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Pru Armstrong jumped out of her silver SUV in the library parking lot and hurried to the building. She only had two minutes to spare before her boss marked her tardy.

“Hello!” A forty-something woman dressed in a long flowing orange skirt, and matching blouse with balloon sleeves, hailed her. She wore a blue shawl decorated with gold stars wrapped around her shoulders, and a matching blue headscarf, which covered most of her ash-blonde hair. She sat behind a card table near the entrance.

“Would you like your fortune told?”

“No, thanks,” Pru replied, checking her watch. Only one minute left. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know what your future holds?” the woman asked persuasively.

“I know what it will hold if I’m late,” Pru tried to joke. 

“Chantal!” A redhead in her twenties rushed up and practically threw herself at the fortune teller’s table. “My boyfriend came home late last night – again! What does it mean?” Her eyes were watery, and she sniffed.

“Calm yourself, Susie,” Chantal advised. “Take a deep breath, and then tell me everything.”

Susie plunked down on the empty chair on the other side of the table and held out her palm.

Chantal took the girl’s hand and studied it, tracing the lines. Then she said something to the girl in a low voice. 

“No!” Susie suddenly shrieked. “That can’t be true!” She jumped up, knocking her chair back. 

“Shhh,” Chantal soothed. “Sit down and let me see what else is in store for you.”

Sniffling, Susie sat down gingerly and reluctantly held out her palm.

Pru shook her head, then stepped into the library. 

“There you are, Pru.” Her boss, Barbara, tapped her watch. Smartly dressed, she was in charge of the library, and liked things running just as they should. “Just on time. I want you to mark off the returned books, shelve them, and then set up the room for French conversation this morning.”

“Yes, Barbara.” She couldn’t help glancing back through the glass doors. Susie still sat at Chantal’s table, listening to the fortune teller.

“What is it?” Barbara asked. 

“Did you know there’s a fortune teller outside?” She’d been so focused on getting to work on time that she hadn’t thought whether it was actually legal for Chantal to be there. This was the first time someone had been doing business outside the library like this and she’d worked here for the last six months. 

“There’s a what?” Barbara strode out of the library, her black pump heels clicking. 

Pru hurried after her. 

“You can’t ply your wares here,” Barbara told Chantal abruptly.

Susie looked startled and pulled her hand away from the fortune teller.

“But this is a public area,” Chantal replied politely. “This is a library, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Barbara replied. 

“Then are not the public allowed in this area?”

“The public, yes, but not hawkers,” Barbara answered. “I cannot have my patrons accosted by you.”

“I am still telling this lady’s fortune.” Chantal nodded to Susie, who stared at both of them with wide green eyes. 

“You must desist immediately,” Barbara informed her.

Chantal just shook her head, then took Susie’s hand again and focused on her palm.

“Well, really!” Barbara turned on her heel and strode back into the library. “Start marking off those returns, Pru, while I call the police.”

“Isn’t that a bit drastic?” Pru bit her lip, suddenly wondering if she’d overstepped.

“I’m not putting up with this nonsense,” Barbara told her briskly. “This is my library and I’m not having anyone disturb my patrons.” She picked up the phone from the desk and dialed. 

Pru scanned the returned books, unable to help hearing her boss’s side of the conversation. “I have to wait that long? I see. Yes, I hope she’s moved on by then as well. But I don’t want her coming back tomorrow.” A pause. “All right. Goodbye.”

Barbara ended the call and looked at Pru. “The police can’t come right away as they’re attending a domestic disturbance but we’ll be their next call. If she has any sense, she’ll have left by then.”

“Has she been here before?” Pru asked. 

“No.” Barbara shook her head, the sharp brunette edges of her bob hitting her cheeks. “And she’d better not come back again. I will simply not put up with it. This might be a public building, but surely I have the right to say what happens directly outside it.”

Pru wasn’t certain if her boss did, but understood her sentiment.

A few patrons came into the library and browsed quietly, while Barbara was ensconced at the reference desk, which Pru thought was her boss’s favorite place to be. 

Just after Pru set up the next room for the French conversation group, Jesse strode into the library. Tall, with dark wavy hair, and good looks, she couldn’t help her heart fluttering – just a bit. 

She’d met him when she’d first arrived in Gold Leaf Valley, but she still wasn’t sure what they were – friends, she guessed, with a little flirting at times. Now that he knew about her past and hadn’t judged her for it, and had in fact told her she was one of the most principled people she knew, she’d hoped their fledgling relationship might evolve. But apart from attending her yoga classes, everything was the same as before. She had to admit it was a little frustrating. 

“Your boss called the station,” Jesse told her, wearing dark slacks and a white button-down shirt – clothes that perfectly suited his role as detective. “There’s no sign of a fortune teller out there now.”

“That’s good,” she managed to reply.

“Ah. Jesse.” Barbara rose from her desk and crossed the room. “I hope you’re going to do something about that woman. I simply cannot have someone accosting my patrons outside this building. The library is a safe haven for everyone.”

“As I was telling Pru, there’s no one out there now,” Jesse informed her. “Fortune telling is legal in this state but I checked with the town council, and you’re right. There is an old code that says no hawkers in the library grounds.”

“Thank you.” Barbara nodded regally.

“If she turns up here again, let us know.”

“I certainly will,” Barbara promised. 

After she returned to the reference desk, Jesse glanced at Pru. “Is yoga class still on tonight?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll try to make it.” He gave her a smile, his lips quirking at the corners. 

“Okay.” She watched him walk out of the library, suddenly wondering what the future held for them.
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“Maybe I should get my fortune told,” Martha said later that day, after Pru had filled her in upon arriving home. 

“Ruff!” Teddy, Martha’s Coton de Tulear puppy agreed, looking from Pru to Martha and back again as they all sat on the sofa in the living room. He was eleven months old and his soft, fluffy fur felt like cotton wool.

When Pru had arrived in the Gold-rush era town, the housing options had been extremely limited, and she’d ended up becoming Martha’s roommate. The energetic senior, along with Teddy, had welcomed her in, and now they were all great friends. 

“What do you want to know?” Pru asked curiously.

“What’s happening with my retired lady detective script,” Martha answered. “Or why I haven’t heard back from that TV game show I applied for – how many months is it now?”

“Quite a few,” she replied. 

“Yeah.” Martha nodded, her short springy gray curls jumping to life. 

“What does your agent say about your script?” She’d been impressed when she’d first met Martha to find out that not only was she writing a script and had an agent, but she’d also written a princess movie script earlier, that unfortunately hadn’t found a home. 

“She’s still waiting to hear back from that new TV producer,” Martha replied gloomily. “She doesn’t understand what’s taking so long. Poop!”

“Ruff!”

Pru smiled at both of them. “Hopefully you’ll hear something soon.”

“Maybe this fortune teller can tell me what’s happening.” Martha brightened. “Ooh – maybe she’ll be at the senior center tomorrow.”

“Are you and Teddy coming to yoga tonight?” She’d started the class two months ago, at Father Mike’s church hall, and to her surprise, everyone had kept coming, despite her not being a qualified teacher.

“You betcha.” Martha nodded vigorously. “It will be good to see everyone again – Brooke, Claire, Doris, Lauren, and Zoe. And Annie, of course.”

“Ruff!” Of course!

Annie was Lauren’s Norwegian Forest Cat and helped Lauren and her cousin Zoe run their café by seating the customers. 

“Jesse said he’ll try to make it.” Pru attempted to sound nonchalant.

“I bet he’ll be there.” Martha winked at her.

She tried not to blush. 

They were the first to arrive at the church hall that evening, but soon everyone arrived, including Jesse. Pru was sure she wasn’t the only person to admire him in his athletic outfit of black shorts and white T-shirt. 

Annie and Teddy sat next to Pru’s yoga mat, watching everyone attempt the different poses, Teddy’s eyes wide at times. They were all beginners apart from Pru and Jesse, and Martha joined in when she could with gusto, sitting on her rolling walker and copying Pru’s arm movements as best she could. 

“That was great,” Zoe told Pru at the end of class, her brunette pixie cut energetically sticking up in places. “You make yoga so much fun!”

“You do,” Doris agreed. “I think I’m getting better every week, too.” She pushed a strand of limp short hair off her brow, her face a little flushed.

“Teddy and Annie help,” she replied with a smile.

“Brrt!” Annie was a large, silver-gray tabby with beautiful long fur and a plumy tail, which she now waved in the air.

“Ruff!” Teddy agreed. He’d been in charge of taking the money and pushed the tin toward Pru.

“Thank you.” She smiled at the fluffy dog and picked up the takings. 

“Have you heard anything about a fortune teller?” Martha asked the others.

Brooke, the local hairdresser, ​shook her head. Her chestnut locks were cut in a long bob with feathered ends. “No, but that does sound interesting.”

“Maybe I should get my fortune told,” Claire said thoughtfully. Tall, blonde, and athletic, she was a natural at yoga. “Although, I don’t think I want to know. I’m happy with my husband and Molly, as well as Kitty, her cat.”

“Is your husband looking after Molly tonight?” Lauren asked, pushing back her light brown hair. 

“Yes. I love having this time just to myself, and my husband says he really enjoys spending time with Molly.”

“That’s great.” Zoe grinned. 

“Let me know if the fortune teller comes back to the library,” Jesse said in a low voice to Pru.

“I will.” 

“Would you like to—” Buzz buzz. “I have to take this – it could be work.”

“I understand.” She wondered what he’d been about to say. 

Jesse grimaced as he spoke into his phone. 

“Sorry.” He glanced at Pru after his call. “I’ve got to go. There’s a suspected burglary in progress.”

“I hope you catch them.”

“Ruff!”

“I’ll talk to you later,” Jesse told her, then strode out of the hall.

“I hope no one we know is being burgled,” Brooke said. 

“Jesse will put a stop to it,” Martha said confidently. “Or else Mitch will.” She looked over at Lauren.

“It’s Mitch’s night off.” 

Mitch Denman was a senior detective, and Lauren’s husband. 

“Then Jesse can take care of it,” Martha declared. She peered at Pru. “You’re not wearing your lipstick.”

“That’s right.” She didn’t care for the cosmetic, preferring a natural lip balm instead.

“Oh, well.” Martha shrugged. “I don’t think Jesse notices you’re not wearing any.”

“Is that the time?” Pru looked at her watch. “We’d better lock up. I’ve got a busy day at work tomorrow with two language groups and an art group coming in, and I’ll need to set up everything for them.”

Zoe winked at Pru before following her lead. “Yeah, Lauren and I have to get up early to set up the café.”

“Brrt!” Annie said in approval, then looked enquiringly at Teddy.

“I think Annie wants to know if you and Teddy are going to visit us tomorrow,” Lauren said with a smile.

“You betcha!” Martha nodded. 

“Ruff!” Goody!

Pru wished she could join them, but by the time she finished her shifts at the library, the café was usually closed. 

“I’ll bring you home a cupcake,” Martha told her.

“That would be great.” Pru smiled. 

They all chatted as they left the hall, Pru making sure she locked up and replaced the key on the lintel. 

“How much did you make tonight?” Martha wanted to know when they were in the car and Pru switched on the ignition. The sun was golden on the horizon and she didn’t really need to turn on her lights.

“Sixty dollars,” she replied. “Minus the ten dollars for the hall, that’s fifty dollars left over, and I’m giving it all to Father Mike for his food drive.”

“That’s because you’re a good girl.” Martha nodded. “But I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if you kept a little for yourself now and then.”

“Probably not.” She’d often thought about it, but hadn’t done so yet. “But I’m glad I can help out like this.”

“Yeah, this inflation is crazy at the moment.” Martha pouted. “But you’re also doing something good for our friends.” She gestured toward the parking lot exit, where Claire’s tail lights disappeared into the distance. “Remember when we took that yoga class in Sacramento? That was a lot more than ten dollars each.”

“I’m not a




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SENIOR SLEUTHING CLUB COZY MYSTERY BOOK 4

F()rtune
Telling Can
\Be Fatal

- L ‘ -l
\ »
. e-— r
—— - » . -
3 : P s
; el
. S N
A AN
' L J
A
9 o’
.

TN YERSATM E S ¢





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





