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When Pastor Thomas goes missing the same day an anonymous one million dollar check is left in the offering bag, everyone assumes it is him who took it, until Polly Parish finds a clue that proves it isn’t.

Polly Parish Mysteries -

Chapter One
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​Pastor Thomas is Missing: Maybe 1 Timothy 6 vs 10
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All you heard was a fizz and then a clunk before seventeen-year-old Jacob Parish’s car came to a complete stop. Out stepped him and four others. Sixteen-year-old Paul Parish, fifteen-year-old Caleb Parish, fourteen-year-old Joshua Parish, and the youngest of them all, twelve-year-old Silas Parish.

They all stood there with their arms folded, as if just standing there would make the used car Jacob got for a steal start again.

“Don’t think it’s going to break the speed record like Wing Commander Andy Green in his ThrustSSC car,” said Jacob. And the staring continued.

A passing car blowing its horn broke their stares.

“Are you guys okay?” Adam Parish asked his five sons.

“Yes, Dad,” Jacob said. “I’m sure it’ll start again soon.”

“Do you need any help?” asked their father.

“No, thanks. I’ll just hop in to see if it starts again,” Jacob said, as he got back into the car. Trying to restart the car, there was a slight hope when the engine revved up, but then it was silent once more. “I’ll just give it another go.” He did. And the engine decided that rest time was over.

“Don’t you guys be late for church,” their father said, as he gave them a smile before driving off.

In the seat next to him was his wife, Evelyn Parish. And in the backseat was thirteen-year-old Polly Parish. The only girl among all of their adopted children. She turned to look back at them, and Silas made a funny face. She paid him no attention and turned back around.

The brothers made it to church just as the congregation was finishing off the opening hymn. All except Silas sat with their friends. He joined his parents and Polly in one of the middle aisle pews.

And as the service went on, Polly was scanning the church as she looked for new faces. That week there weren’t any. Last week there were four new visitors.

The offering bag got passed around. The pastor preached. And the service was over after the closing hymn.

It was customary to head home to have a big Sunday meal. It was the only day Mrs. Parish cooked for what seemed like a small army. Before dinner, the boys would head out to the back of the house to their TREE HUT. It was just an old refurbished shed that had a sign over the door. NO GIRLS ALLOWED was written in bold black ink on a white background. Under that was Except Polly, which was written in purple. Of course, the boys didn’t put it there. But they never bothered removing it.

After dinner, the children were free to do what they wanted. Even with it being summer break, they didn’t have much free time except for Sundays. They all pitched in on the dairy farm operated by their parents.

That Sunday was going by like the countless ones before. The children headed up to their rooms; Mr. and Mrs. Parish stayed downstairs to watch the news. All of their children were abandoned as babies. Jacob was White. Paul was Black. Caleb was Asian. Joshua was Hispanic. Polly was Biracial. Silas was First Nation.

Polly was in her room writing down everything she observed in church. She had a great eye for detail and always noticed the little things that people either couldn’t see or paid no attention to.

Yes, that Sunday was going by like any other Sunday. But then the doorbell rang. Mr. Parish went to answer it. And in stepped William Judas, the Associate Pastor, all in an uproar, as if red ants were crawling all over his body, biting him.

“He’s taken it,” he said, waving his hands in all directions.

“Who has taken what?” asked Mr. Parish.

“That one million dollar check.”

“There was a check?”

“Oh, that’s right, you wouldn’t know about it. Someone unknown this morning put that one million dollar check in the offering bag,” he said much calmer.

“Wow! That's–”

“Yes, yes. I know. I know. Now that check and Pastor Thomas are missing.”

“What do you mean missing?” Evelyn Parish asked as she joined them.

“Both have vanished. He never went home. His car is still at the church. His wife hasn’t seen him. In fact, no one has seen him since after the service,” he said, as the hands movement returned.

While their conversation was going on, and what they didn’t know was, Polly was standing at the upstairs railing. And she heard everything. She knew what she was going to do tomorrow. Investigate. Of course, after the milk deliveries with her brother Jacob.

The Music Diner was their first stop on their delivery list. It was called that because people had to literally sing their orders, even with a jukebox belting out songs in the background. Polly was excited. Because it was the closest place to the church, which was only a few blocks away. There were other stops along that route. Jacob normally used his trolley to deliver those milk orders.

“What’s the matter with you?” he asked his sister as the delivery van pulled into the Music Diner’s parking lot.

“Huh? Nothing. Why?”

“You’re all excited today. It’s only milk deliveries.”

“I know,” she said, exiting the van.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m coming with you.”

“Now I know something’s wrong. You’ve never offered to come with me before.”

“Okay, I’ll just get back in the van,” she said, as she got back in.

“Whatever,” he said, as he got the deliveries out and headed into the diner.

She waited for him to return to get the other deliveries, and she watched him as he left to deliver them. Once he was out of sight, she got out of the van and ran towards the church. She only had limited time to do some snooping around.

Inside the church was buzzing with a small number of people. She knew all of them. They were too busy chatting to notice her. She quickly went by and headed to Pastor Thomas’ office. The door was open and she went in, not knowing exactly what she was looking for.

Scanning the room quickly, everything looked okay. She turned to leave. And that was when she noticed a torn piece of cloth stuck on the windowsill. She went into her bag and pulled out tweezers, which she used to remove the piece of cloth. Taking out a sandwich bag, she put the cloth in it, put the tweezers and sandwich bag into her other bag, rushed out of the church and ran back to the van before Jacob returned.

All the while, there was someone watching sitting in a car from across the street.

“Why are you sweating?” Jacob asked her when he came back after making the deliveries.

“Because it’s hot.”

“It’s not that hot at 7:34 a.m.,” he said, starting the van and pulling out of the diner’s parking lot. “If I had a million dollars, I would buy a new car.”

“Everyone is talking about it, huh?”

“I never expected Pastor Thomas to do something like that. I guess you really don’t know people.”

“You think he did it?”

“The check’s missing. He’s missing. One and one equals two.” Looking down at her bag for a split second before looking back
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