride and anyone could go along. She just needed someone local to show her the back way to the lake. I said okay, and I sent Doc Bennett out to show her the right road.”

“Oh, boy!” Hannah said under her breath. She had no doubt that Doctor Bev had been as mad as a wet hen. And at that moment, something else occurred to her. “You said you went to lunch with her. Tell me about that.”

“There’s not much to tell. Ask Sally and she can tell you how uncomfortable I was. I didn’t want to say anything that could possibly be misconstrued.”

“I understand that, but how about lunch? Did Doctor Bev have a lot to drink?”

“Just sparkling water. She said it was too early in the day and Roger had gotten her into the habit of having martinis at five.” Norman stopped speaking for a moment and Hannah knew the wheels were spinning in his mind. “You were thinking that she had too much to drink at lunch and that’s why she had the accident?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that’s not it. She didn’t have anything alcoholic, at least not at lunch. And she didn’t eat either. What puzzles me is Bev was a very good driver. As far as I know, she’d never had an accident before this. It makes me wonder if something went wrong with the car.”

“You must be very upset, Norman.”

Norman sighed so deeply that she heard it clearly over the phone. “I’m not very upset. And maybe that should be upsetting in itself. I don’t feel anything for her anymore, Hannah. I wrote Bev off that last night I confronted her in the Cities. When I danced with her at the grand opening of the hotel, she was like a stranger to me. I felt no connection at all. Does that make sense to you?”

“It makes sense. She wounded you in the past so you put on your protective armor. You squelched any feelings you might have and felt nothing.”

“That’s exactly it. Do you think that’s bad?”

Hannah realized that Norman sounded sad and a little anxious. It was clear to her that he needed a friend. “I don’t know. Have you eaten yet?”

“Eaten?” Norman gave a little laugh. “Now there’s a real non sequitur!” There was a long pause. “You know, I don’t remember eating. And all I had was coffee at lunch. I don’t think I’ve eaten since breakfast.”

“Well, get in the car and come out here. Andrea’s driving out, and Mike’s coming over later to take my statement about the accident. I’m going to make pancakes and sausages for everybody.”

“Are you sure you’ll have enough?”

“I always have enough,” Hannah promised. “Come out here, Norman. I really want to see you. And bring Cuddles if you want. She’s always welcome.”
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OATMEAL APPLE PANCAKES

 



Hannah’s 1st Note: This recipe calls for you to mix everything up in a food processor. If you don’t have a food processor, you can use a blender. You could also use a food grinder to grind up the oatmeal and then mix everything up by hand. I think you could also substitute instant oatmeal, (the kind in little packages that you make in the microwave), for the quick-cook oatmeal and then mix everything up by hand.


1 small apple (I use Fuji or Gala—if you use Granny Smith or any other tart green apple, you’ll have to sprinkle the apple slices with sugar before you add them to the pancakes) 
1 Tablespoon lemon juice

½ cup all-purpose flour 
½ cup quick-cooking oatmeal 
2 Tablespoons white (granulated) sugar 
1 teaspoon baking powder 
½ teaspoon baking soda 
½ teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 
½ teaspoon nutmeg 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
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¾ cup buttermilk or regular whole milk 
2 teaspoons vegetable oil 
1 large egg

1 teaspoon vegetable oil (for frying the pan cakes) 
2 teaspoons salted butter (for frying the pan cakes)



Hannah’s 2nd Note: I’ve made these with buttermilk and with regular whole milk. Both ways are very good. If you want to try the recipe with buttermilk and you don’t have any in your refrigerator, you can easily make a substitute. Just pour 2 teaspoons of lemon juice OR 2 teaspoons of white vinegar into a measuring cup and fill the cup to the three-quarter mark with whole milk. Just let it stand on the counter for 5 minutes and it will be ready to use in this recipe.


	Peel and core the apple. Cut it into very thin slices, place them in a bowl, and sprinkle them with the lemon juice. Toss them around a little with your fingers so that all the slices are coated with the lemon juice. (This will keep the apple slices from browning while you make the pancake batter.)
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	Place flour, oatmeal, sugar, baking powder, baking soda, salt, cinnamon, and nutmeg in a food processor and process with the steel blade for 10 seconds.

	Add the vanilla extract, buttermilk, vegetable oil, and egg to the dry mixture in the food processor. Process for 30 seconds or until everything is smooth and well blended.

	Heat two teaspoons salted butter and one teaspoon vegetable oil in a frying pan over MEDIUM HIGH heat, or until a small amount of water sizzles and “dances” on the surface of the pan.

	Use a quarter-cup measure to scoop out the batter and pour it onto the surface of the pan for each pancake.

	Place 5 or 6 slices of apple on the top of each pancake. Push them down slightly into the batter with your fingers, but be very careful not to burn yourself!

	When the outside edges of the pancakes show little holes where bubbles have formed and popped, but not filled in with batter again, flip the pancake over and brown the other side. If you can’t tell if there are holes on the outside edges, just lift one edge of the pancake with your spatula and peek to see if it’s golden brown on the bottom. If it is, flip it over. It it’s not, give it a minute or two longer, and then flip it over.
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	Fry the second side of the pancake until it’s golden brown.

	Serve the Oatmeal Apple Pancakes hot off the pan with butter and syrup.



Hannah’s 3rd Note: If there are any apple slices left over, sprinkle them with sugar, cinnamon, and nutmeg and use another teaspoon of butter to fry them until they’re tender. Just put them in a bowl and you can serve them as a side dish with your pancakes.

Lisa’s note: I’m going to try these with well-drained crushed pineapple in the batter. I’m also going to try them with banana slices instead of the apple slices. Banana and oatmeal is a wonderful combination!

Yield: approximately 6 quarter-cup pancakes
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Chapter Sixteen

Hannah had just finished transferring her wet clothes from the washer to the dryer when her phone rang again. She took a half-second to set and turn on the dryer and then rushed back to the living room to answer it. “This is Hannah,” she said, sinking down on the couch.

“And this is Michelle,” Hannah’s youngest sister answered. “Can I come and stay with you for a couple of days? I’ve got a little time off before my work-study program starts, and it’s lonely at our house. Everyone else has left on summer break.”

“Of course. You know you’re always welcome. What day are you coming?”

“I’m here. Mother picked me up at the Quick Stop and Sean said we just missed Andrea. Mother will drive me to your place if that’s okay with you.”

“It’s fine with me. Have you eaten?”

“Not yet, but I’ve got a couple of energy bars with me, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

“It’s no worry. I’m already fixing night lunch for Andrea, Norman, and Mike. It’s easy to add you and Mother to the mix.”

“Oh, good! Mother hasn’t eaten either. Can we pick up anything on the way?”

Hannah thought fast. “Some orange juice. That’s a natural with breakfast sausage and my Oatmeal Apple Pancakes.”

“You got it. How about dessert?”

“I’ve got cookies and French vanilla ice cream in the freezer.”

“That sounds good. I’ll pick up some toppings to go on the ice cream. There’s no way Mother can eat a whole meal without chocolate so I’ll get hot fudge.”

“Good thinking.” Hannah glanced over at Moishe, who was staring at her intently. “Is Mother wearing silk stockings?”

“Yes. But why did you want to . . .” Michelle stopped speaking and laughed. “I get it! I’ll pick up some kitty treats so Mother can placate Moishe. We’ll see you in less than an hour.”

Hannah hung up the phone and sighed. It didn’t do any good to have a cold glass of lemonade if she didn’t get the chance to drink it. It was a good thing she made it fairly strong so that all she had to do was pour it in a larger glass and add fresh ice. She had just accomplished that and was on her way back to the couch when the phone rang again.

There were times when she really wanted to answer the phone and times when she really didn’t. This was one of those “really didn’t” times. In Hannah’s case, reluctance bowed to responsibility and took center stage because she reached for the phone. “This is Hannah,” she said, trying not to sound as exasperated as she felt.

“Hi, Hannah. It’s Mike. I got through early and I would have been out there by now, but Doc Knight’s doing the autopsy and I’m waiting for the results. I’m almost sure I can be there by nine, though. Is that all right?”

“That’s fine. Are you hungry?”

“As a bear. Do you want me to stop at the Corner Tavern and pick up burgers for us?”

“Thanks, but no. I’m cooking. And just so you know, I’m about to get a houseful.”

“Who’s coming?”

“Andrea’s the first. She should be here fairly soon. And Mother and Michelle are right behind her.”

“Great. I haven’t seen Michelle in a while. Anyone else?”

“Norman. He hasn’t eaten since breakfast and I invited him to join us. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Not at all. I need to talk to him anyway. When I went out to the Inn to interview Sally, she said he had lunch with Bev.”

“Had lunch?” Hannah was a bit disconcerted. Norman had told her he hadn’t eaten lunch.

“Okay, I should have said that Norman was with her at lunch. Neither one of them ate. He had coffee and she had sparkling water. Sally also said that Norman looked the opposite of thrilled to be with Bev again. What are you cooking, Hannah? Do you need me to pick up anything on the way?”

“Thanks, but I think I’ve got it covered. We’re having pancakes and sausage with cookies and ice cream for dessert.”

“Sounds good! I’ll see you as soon as I get those results.”

Hannah took time to drink her lemonade and then she went into the kitchen to get out her electric griddle. With six for pancakes, she needed more cooking space than she could get with frying pans on the stovetop. She was just getting out the vegetable oil, butter, flour, and milk when the phone rang again.

“Grand Central,” she said as she picked up the wall phone by her kitchen table.

There was a burst of laughter from her caller and Hannah recognized the laugh. “Lisa?” she asked.

“It’s me. I just wanted to tell you that Jenny’s going to come in tomorrow to meet you.”

“Jenny?” Hannah asked, thoroughly puzzled.

“Jenny Hester, the nurse with the Easy Fruit Pie recipe. I talked to her on our break tonight. She just moved here a couple of weeks ago and if she isn’t working for Doc Knight at the hospital, she’s at the college taking classes. She told me she’s been so busy she hasn’t had a chance to get to The Cookie Jar yet, but she wants to come in and meet you.”

“Great. I’ll look forward to meeting her.” Hannah paused as she heard a knock on the door. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Lisa. I’ve got company coming and I think they’re here.”

It only took a moment or two to hang up the phone and cross the living room to the door. Hannah opened it without looking through the peephole and chided herself for her negligence. She had to get into the habit of looking before she opened the door.

“You didn’t look through the peephole,” Andrea accused as she handed Hannah a grocery bag.

“How do you know I didn’t?”

“Because I was looking in from outside, and nothing blocked the light behind it.”

“Then if I’d looked, all I would have seen was your eye.”

“Oh. I guess you’re right. But you really ought to look, Hannah. Bill says it’s really important.”

“I’ll try to remember.” Hannah glanced inside the grocery bag. “I’m glad you didn’t get the really small canister of oatmeal.”

“How much do you need for those pancakes?”

“Only half a cup for each batch, but a batch only makes six small pancakes. We’ll be six for dinner and I’ll need at least four batches, maybe more. I just hope I have enough cookies in the freezer.”

Andrea began to smile and it was a very happy smile. “Go put that big bag in the kitchen and then look inside the smaller bag I’m carrying.”

“What’s in there?” Hannah asked as Andrea followed her to the kitchen.

“Something I hope you’ll like. I made them when I got home this afternoon.”

The moment the large bag of ingredients was empty, Hannah took a peek at Andrea’s smaller bag. “Cookies?” she asked, looking through the almost transparent green plastic lid of the food storage container inside.

“Yes. The kids really liked them and so did Grandma McCann. Of course the kids like almost anything, but Grandma McCann is a really good cook so her opinion counts.”

“Yes, it does,” Hannah agreed, lifting the lid and removing one of the cookies. If Andrea’s nanny and housekeeper thought the cookies were good, they were definitely good.

Hannah took a bite and chewed. And then she took another bite. “Excellent,” she said, but only after she’d finished the cookie. “I’ve never tasted anything quite like them before. You’re turning into a very good baker.”

“Thanks!” Andrea beamed at the compliment. “Of course Tracey and Bethie deserve some of the credit. Tracey stirred and she reminded me to put the scooping spoon in the freezer so the dough wouldn’t stick.”

“Good for Tracey.” Hannah already knew that her almost-seven-year-old niece was a big help to Andrea, but she wondered what two-year-old Bethie could do to help. “How about Bethie? What did she do?”

“She drank the pineapple juice after I drained the pineapple. And before you say anything, I know that’s not really helping, but I told her it was. And she did critique the cookies. She said, Yummy, Mummy! And then she asked for another one.”

“That’s a seal of approval in my book. Are all these cookies for me?”

“Yes. I’ve got another container at home for Lisa and Herb. I’ll bring them by The Cookie Jar in the morning.”

“Would you mind if I served your cookies tonight? They’d be really good with vanilla ice cream.”

Andrea’s face lit up. “I wouldn’t mind at all! Who’s coming over? You said there were six.”

“You, me, Mike, Norman, Mother, and Michelle.”

“Then it’s a family party except for Bill. He’s working late on some paperwork that has to be filed. He says it takes him a lot longer now that he has to explain everything to one of the temporary secretaries. Barbara used to take care of all that.” Andrea gave a little sigh. “I wonder if she’s ever going to come back to work. It’s so sad. And they’re still in the dark about exactly what happened and who attacked her. I wonder if she’ll ever be able to tell us.”

“I think she will. She was rational for longer periods of time when I saw her this afternoon. She said some strange things, but some things made sense, too.”

“Let me help you set the table,” Andrea offered. “And when we’re through, you can tell me all about it.”
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PINEAPPLE COCONUT WHIPPERSNAPPER COOKIES

 



Do not preheat your oven quite yet—your mixing bowl and spoon must chill before mixing this cookie dough.


8-ounce can of crushed pineapple 
1 box yellow cake mix (the kind that makes a 
9-inch by 13-inch cake) 
1 large egg, beaten (just whip it up in a glass 
with a fork) 
2 cups of original Cool Whip (not low-fat Cool 
Whip)

1 cup (8 ounces) sweetened coconut flakes 
½ cup powdered (confectioner’s) sugar (for 
rolling the cookies) 
15 to 18 maraschino cherries cut in half lengthwise




	30 minutes before you’re ready to bake, stick a teaspoon from your silverware drawer in a large freezer-safe mixing bowl. Stick the bowl with the spoon in the freezer to chill.

	Open the 8-ounce can of crushed pineapple and empty it in a small strainer. Occasionally, use the back of a tablespoon from your spoon drawer to press down on the top of the crushed pineapple in the strainer to speed up the draining time.
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	After 30 minutes have passed, empty the drained pineapple out onto a couple of paper towels and blot it gently to remove any remaining moisture.

	Preheat the oven to 350 degrees F., rack in the middle position.

	Either spray a cookie sheet with Pam or another nonstick cooking spray, or line it with parchment paper and then spray that.

	Remove the large mixing bowl from the freezer, but leave the spoon in.

	Pour approximately half of the yellow cake mix into your bowl.

	Add the beaten egg and stir it in.

	Add the drained pineapple and mix it in.

	Sprinkle the rest of the yellow cake mix on top. Add the Cool Whip and the coconut. Stir everything together until it’s well mixed.
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	Place the half-cup of powdered sugar in a shallow bowl. Then take the spoon out of the freezer.

	There are two ways to form dough balls with this sticky cookie dough. One is to scoop out dough with the chilled spoon and place it in the bowl of powdered sugar, rolling it around with your fingers until it forms a small ball. The other, easier way is to dust your hands with powdered sugar, pinch off a small amount of dough, place it in the bowl of powdered sugar and shape it into a ball with your fingers.

	Use your favorite method (you may want to try both to see which one works best for you) to form 12 dough balls for each cookie sheet.

	If you don’t have double ovens, place the remaining cookie dough in the refrigerator to wait until you have room to bake a second sheet of cookies. If you forget to do this and leave it on the counter, it will be even stickier!

	Place one-half of a maraschino cherry, cut side down, on top of each cookie ball on the sheet. Flatten the balls just a bit by pressing down on the cherry halves.
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	Bake your Pineapple Coconut Whippersnapper Cookies at 350 degrees F., for 15 minutes.

	Remove your cookies from the oven and let them cool for 2 minutes on a cold stovetop burner or a wire rack.

	When 2 minutes have passed, remove the cookies from the sheet with a metal spatula and place them on the wire rack to complete cooling. If you used the parchment paper, this is simple. Simply pull the paper off of the cookie sheet and onto the wire rack. The cookies can stay on the paper until they’re cool.



Hannah’s Note: Pineapple Coconut Whippersnapper Cookies are very pretty. Lisa and I are going to make them for Christmas parties using both red and green cherries since red and green are the traditional colors of Christmas.

Lisa’s Note: Herb absolutely adores these cookies. I can’t bake them fast enough for him!

Yield: Approximately 2 to 3 dozen very pretty and very yummy cookies.
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Baking Conversion Chart

These conversions are approximate, but they’ll work just fine for Hannah Swensen’s recipes.

 


VOLUME:





	U.S.
	Metric


	½ teaspoon
	2 milliliters


	1 teaspoon
	5 milliliters


	1 tablespoon
	15 milliliters


	¼ cup
	50 milliliters


	⅓ cup
	75 milliliters


	½ cup
	125 milliliters


	¾ cup
	175 milliliters


	1 cup
	¼ liter



WEIGHT:





	U.S.
	Metric


	1 ounce
	28 grams


	1 pound
	454 grams



OVEN TEMPERATURE:






	Degrees
	Degrees
	British (Regulo)


	Fahrenheit
	Centigrade
	Gas Mark


	325 degrees F.
	165 degrees C.
	3


	350 degrees F.
	175 degrees C.
	4


	375 degrees F.
	190 degrees C.
	5



Note: Hannah’s rectangular sheet cake pan, 9 inches by 13 inches, is approximately 23 centimeters by 32.5 centimeters.
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