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  About the Book


It's all fun and games until a jokester cracks up. 
My welcome home celebration is met with disaster. Someone stole our town founder, on Lake Day no less.
After graduating from college, I decided to move home and find a practical job. Well, fear and my mother made the call and I just went along with it. That’s me, go with the flow Becky Robinson.
So when I fall face-first into a mystery, of course I join the search for the prankster. But the shenanigans don’t stop with a missing statue. A vandal is running rampant and it’s up to me and a few old friends to save Lake Day.
Can I stop the dangerous hoodlum and stand up to my mother before the holiday is ruined? Good thing it’s a long weekend.
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  1
Famous in a Small Town


Cramped inside a hidden compartment on a pontoon, I contemplated my life choices. How did I continually find myself in sticky situations? Not as if I courted trouble. Bad things found me. Waves rocked as I tried to pinpoint my wrong turn in life.
Four years of college and a theater degree left me ill-prepared for the real world. A fact my mother hammered on our drive home. The high-powered attorney didn’t make room for daydreaming.
“Until you find something more permanent, you can work at the law office answering phones.” For named partner Cindy Robinson to extend a job offer meant I was in worse trouble than I realized. “Any thoughts on your five-year plan, Becky?”
I picked at the hem of my white eyelet sundress, a thrift store find. The blue stripe at the bottom made it perfect for Memorial Day. “Not really.”
We loaded my mother’s fuel-efficient car with my college belongings. As I taped the boxes and returned home, I felt as if I packed away my hopes and dreams.
“I understand your disappointment, hon. But this is the most practical decision you made in four years.” She turned off the highway near the first sign for Lake Falls, Texas. “You earned a degree, which is all employers care about.”
Abandoning my aspiration of becoming an actress was a hard pill to swallow. But I loved my hometown. There were worse places to settle down. “Anything new going on with the town?”
“Not much ever changes.” My mother laughed. “But a new resort is preparing to open on the lake. The bigwigs expect a bump in tourism.”
Today marked the first day of a weekend-long Memorial Day celebration. The holiday coincided with the opening of the lake and a themed festival. One of many can’t miss annual events.
“Are you going to the barbeque later?”
“I’ll try but I’m finishing proceedings with a filing date of Tuesday.” She flicked her turn signal. “I imagine your old friends will be around to keep you entertained.”
I reread a text message. “I’m meeting the twins in the Town Circle if you don’t mind dropping me off before work.”
“A fun reunion. I suppose we can unpack your belongings this evening.”
We turned on Main Street and chaos enveloped the block. People scurried to set up elaborate booths and classic fair games. “Wow, six a.m.? Things are hectic ahead of schedule.”
Mom parked in front of the newspaper office. “We’ll talk more about your future at home.”
She already decided to bail on the festival. Typical.
I slung the purse over my shoulder and soaked in the atmosphere. Time stood still in Lake Falls. A picturesque Main Street found on a postcard. A centrally located park and gazebo. My very own Stars Hollow or Mayberry.
Our biggest quirk came in the form of the design. Instead of the classic town square, we arranged the businesses in a circle. Take that cliché builders.
“Becky you are right on time.” Lizzie Brown threw her arm around me. “Welcome home, there’s a mystery to solve.”
“On Lake Day?”
“Our founder is missing.”
My eyebrows crinkled. “Someone stole a statue?”
“I eliminated the theory he came to life and waltzed across Texas.” Dimples appeared in her cheeks and her golden eyes twinkled. “So, I guess that leaves sabotage.”
“Are you on the case?”
“Try to keep me away.” Lizzie opened a private investigator business to pay her way through school. Things went so well, she made it her full-time gig. “Samantha’s checking security footage. We suspect a prankster from the rival town.”
“When did Lake Falls go all fancy with surveillance cameras?”
She shrugged. “I asked the same excellent question. But you know my sister. She probably installed them herself to beef up security.”
Though identical twins, the similarities ended with their appearance and their love for mysteries.
Samantha exited the newspaper with fingers flying across a tablet. “One of the cameras caught our thief last night.”
“Awesome.” Lizzie waved. “But aren’t you going to greet our long-lost friend?”
Samantha tossed long locks over her shoulder. “We went to lunch last week after graduation. Hardly qualifies as long-lost.”
Lizzie engaged her patented eye roll. “Becky is moving home after four years away. Social constructs dictate you at least say hello.”
“Howdy, Becky. Glad you’re back.” Samantha pasted on a smile. “Would you like to help us find the thief who nabbed the statue of our founder?”
“Absolutely, I do.”
“I suspect Theodore James Waley the 1st was kidnapped by someone from a rival town.” Lizzie’s pen hovered over the notepad. “What story do the security cams tell us?”
“First of all, his name was Theodore James Waley,” Samantha said. “The senior namesake doesn’t use a number.”
“Yeah, but there are like a million Waleys in this county. This guy is the first of the dynasty. The founder in eighteen-hundred-and-something. Too confusing if I don’t say so.”
“1854.” Samantha spun the tablet. “Second, the thief wore a stocking cap so we can’t make an ID.”
“Suspect is around six feet. He used a truck and forklift to uproot the statue.” Lizzie’s purple gel pen scribbled a note.
I studied the crisp image, expecting a grainy VHS quality. “Can you enhance the logo on the door?”
 “Already did.” Samantha smirked. “The vehicle belongs to the lumberyard.”
“Wow, we might solve this mystery in under an hour.” I slapped my hands together.
“I’ll update the mayor before he suffers a coronary,” Lizzie said.
Samantha checked her smartwatch. “Hurry. Only forty-seven minutes until the festivities start.”
“No countdown to the second? You’re slacking, Sam.” Lizzie hustled across the Circle to a mob gathering at the gazebo. They prepared pitchforks to storm the nearby town.
“How’s the newspaper biz?” I asked.
“Dying.”
Not the best news from a journalist. “Sorry.”
Samantha lifted a shoulder. “I only spend half my time at the Gazette. I also work at a publishing company. I find plenty to keep me busy.”
“A writer and an investigator. You can be a consultant-type show like Castle.”
“We are far too boring.” Samantha’s mouth tilted into a rare grin. Though more intense than her sister, she enjoyed a sense of humor.
“Not from where I’m sitting. Y’all are the best detectives I’ve ever seen.”
“Including Columbo?” Her brows arched. “High praise.”
“Since when do you reference television?”
“I read an article about famous fictional investigators. Excluding examples from literature, Columbo and someone named Mr. Monk ranked near the top. I enjoyed Lieutenant Columbo’s disheveled approach. Suspects let their guard down and he pounces. Fascinating.”
Only Samantha turned an hour of TV into character analysis. Sometimes I wished I understood how her mind operated. But other times the thought gave me a headache.
“Remind you of anyone?”
Never one to beat around the bush, she dove into her questions. “Why are you home? What happened to your plan after graduation?”
I forced a smile. “I’m more of a wing-it kind of girl.”
“I’m referring to the move to Hollywood. Did your ambitions of becoming an actress change?”
“Um, it is impractical to think I can hit a one in a million shot. Do you know how many girls leave home to become movie stars every year?”
Samantha spun her tablet. “I can find statistics on the subject.”
“Never mind, it’s a lot. And most of them end up right where they started, broke and bitter.” I spread my arms. “This place isn’t a bad alternative. My mom even has a job lined up for me.”
“Starring role in a commercial?”
“Close. Answering phones at the law office.” I swallowed a lump in my throat. “Don’t look at me like that. I’m happy or I will be. It is never easy to face reality but a juicy mystery is a perfect distraction.”
She twisted her head, prepared to challenge my lies. For once, she let a matter drop. “Glad to oblige.”
Lizzie jogged across the street. “Alrighty, let’s hit the road.” She froze. “Wow, what kind of intense philosophical conversation did I interrupt?”
Samantha crossed her cowboy boots at the ankles. “What did the mayor say?”
“He reminded me I’m doing this case pro bono.” Lizzie shielded the sun with her hand. “Because the last thing he wants to do is support a local businesswoman going out of her way to save the festival.”
“Good thing you’re not in this for riches and glory,” I said.
Lizzie huffed. “Yeah. Good thing.”
I loved reuniting with the gang. But hanging with my old friends brought deep-seated fears to the surface. My inadequacies. They had their lives together and blossomed in their careers. But what did I expect from the valedictorian and class president of our high school? They were going places which is why I admired them.






  
  2
Impractical Joker


I slid across the bench seat, smacking into Samantha as she turned at the Cortez farm. I smiled at the small-town quirk – road names meant nothing to locals. We gave directions with an old-school flair. Take a left at Bob’s place and if you hit the Stuart ranch you’ve gone too far. It didn’t matter if the Stuarts sold their ranch in 1947. We still referred to the plot of land as Stuart’s ranch.
A right turn sent me sailing into Lizzie, despite the lap seatbelt. She shoved me to the middle. “Can you take these curves sharper? You almost went up on two wheels.”
“Are you insinuating I drive too fast?”
“Pin a rose on your nose.”
“With you behind the wheel, Lizzie, it takes ten years to travel from point A to point B.” Samantha cut her eyes to me. “Hyperbole.”
I sunk lower in my seat, quite literally in the middle of their argument. My mind danced, searching for a change of subject. I cranked up the radio as my favorite song played on Sirius XM. Samantha updated the vintage truck with modern bells and whistles. “This overhaul must have cost you a fortune.”
“Not really, a friend of mine restores cars. We found the Ford at a junkyard and gave it new life.”
“Don’t get her started on the minutiae.” Lizzie shielded her eyes. “She’ll ramble about the 1969 F-100 Ranger Truck in two-toned turquoise and black or whatever.”
“My evil plan
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