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Chapter 1

I jolted upright. The blurry world coalesced around me as I came face-to-face with a furry figure—who proceeded to lick me. Pugsley, my seven-year-old pug, stared down at me with his get up human look on his face.
“I’m up, I’m up!” I rolled back over in the covers. “The Pug Song” by Peter Punk was still playing on my phone.
Pugsley grabbed the blanket in his mouth and ripped it away. I sighed, realizing that thirty pounds of pure pug had beaten me.
“In lucem,” I muttered under my breath, and the lights in my bedroom came on. The clock on my nightstand read 9:30 AM. I drug myself out of bed, throwing on a pair of sweats and a sweatshirt.
I’m not a morning person. Thankfully, a magical go-go juice called coffee existed. As I once heard, “I promise not to go stabby-stabby if you promise not to talk to me before I have my coffee.” Thankfully, my rental apartment sat above a great little coffee shop called the Wide Awake Café, a perfect name for how I’m not feeling today.
I put the harness on my faithful sidekick, Pugsley, and took him downstairs to do his morning business. I came back upstairs and fed him before stepping into the shower.
While I was in the shower, the smell of fresh-roasted goodness came seeping through the floorboards. The hot water flowed over my body, and I imagined swimming in a giant vat of roasted coffee beans. Kind of how Scrooge McDuck always swam in his vault of gold in Duck Tails. Woo Hoo!
I got out of the shower and toweled off. I sat down in front of my bedroom vanity and put on a little makeup. Personally, I like a natural look, so I try not to go too heavy on anything. Once I was happy with my face, I ran a brush through my long, black hair and twisted it into a bun on top of my head. The one white streak that I had flowing at the front of my hair looked like a sideways skunk sat against my scalp-line. Thankfully, it disappeared into the bun itself.
Next, I rummaged through the closet, finding a clean pair of khaki pants and one of the five navy-blue Lobelia Falls Resort polo shirts I now owned. I topped the look with a maroon blazer that accentuated the resort’s logo.
As for me, I was living in New York City until three months ago. I lived in a lovely building and had a decent practice as a psychologist. But my life was upended when my mother and sister were run off the road, and I came back to Lobelia Falls to help my dad with the resort.
“Geeze, you take forever! You’re going to miss the 10:45 bus at the rate you’re going,” Pugsley noted.
Oh, yea, there’s that. When my mother and sister died, they left me a little gift that I knew nothing about. They were witches. And when they passed, all their witchy power flowed into my life—whether or not I wanted it. Part of that gift was the white stripe on the left side of my hair. At first, I did not know what was going on. When my pug started talking to me, I thought I was having a full-blown meltdown. Thankfully, my older cousin, Lyssa, has been a godsend in helping me navigate the troubled waters of middle-aged witchhood. Lyssa can also talk to Pugsley, but it’s just the two of us who can understand him—it’s a witch thing.
Besides helping my father run the resort, I’m also a licensed therapist. I primarily work through telehealth with clients who didn’t want to go with a new therapist in The City. Between the small salary my dad provides me and my work as a therapist, I’m pretty stable financially.
I could have lived in a house, but I sold the house I inherited from my sister. Since I planned to move back to The City, I still maintain a shared office space with several other therapists. I only go down for visits periodically now. At first, I went down for sessions two to three days per week and helping dad on the weekends. Slowly, that got paired back as I started taking over more responsibilities at the resort.
So, that’s my story, and I’m sticking to it. So here I am, desperately needing coffee and on hump-day. I am definitely dragging this morning. Looking down at my watch, I noticed that it’s already 10:15, so I guess I’m dragging mid-morning. As I said, not a morning person.
“You want to come with me to the resort this morning?” I asked.
Pugsley looked up from my bed, where he’d created himself a nice little mound of sheets and blankets. He tilted his head. “I guess I should.” He stood up slowly before doing his doggy yoga. Down-dog, up-dog. Then he jumped to the floor. “Well, come on.”
I put the harness back on him, even though Pugsley didn’t really need one. But New York has leash laws. I grabbed my purse and flung it over my shoulder, and set out to meet the world.
Pugsley and I bounded down the steps to the door that led to the outside world. I closed the door and pulled out my key, making sure I locked it before we took off. Now that we were outside, the cool mid-morning air of early February in the Catskill Mountains welcomed me. I love this time of year. It’s just cold enough that I don’t sweat like I’m Frosty the Snowman in July.
Pugsley knows my routine, so I felt the quick pull on the leash toward the front of the building. I let him guide me.
I stepped into the Café, which was pretty empty at this time of the morning. I walked right up to the counter where Nannie McBride stood. Nannie’s a good friend and the owner of the shop. She was ecstatic when I rented the small apartment upstairs. For Lobelia Falls, the apartment was small, but it was almost twice the space for one-fourth the price I paid in The City.
“Hey, Nannie!”
“Good morning, Meg. I see you have another ‘early’ start today.”
“Yep,” I smiled. “Have to be at work by 11:00. What’s my dad thinking? Who needs to be working that early?” Nannie and I both laughed, knowing full well she’d been here since 4:30 this morning. We were definitely opposites. Without even needing to order, she started prepping my coffee.
“Just put it on my tab, Nannie,” I said. We’d worked out an incredible system where she kept a running tab of my coffee consumption plus a twenty percent tip each month, then she’d just roll it into my rent. It was nice because I didn’t have to carry cash all the time.
“Going to be a busy day today?” Nannie asked as she handed me my café mocha in a to-go cup.
“Nope, just a few local things and a couple of mid-week tourists. We have a small conference this weekend, but it’s pretty quiet right now. Things will pick back up once we head into Spring Break and people come up to get their last skiing in on the slopes.”
“Well, I hope you have a great day, Meg.”
“You too, Nannie,” I said as I turned around and headed back out into the nice cool air. Out on the sidewalk, the town was its quiet mid-week self. I strolled down the street and passed the liquor store, the beauty salon, and the ice cream store. Sadly, the Dairy Goddess wasn’t open during the winters, which really made me sad. I talked to the owner the previous week, and he promised it would be open by Memorial Day. Honestly, I didn’t know if I could wait that long.
The next store was the one that my cousin, Lyssa Prince, ran—Third Eye Books. She had a giant Purple Eye painted on the window. I looked in the window. My cousin was standing behind the cash register, so I rapped on the window three times. Lyssa swiveled her head in my direction, and I waved. She smiled and waved back, and I kept moving along. I crossed the street diagonally at the corner, passing the Tilted Apple Roadhouse, and walked right to the Lobelia Falls Bus Stop.
The bus still hadn’t gotten there, so I entered the bus terminal. A group of elderly women sat in the terminal on the wooden benches. I recognized all the ladies from around town. I sidled up to Reverend Joanna Greene.
“Good morning, Reverend Green. How are you today?”
“Good morning, Meg,” she replied. “I’m doing God’s work, so I’m splendid. And you?”
“I’m heading to the resort to work, but I’m also doing amazing!” I noticed she was wearing a pin on her black jacket. The pin was a lobelia cardinalis, or cardinal flower, which grew wildly all around the waterfalls throughout the spring and summer. It’s the flower combined with the local waterfalls that got the town its name.
As I glanced around at the other women waiting, all of them were wearing an identical pin. “What’s your pin mean? I see you’re all wearing them.”
“Good eye,” the Reverend said. “These are our membership pins for the Daughters of Lobelia Falls.”
I’d heard of the Daughters of Lobelia Falls over the years but knew little about them. “Are you all heading out to the resort?”
“Yep, we are having a luncheon today.”
“I don’t care what you think, Morgana. You will never gain control of this group ever again, you petty tyrant,” a short Asian woman dressed in purple across the room yelled.
“Well, listen here, you little hussy—” the woman dressed in black yelled back.
“How dare you!”
“Ladies, can you three give it a rest already?” An Indian woman wearing a brightly colored headscarf sighed. Upon closer look, the colorful scarf was an intricate pattern of feathers. That’s gorgeous, I thought to myself.
The woman closest to the Reverend Greene turned toward us and said, “They’re at it again. If you want to gather honey, don’t kick over the beehive. That woman in black thinks she’s the queen bee.” She then let me know the woman in White was Gabriela Riesling. The Indian woman was Patricia Mor. And the short Asian woman was Dr. Su Sian Lim.
The Reverend quickly said, “Ruby Prynne, this is Meghan Leisler. Meghan, Ruby Prynne, she’s the Daughters of Lobelia Falls treasurer.”
“It’s nice to meet you,” the short black woman said, extending her hand, trying not to yawn. “Sorry about that. I’m a night owl, and this is just early for me. I don’t like to be awake until after 11 AM.”
I chuckled, knowing the feeling all too well. “I completely understand,” I told her.
“Are you Andrea and Robert’s daughter?” Ms. Prynne asked me.
“Yes, I am.”
“Dear, I was your sister’s homeroom teacher when she was in fifth grade. I would have had you too, but I ended up moving away with my husband for a few years. When he passed, I moved back. After all, Lobelia Falls is my home. Well, it’s all our home.”
“Yep, I guess it is,” I said.
“No,” the Reverend said, placing her hand on my forearm, “What she means is that all our families, yours too, can be traced back to the original settlers.”
“Really? I had no idea. Is that what the Daughters of Lobelia Falls refers to?” I asked.
“Look at you!” Ruby smiled. “I heard you were the smarter of the two sisters. God rest Tana’s soul,” she quickly added.
“Yep, the Daughters of Lobelia Falls is the oldest charitable organization in the county,” the Reverend said.
“So, what do you do?” I asked Ms. Prynne.
“I’m an Apiarist, which is just a fancy word for a beekeeper,” Prynne responded with a smile. “
I heard the door open behind me. I swiveled my head. A woman I’d never seen before walked in out of the cold. She was also wearing a DoLF pin, so I asked the reverend, “Who’s that?”
“That’s Josephine Bowie. She recently moved back. She grew up with Ruby and me, but she joined the military after high school.”
“She was a pilot,” Ruby chimed in.
“She was one of the first female recruits to go to the Air Force Academy back in the late 1970s,” Reverend Greene clarified.
“How fascinating. I bet she has a ton of interesting stories.”
A honking noise from outside cut off our conversation. “Well, ladies,” I spoke up. “Everyone coming to the Lobelia Falls Resort, our ride is here.”
Ruby grabbed her cane and winced.
“Are you OK?” I asked.
“Just used the wrong hand is all.” She held up her bandaged hand and inspected it for a second before giving herself a quick tsk-tsk.
“What happened?” I asked as I examined the black cane with the red jewel embedded into the handle.
“I cut myself the other night when I was cooking,” she explained with a sigh. “Probably should have been wearing my glasses. I don’t recommend getting old. It’s like every part of your body fights you.”
I pushed open the glass door for her and kept it open as each woman exited.
“Thankfully, I only need this walking stick when it’s snowy out. Just an extra precaution against the elements.” Prynne told me as the other women exited the bus depot.
The last woman was the woman dressed in black. I politely introduced myself. “I’m Meghan Leisler. I’m the operations manager at the resort.”
She looked me up and down like a nun performing a school uniform inspection. “I’m Morgana Jessup. Is that mongrel riding on the bus?” she asked as she looked down at Pugsley.
“Well, that’s not very nice. He’s a very well-behaved dog. Besides, Pugs were once the beloved pets of the Chinese Emperors.”
She just gave me a harrumph. “I don’t need to know its lineage. They’re all dirty mutts to me. Just make sure he keeps his distance.”
“Well, she’s a piece of work,” Pugsley said. “I have half a mind to run after her and pee on her leg!”
I giggled at the thought of watching that. “Please don’t do it. I know it would be fun, and I’d love to watch, but that woman just gives me the creeps. Let’s stay away from her as much as possible.”
“Good morning Meg,” Heidi Huff, the Lobelia Falls Resort’s bus driver, welcomed me. “And hello there, Pugsley.” Heidi bent down and scratched him on the head. She reached into her pocket and gave him a small dog biscuit she always seemed to have on her when Pugsley boarded.
Pugsley and I boarded the bus as another round of raised voices caught my attention. This time, Morgana Jessup was directing her ire at Ruby Prynne.
“Ms. Prynne, according to our bylaws, the Daughters of Lobelia Falls pin must always be worn on the lapel of an appropriately suitable jacket. You, dear…” Morgana said the word dear with so much venom, I envisioned her as a snake getting ready to strike. “You are wearing a sweater,” drawing out the word “sweater,” pronouncing each letter as its own word.
“Lay off it,” Josephine Bowie responded. “I’ve seen all kinds of evil dictators and despots who hungered for power, and you definitely top the list for being ridiculously petty.”
“Well, I never,” Morgana started. “Well, you know my thoughts about you are dubious, Josephine.”
“Don’t worry,” Bowie responded. “The feeling’s mutual. In fact, I can pretty safely say that the feeling is mutual on behalf of the entire group.”
Morgana turned around in a huff and stared out the window, her face turning a scarlet shade like she was on the verge of exploding.
Heidi boarded the bus and took her place in the driver’s seat. I looked at Heidi through the driver’s mirror and mouthed, “Wow!”
Heidi responded, “I know!”
“Welcome to the Lobelia Falls Resort Shuttle, I’m Heidi Huff, and I’ll be your driver today,” Heidi said, breaking through the tension in the small bus. “We’ll be at the resort in just about ten minutes, so sit back and enjoy the ride.”




Chapter 2

When the bus pulled up to the resort, I let the group of women get off the bus, making sure that Pugsley was firmly in my lap when Morgana walked by. She glowered at him for just a second as she exited the bus.
Once they were gone, I carried Pugsley off the bus, then put him on the ground with no further complications.
Heidi smiled at me and said, “That woman is a piece of work!”
“Mrs. Jessup?”
“Yep, I’ve watched her belittle people all over the county. I swear, nothing seems to make her happy.”
I sighed. “There are people who are like that. Just miserable in life, and feel the need to share it around with everyone else.” I waved goodbye to Heidi as Pugsley and I headed into the resort.
I said hello to several workers as we entered the lobby. A couple stooped to scratch Pugsley behind the ears, which he always enjoyed.
The women had gathered around the lobby’s free coffee station. I was glad they weren’t bothering the barista in the café. I opened the door to the left of guest registration and crossed behind the counter to enter the side office, where I had a bowl and comfy bed set up for Pugsley. Almost like magic, someone always filled the water bowl. I don’t know who on my staff saw to Pugsley’s needs, but I was very thankful. One less thing I had to worry about in the resort.
I sat behind my desk and flipped on my computer. While it was booting, my office phone rang. “Meg Leisler.”
“Hey, Meg. Gotta few minutes?”
“Sure, Jon. Come on over.”
My computer finished booting when I heard raping on my office door. “Come in,” I called.
Jon Narvaez entered my office wearing an almost identical outfit to mine, but with a black jacket and his nametag. Jon was the kind of man women dream of. He’s 28 years old, six feet tall, 180 lbs., mesmerizing brown eyes, and longish black hair pulled neatly behind his ears and flowed right below the collar line on his jacket.
“Gurl,” he drawled out, “you look like something the cat drug in. Late-night?”
“Sadly, I can’t blame this on anything but lack of coffee and one of those women out there.”
“Let me guess, Cruella Morgana?”
“I see you’ve met her.”
“I think everyone on staff has had that unfortunate experience,” he said. “What did she do to you?”
“Well, nothing to me. She insulted poor Pugsley.” I looked down. Pugsley was already snoring. “Then she picked a fight with everyone in her group.”
“That sounds like the Wicked Witch of the Falls,” he responded.
“Any other nicknames for her you’d like to share?” I joked.
“Darth Vader’s Evil Sister, Maleficent Morgana, The Queen of Black Hearts, I could go on.”
“Wow, you’ve given this a lot of thought.”
“Yep, and those are just the names related to Disney.”
“Star Wars isn’t Disney.”
“It’s now owned by Disney.”
I was about to object when I realized he’s right. “I guess that makes Princess Lea a Disney Princess now.”
I leaned back in my chair and let out a sigh. I’d really grown to rely on Jonathan over the past three months. I’d always known him as that kid who worked at the resort, but I never really got to know him when I lived my life down in The City. Jon was going to make some guy very happy one day. Assuming he stopped playing the field long enough to settle down.
“Oh, how did your date go last night,” I asked.
“Well, it went.”
“That bad?”
“Oh, gurl, you have no idea. Let’s just say his online profile pic had to be at least ten years and one hundred pounds ago. I thought I was getting Gaston and in walks Elmer Fudd.”
“What did you do?”
“I was charming and polite because we were in public. We had a quiet dinner, and I made it very clear that although I enjoyed his company, I wasn’t romantically interested in him.”
“No, really? What did you do?”
“What?” he said with mock shock. “You don’t think I can maturely handle things?”
I shook my head, no.
His hand flew to his chest in mock anguish. “I do declare!” he responded in his worst Scarlet from Gone with the Wind accent, “The vapors, the vapors! How dare you!”
I let a snort out of my nose.
“OK, so really, I saw him come in, and I ducked into the bathroom and hid until he left.”
“You hid in the bathroom?”
“Yes. And?” Jon said as if it was the most normal thing in the world.
“You’re worse than a 9-year-old boy avoiding girls because they got cooties!”
He whipped out his phone and showed me a picture of the guy he was supposed to have a date with and then a picture of the guy he snapped while running to hide in the bathroom. I had to admit, there weren’t many similarities between the two. All I could muster was a quasi-noncommittal, “Wow.”
“See!” Jon responded like a prosecuting attorney resting his case. “What about you? What did you do last night?”
“I had a couple of one-on-one meetings with telehealth clients.”
“Anything juicy?”
“You know I will not tell you,” I responded. He was always trying to get me to spill the beans about my clients’ secrets. “And mostly, my clients are just normal people trying to figure out their place in the world… like you.”
“I don’t need therapy,” Jon said matter-of-factly.
I said nothing. I just tilted my head and gave him a “you’ve got to be kidding me” look.
“Anything else? Sounds like a dull night.”
“I read a book and went to bed with Pugsley curled up next to me. All-in-all, I’d call it a good night.”
“Well,” he said. “I guess I should get back to doing my job. Anything I need to be aware of today?”
“Should be a nice and slow day around here,” I said as a piercing scream erupted from the resort lobby.




Chapter 3

I flew out of my office with Jon on my heels. Pugsley followed, roused out of his nap. “What’s going on?” I yelled to one of the desk workers, who stared blankly at me.
The Daughters of Lobelia Falls women were all huddled in the middle of the lobby. I made my way out of the front offices and crossed the lobby.
“What’s going on?” I asked the group of women.
As I approached, Ms. Pryne said, “It’s Morgana Jessup. She’s dead!”
“What?”
“She just died. One minute she hated anyone and everyone. Then the next, she just wasn’t talking. That’s how we knew something was wrong. She was quiet,” Pryne said.
Even in death, I could still see how much Pryne was not a Jessup fan. I made my way through the women and pressed my fingers to Jessup’s neck, searching for a pulse. There was no movement at all in the carotid artery under her paper-thin skin. I put my hand under her nose to check for breath coming out. Nothing.
“Jon, call 911,” I bellowed.
“Already on it,” Jon responded.
OK, Meg, take charge. “Ladies, I know this is an enormous shock for all of you,” I started. “Why don’t you all go wait in the café until the paramedics get here.”
Anna Holden, the café manager, had come out to see what the fuss was. I beckoned for her to come over. “Ladies, this is Anna Holden. She’s going to take care of you.”
Anna ushered the ladies away from Mrs. Jessup.
Mrs. Riesling turned to Dr. Lim and whispered, “I feel like one of the munchkins in the Wizard of Oz after Dorothy’s house landed on the Wicked Witch of the West.”
Dr. Lim giggled, but then covered her mouth, looking a bit ashamed at the mirthful outbreak.
Wow, no love lost here! Mrs. Jessup was a crotchety old woman, but no one seemed concerned she was dead. The entire group was just chit-chatty.
“Meg, what’s going on?” I heard from behind me. I turned to see my father staring at me with a look of horror on his face. I walked over to him and explained that Mrs. Jessup appears to have had a heart attack or an aneurism. “One minute, she was talking, and the next minute she wasn’t.”
“Meg,” a voice suddenly said from behind me. Without thinking, I almost answered, “Yes, Pugsley?” but stopped myself from verbalizing because I didn’t want to look like a crazy person.
Instead, I turned around as if to look at poor Mrs. Jessup again, making sure Pugsley knew I was listening. “Something’s wrong with this coffee. It smells weird,” Pugsley said.
I heard my father say something behind me, so I muttered a general, “You don’t say,” to let Pugsley know he should go on.
“You know, I smell your coffee all the time,” Pugsley added.
I wanted to blurt out with an “eww, gross,” but kept myself from doing it.
Pugsley continued, “Well, this has another smell in it. I don’t know what it is, but it’s definitely not coffee.”
It suddenly dawned on me what Pugsley was saying, “Mrs. Jessup was poisoned?” I muttered under my breath.
“What did you say?” My father asked in alarm.
“I said, ‘Mrs. Jessup was moistened.’” God, I’m such a lousy liar. I just kept talking, hoping my father didn’t put too much thought into it. “Moistened, you know she was drinking coffee, so she must have felt dry, so she felt the need to moisten her throat,” I just kept rambling. Thankfully, the siren of the local volunteer ambulance sounded outside. My dad went out to meet them while I stayed with Mrs. Jessup’s body.
I glanced around, then looked at Pugsley. “You think something’s wrong with the coffee?”
“Yep, it doesn’t smell like that cup over there.” He motioned with his nose to another one of the Lobelia Falls Resort disposable cups. “I checked that one out to make sure I didn’t imagine things.”
“Excuse me, ma’am,” a deep voice came from behind me. I stood up and spun around. “Would you mind keeping that dog away from the body?” a tall, gorgeously handsome police officer asked me.
I know some kind of sound came out of my mouth, but I wasn’t entirely sure what it was. I led Pugsley away. I glanced back over my shoulder before taking in the man standing over the body. He was about 6’4,” 190-200 pounds of solid muscle. His square jaw had light blonde peach fuzz on it. He glanced my way, and I couldn’t help but smile and wave at him. His piercing blue eyes saw right through me, right into my soul.
“Snap out of it, Meg,” I heard a gruff little voice say below me.
I shook my head as if coming out of a fog. “Pugsley, go wait by reception.”
He looked at me, and I gave him a shooing motion, so he trotted over to the reception window and planted his little butt right beside it, staring at me. I took a deep breath to center myself before walking back over to the officer.
He stood as I approached. I could see the veins popping underneath his forearms as he pulled out a pen and jotted some notes in a small notebook.
“Hi,” I muttered, making a complete fool of myself again.
“Yes?” he questioned. “And you are?”
“That’s my daughter, Meg, Chief Stevenson.”
Yep, my father stopped further embarrassment. I could have turned and kissed him.
“Yes, I’m Meg Leisler. I’m the hotel operations officer.”
Chief Stevenson gave me the once over before saying, “Ah, yes, I’ve heard of you.”
“Really?”
“Well, there’s not too many people who single-handedly take down their former Police Chiefs.”
“Oh yeah, that.”
He referred to a little situation I had when I came up to Lobelia Falls for my mother and sisters’ funerals. I found out that the Chief, and several other people around town, were not as nice and innocent as they appeared.
“So, did you find the body?” Stevenson asked.
“No,” I responded, finally coming back to my senses. “One member of the Daughters of Lobelia Falls found her. I don’t know which one. I heard screaming and came out and checked for a pulse.”
“And where are these Daughters—”
“Of Lobelia Falls. It’s a service organization that dates back generations.”
“And you’re a member of this organization?”
“Oh, no. I actually just learned about them this morning. I was on the bus with the group as they headed here for their luncheon meeting.”
The Police Chief pulled out a small camera and took several photos of Mrs. Jessup, making a few notes in his notebook.
“So,” I started as nonchalantly as I could muster, “Think it’s a murder?”
He shot me this strange, side-eye look that clearly said, “This woman’s off her rocker,” without having to use any words.
“I mean, I smelled her coffee there, and it definitely smelled strange,” I spit out. “Maybe she was poisoned?”
“Doubtful,” he started. “Why did you smell the coffee?”
“I had to move it out of the way when I checked for a pulse,” I lied. Again, I suck at lying.
Chief Stevenson raised one eyebrow without saying a single word. He saw through that lie. “But anyway, the chances of it being murder are slim to none. She’s an old lady. Old ladies die every day with no one helping them along.”
He lectured me as if I were a two-year-old child. I stood back and watched as he took a few more pictures. He also took a small sample from the coffee cup. He then released the body to the EMTs, who loaded Mrs. Jessup on the stretcher and took her to the waiting ambulance. I watched as it drove away. My father led Chief Stevenson to the café where the Daughters of Lobelia Falls were all pressed against the window, trying to get the best view of what was happening in the lobby.
I headed across the lobby toward the café. I glanced back at the chair where Mrs. Jessup had died. The coffee cup was still sitting there. Well, if he won’t do anything about it, then I guess I’m going to have to sort this out myself.




Chapter 4

I grabbed the cup of coffee and headed back to my office. Jon was still hanging out next to the reception desk.
“What are you doing?” he asked, suspiciously eyeing me.
“What me?” I said, looking around like he couldn’t possibly be talking to me. He just looked at me, zeroed in on me with his eyes, saying nothing.
“OK, come with me,” I said as I hurried him through the reception area into my office, Pugsley in tow.
When I closed the door, I motioned for Jon to take a seat. “I think someone murdered Morgana Jessup.”
Jon barked out a short laugh. Then he looked at me and said, “Oh, you’re serious. Aren’t you?”
“Jon,” I started. “Of course, I’m serious. I wouldn’t joke about a murder.”
“So, I take it you told this to Officer Hotty out there?”
“Yes, I told Chief Hotty… I mean Chief Stevenson.” Jon grinned at my Freudian slip.
“So, what did he make of your murder theory?”
I told him how the Chief dismissed my theory and assumed Mrs. Jessup was just another little old lady who died of little old lady things.
“OK, let’s think about this. Which makes more sense? A little old lady dies of ‘little old lady things,’” he says with as much sarcasm as possible. “Or, you stumbled onto another murder plot?”
“Well, when you say it like that,” I started.
“I rest my case,” he said with a slight bow.
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