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What’s a vacation without a little mystery?

When retired detective, Mayra Beeweather, takes a much needed vacation on a riverboat cruise to visit some ancient ruins, things do not go as planned.

One of the passengers has gone missing, and Mayra is the only detective on board who can investigate.

Armed with her trusty Bag of Infinite Cats, she jumps into a case that may not be, at all, what it appears.
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“I’m not one to complain, Emmy, but I don’t like water.”

“That’s ridiculous, Finn” I said with a smile. “You lived on a beach. And a beach on an island, in the middle of an ocean, at that.”

“I suppose,” he said, but looked unconvinced.

We sat in the back of a hired buggy, traveling on a road leading out of the city. Trees and  hills passed by the window and I wished all my mornings could be so scenic.

I patted his hand. “You wanted to travel, and this is traveling. It will be fun, I assure you.”

“I know, I know,” he said. “But I’m simply not used to it. Allow me the privilege of a little grumbling.”

He was more than allowed. Finnegan Terrance Arbout was a long time friend of mine, who had spent the last sixty-odd years cooped up in a house. It had been for a very good reason. He’d been the sole guardian of a very special artifact. But, now, he was free of that burden and determined to live his life. Travel was a priority, and the trip we were on was a part of my plan to break him out of his habit of solitude.

“It isn’t that much water, either,” I assured him. “We’ll be on a river.”

Finn playfully harrumphed. “Water is water. It is meant to be drunk, not traveled upon.”

“Here we are,” the driver said. “The riverboat pier.”

As if on cue, the trees parted and a wide river appeared, snaking its way along the side of the road. Ahead, was a pier where a large wheeled riverboat was docked.

“Oh, it is beautiful, isn’t it Finn,” I said, poking his side.

“Don’t poke me,” he said. “Yes, it is beautiful for a floating coffin.”

I didn’t let Finn’s grumpiness take away from the moment. I knew he was simply nervous. Decades alone in a house without being around people had taken its toll, regardless of how hard he tried to hide it. But it’s hard to keep things hidden from a detective.

We pulled up to the pier, where several buggies and carts were parked. Supplies were being hoisted and loaded onto the boat, while passengers boarded.

The driver helped us with our luggage and a shiphand took them away to our room.

As I tipped the driver, he suddenly removed his hat and looked at me sheepishly. “Miss, would it be a bother if I asked you a question?”

“Who am I to refuse such a polite request,” I said, curious.

The driver said, “Would you be that cat lady everyone talks about?”

I chuckled. “I don’t doubt there are a lot of cat ladies about. We are legion.”

He said, “The detective lady, with the magic cats?”

“Yes, sir, that would be me, Mayra Beeweather.”

Finn said, “And there is only one of you, thankfully.”

I had to suppress the urge to poke him, again.

The driver’s expression morphed into one of pure joy. “So it is you! Oh, this is wonderful. You helped solve my great aunt's disappearance about fifty years ago. Margaret Yemma.”

The name tugged at my memory, but after hundreds of cases and thousands of names, the specifics were lost to me. But seeing the driver’s expression, I didn’t want to take away from the moment.

“Yes,” I said. “Yemma. That would be me.”

The driver grinned from ear to ear. “I was a little boy when it happened, but I remember you coming to our house to ask questions of my parents. I do want to thank you for what you did.” He took my hand and shook it enthusiastically. His eyes went to the satchel which hung from my shoulder.

I felt a strange mix of emotions, just then. Pride at having solved a case for which my memory could not dredge up. And a weariness brought on with age, since the driver had been a child at the time, but now appeared to be in his late fifties.

He asked, “Might I see it, miss? If it isn't too much of a bother.”

“Of course,” I said and opened the satchel to reveal the yarn bag inside. Its shiny brass clasp gleamed in the morning sunlight.

“Aha! So that’s what it looks like. I never got to see it before. Thank you, miss. Thank you for everything.”

The driver left with the world’s biggest smile. At least he was satisfied with our encounter. I wasn’t so sure.

“You have fans everywhere,” Finn said, and it was his turn to poke me in the side.

With decades of investigations in my past, they occasionally caught up with me. This one was a more pleasurable type. Some, on the other hand, could get ugly.

We moved down the pier, admiring the boat. It had several decks and a huge wooden wheel at the stern. Apparently, it was a newer model, powered by steam and boosted by a little magic. At least, according to the brochure. To me, it was a magnificent example of human innovation.

“I prefer sails, myself,” Finn said. “Relying on wind feels more natural than burning coal.”

“As long as we have a pleasant trip, it shouldn't matter how we get there.”

“What was the name of the place, again? The town we’re supposed to be going to?”

“Morganville.”

“I can’t wait to get there. Come along, then Emmy, the sooner we board the sooner we can be on our way.”

We walked along the pier, towards the gangway leading up to one of the lower decks. Navigating our way through the clutter of people and luggage, we found a man and woman arguing with one another, at the base of the gangway.

“That is simply not acceptable, madam,” the man said. “Such unprofessionalism. I simply cannot fathom it!” He was dressed in a full, three-piece suit which one would associate with politicians or bankers.

“It is not a matter of unprofessionalism, Mr. Ludwig,” the woman said. “It is a matter of tickets, for which you are lacking.” She was dressed in a white, naval captain's uniform, her hair rolled into a bun and stuck up under her naval hat.

Mr. Ludwig continued with his diatribe. “Our names are on the passenger list, are they not? Perhaps you should check it again!”

“The names of Mr. and Mrs. Ludwig are here,” the captain said, tapping a finger on a clipboard. “But that is meaningless without the tickets to board.”

This obvious fact apparently meant nothing to Mr. Ludwig as he continued to bluster and fume. Why let obvious facts get in the way of a good tantrum?

“But you know who I am!” he shouted. “Everyone knows who I am! I demand you let me board at once!”

The captain kept her cool, maintaining her composure. “You will be allowed to board, Mr. Ludwig, once you produce your tickets.”

A small woman appeared from out of the crowd and stood next to Mr. Ludwig. “I rechecked the luggage, dear, but I can’t find them. Did you check your pockets? You have so many of them.

“For the last time, I do not have the tickets!” Mr. Ludwig raged. He reeled on the captain. “If you do not let us onboard, right this minute, I will call the police!”

Finn and I watched this exchange, hoping it would resolve itself. When Mr. Ludwig brought the whole production to a crescendo, I decided to step in.

“Might I be of service?” I said, approaching them.

They looked at me in surprise. “Who the devil are you?” Mr. Ludwig demanded.

“The police,” I said, producing my Detective’s badge.

They gaped in shock and amazement.

Taking the initiative, I looked at the captain. “Are you expecting these two as paid passengers?”

The captain frowned. “Yes, they are expected, and I know who they are. But without tickets-.”

“They cannot board,” I finished for her. I turned to the Ludwigs. “You have checked everywhere for your tickets, then?”

The woman, whom I assumed was Mrs. Ludwig said, “Yes, but we can’t find them anywhere. What are we to do?”

“You mean you can’t find them,” Mr. Ludwig said with a sneer. “They were your responsibility!”

I said, “Then allow me to check for them, if you please.”

“Check?” Mr. Ludwig said, doubtful. “How the devil do you intend to perform such a miracle?”

I opened my satchel, exposing the bag, and touched its brass clasp. Instantly, it yawned open and a cat jumped out.

There were gasps all around as the cat landed on the dock. It had long, yellow fur with bright green eyes. The creature looked about at all the people, then turned to regard me with expectation.

“What circus trick is this?” Mr. Ludwig said.

“Hush, dear,” said his wife. “I know
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