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  Chapter 1


They don’t have donuts at the bowling alley,” whined Rhonda Jean looking depressed. “There’s nothing to eat that’s going to provide me substance.” 
“Why do we have to go there?” groaned Myrtle Sue. “I hate to exercise.”
“Are there going to be single men? I haven’t been out on a date in more than two weeks,” lamented Flo, twirling her out-of-a-bottle blonde pageboy hair do.
Mary Jane was ignoring our conversation or, at least pretending to, while she was wiping down my kitchen countertop from an overly enthusiastic breakfast consumption of sweet, sugary, lighter-than-air bread. 
Misty Dawn, leader of this merry band of malcontents, uttered one word. “Why?”
“Fun.” I held my breath. I put my coffee cup down so they wouldn’t notice my hands were shaking.
Misty Dawn snorted, such a ladylike sound.
“We need to something to keep us active now that football season is over and…”
Shouts of “Go Gators!” permeated the air. Oh, did I forget to mention that Rhonda Jean, Myrtle Sue, Mary Jane, Flo, Misty Dawn and yours truly are all die-hard University of Florida football fans? We are known as the Lady Gatorettes.
“Parker Bell, you have lost your ever-loving mind this time,” opined Mary Jane. “Why would we want to throw balls at something seventy-five feet away from us?”
“Yeah, doing this kind of activity could mess up my statistics arm for football season,” said Rhonda Jean, flexing her right arm up and down.
We all looked at her in disbelief.
Shaking my head and apparently not having the sense God gave a goose, I offered a somewhat reasonable explanation why we should take up bowling. “It’s a healthier way for us to work out our frustrations and aggressions.”
As I mentioned, I may have taken leave of my senses to even verbalize that. Screeches of “We’re not frustrated!” “What is wrong with you, Parker?!” and a couple of other not very nice comments were expressed.
“Well, the other reason is,” I paused to see how this one was going to go over, “maybe you could show off your athletic skills without having to actually hurt someone.” I held my breath.
They all looked at each other and nodded. Once again, I had survived a possible treacherous comment scare and was allowed to live.
“When’s the first meeting?” Rhonda Jean was looking around my now pristine kitchen for food, preferably a donut.
Mary Jane handed her one wrapped in a paper towel. “You can eat it out there because I just cleaned up in here and…what! What did you just do, Rhonda Jean!”
“Mmmphh.” Yes, Rhonda Jean had crammed the whole donut in her mouth and consumed it without chewing. I almost laughed but since I suspected I was already skating on thin ice with the girls about our new exercise program, I kept my mouth shut.
“When’s the first meeting?” Misty Dawn was tapping her fingers on the countertop. “Parker, I’d like to point out that all of our frustrations can be easily eliminated by shooting our AK-47s in my back yard.
“True.” I nodded. “But bowling is going to be way cheaper than all of the ammo you go through.”
She grinned. “Good point. Okay, I’m guessing the first meeting is this afternoon, probably five o’clock-ish at Po Ho Bo?”
Was there any name in this town that the Lady Gatorettes wouldn’t shorten? Po Ho Bo was officially known as the Po’thole Bowling Lanes. Po’thole, pronounced like goat and then hole, was called Pothole by anyone north of the Florida Georgia state line and Po Ho by the natives. 
Allegedly, Po’thole was a Seminole Indian name since it is located on the beautiful St. Johns River in northeast Florida. Since the Seminole Indians didn’t use vowels in their written words, it more than likely came from a northern tourist who lost a wagon wheel in a pothole on his way south sometime in the early 1800s and the name stuck. Yes, there are a fair number of potholes in the brick-lined streets.
We all arrived at the bowling alley a few minutes after five. Wearing our standard orange-and-blue Gator tee shirts and jeans, we were letting others know we were a team and not to be messed with. 
Walking with purpose, we marched into the strangely quiet bowling emporium. I had fully expected to hear pins being knocked down and the machines whirring to set them back up along with the jib-jabbering of participants, even the arcade was silent. Instead, there was quiet and twenty-four highly polished, oiled, pine and maple strips of wood lanes beckoning us, the unsuspecting victims of over confidence with our athletic skills, to join in the merriment of throwing round, heavy, chunks of polyester, urethane, and resin down the lanes.
“Ya here for the new league?” asked a short man with dark hair. “I’m Nick. Go over there and wait.” He pointed to the area between the stands of bowling racks and a recessed area with a small table and swivel chairs.
I eyed the rounded plastic chairs. Fortunately, and thankfully, they were not designed for those skinny model type of people who exist somewhere in the world. Oh, no, these molded forms of resin were created for those folks whose derrieres would never fit into skinny girl jeans or spanx easily or comfortably. These were for the real-life people whose robust behinds had spread since our high school years. They were comfortable.
We plopped down in the chairs. Myrtle Sue and Mary Jane immediately started swivelling to the beat of a drum only they could hear. 
Other people drifted in and sat near us but there was a distinct lack of comradery between the groups waiting around for instruction.
A short man with a microphone is a dangerous menace to an enclosed group of non-conformists.
A piercing shrill sound erupted from an electronic device in the ceiling causing everyone to look heavenward. Alas, there were no bowling angels that suddenly descended.
“Alright, everyone, I’m Nick. I am the owner of the Po’thole Bowling Lanes. We’re starting a new league beginning Tuesday through Thursday nights which is the reason why you’re here.”
Everyone nodded except the Lady Gatorettes who gave me the death glare. Yeah, I had kind of left out that little minor detail of us bowling three nights a week.
“Originally, I was going to name this league The Alley Gators…”
Cheers from the girls erupted with shouts of “Go Gators!”
The other bowlers hissed, made rude obscene sounds, and said words that were not in the Bible. They weren’t fans of the Lady Gatorettes.
“However,” Nick scowled at the girls, “in the interest of public safety, the name of this new league is going to be The Rolling Pins.”
Myrtle Sue, Mary Jane, Rhonda Jean, Flo, and Misty Dawn all rolled their eyes.
“Now, there will probably be another league bowling here on Thursdays, but on Tuesdays and Wednesdays you guys will only be bowling against each other.”
Nick looked around the group. I could only imagine what he thought but, then again, he’d been doing this for years and probably seen all types of society roll through his doors. “You can have up to eight people on your team; however, only four of you can bowl at a time. You can only switch out players on new games.”
Never let it be said that the Lady Gatorettes weren’t quick on the uptake. Mary Jane whispered, “There’s six of us.”
I gave her a thumbs up.
Nick continued, “You have ten minutes to come up with a name for your team and then you can bowl two free games. We start the season on Thursday at five-fifteen. You can bring your own balls or use house balls, shoes, and wear shirts that don’t have any obscene content on them.”
With this last comment, he looked at a group of men with beards that appeared to have food content stuck in them from when they were babies. Their arms and necks were heavily tattooed. They ignored Nick.
“Once you’ve decided on a name, give it to me, and then you can start your two free games. Be sure to get bowling shoes from Debbie at the desk. No sneakers, boots, or anything that isn’t a bowling shoe.”
We looked at each other. Of course, we’d call ourselves the Lady Gatorettes.
Before we go any further, I guess I should introduce myself and the Lady Gatorettes.
I’m Parker Bell, a boutique cyber security company owner and bestselling author of several books on true crime. Unfortunately, the true crime stories had all happened right here in Po’thole. 
Misty Dawn is the leader of the Lady Gatorettes and would have made the perfect Navy Seal. Swift, silent, and deadly is her motto. She’s tall, bronzed, straight dark brown hair, and looks like she could compete in the Olympics in any sport. 
At the time of her birth on a foggy morning, her mother, who may or may not have been heavily sedated at the time, declared to the doctor and nurse she saw an angel from God descending from the ceiling. The angel declared the name of the little precious girl child was to be Misty Dawn. 
Let me just go on record saying Misty Dawn is anything but dainty. She is a strong leader. She admired Attila the Hun’s leadership skills and is convinced he would be proud of her.
She can outswear any military personnel. Apparently, I’m somewhat of a good influence on her because I’ve started noticing recently that she is substituting some of my clean swear words for her really offensive ones. 
Yes, yes, we all know what I mean but I’m choosing to keep my swear words a wee bit more ladylike. 
Let me just say fudge nuggets and shish kebob are perfectly acceptable words to use in mixed company or around those inquisitive little creatures known as children. If they repeat my words, they are perfectly okay to be used.
Misty Dawn’s husband, John Boy, works in construction and is afraid of no one except his wife. If she so much as gives him a side stink-eye look, he turns into a major pile of mush and apologizes for everything and anything. 
Mary Jane is a very attractive brunette, has large brown puppy dog eyes, and is always surfing the internet for dates. She is a major flirt with any man she sees.
Once in a while, one of the girls will make a half-hearted attempt to remind, or scold her depending on your viewpoint, ‘Mary Jane the internet isn’t always safe for picking up men and dating them.’ Mary Jane thinks they’re jealous.
She’s been known to stalk Joe D. Savannah, my first love boyfriend from waaay back in the day, on various dating websites. Her version is she’s keeping track of him so she doesn’t show up on his ‘we might be a match’ profile. Trust me, she won’t.
Since Joe D. and I had had a serious relationship many years ago, Mary Jane considers it her sacred duty to inform me when he’s single again. I do not care.
She went to Atlanta shortly after her high school graduation for a fun-filled weekend with some out-of-town cousins. Keep in mind, this was more than a couple of years ago.
Speculation is she ‘might’ have indulged in some cheap illegal street pharmaceuticals which still causes her to twitch periodically at odd times and gibbering ridiculous sounding words that make absolutely no sense to anyone except her.
Those out-of-town cousins may or may not be residing in a long-term stay-cation facility for leading others down the primrose path of sin. They’ve never come to see her again.
Myrtle Sue, short and close to the ground, is a domestic goddess. She knows every recipe that has ever been used on the Food Network channel.
She has a tiny volcano living inside of her although she’s the epitome of calmness. Looks can be deceiving.
Myrtle Sue’s husband, J.W., apparently needed a reminder of her explosive temper a year or so ago.
Southern boys don’t believe it’s necessary to ask their wives for permission to go hunting or to explain why they go off in the woods with other men getting sweaty, stinky, dirty, nasty, and still don’t have a dead animal to show for what they were doing over the weekend. They just grab their guns and go.
Myrtle Sue had come home from a particularly bad time at Wal-Mart only to discover J.W. had gone off for the weekend with the boys.
He did leave her a note. The really unfortunate part was he forgot to write “I love you” after requesting clean clothes for Monday. 
Her hormones were already a wee bit on the explosive side since shopping at Walmart was never a happy experience for her. It was also that special time of the month. 
Mount Vesuvius probably didn’t explode like Myrtle Sue did. In a fit of anger, she took all of his clothes, threw them out in a heap on their driveway, poured deer musk oil on them, and proceeded to mix everything together like she would have for a Caesar salad. 
For those not in the know, deer musk oil has a sharp, repulsive ammonia and urine smell. She vowed she wasn’t washing any more of J.W.’s clothes. 
After becoming a graduate of the 90-day Myrtle Sue School of Doing Your Own Laundry, J.W. now leaves notes with a great big “I Love You” on them. 
Myrtle Sue took this unhappy episode of her life, turned it into a book and is now a bestselling author on marital bliss with over fifty thousand copies sold. Yeah, I couldn’t believe it either.
Rhonda Jean is the most, um, Rubenesque of the girls. As she so elegantly puts it, she’s not p-h-a-t, she just has a few extra voluptuous curves that have decided to stay with her…permanently. She thinks her curves have an attitude. When it was suggested a while back that she might want to consider joining a gym to firm up those jiggly curves, her comment was, “I’m just not highly motivated to do anything about it.”
She is also the football trick play master. She knows every trick play that has ever been used in a University of Florida Gator game for the past thirty-five years. She very firmly believes at least one trick play should be incorporated into every game…and sends both offensive and defensive coaches her super-secret trick playbook at the beginning of each season. 
Her fervent wish is that one of her plays will be used during a televised game and the Gators will run it in for a touchdown. So far, the coaches have not used any of her plays. 
Her husband, Big T, short for Thomas the Third, is very proud of his wife’s initiative. He also engages in numerous outdoor activities that may or may not be legal involving gators, deer, bears, snakes, and any other exotic Florida creatures. 
Flo is a tall, recently blonde out-of-the-bottle, former waitress who marries during the college football off-season. This probably explains why she never notices her choice of men know nothing about Gator football. She and Mary Jane are always on the male patrol. We have to watch them like a hawk.
They were carefully eyeing the other men on the various teams and evaluating their eligibility for dating purposes.
“Alright, alright, pick a leader, tell us your team name and what you do.”
Nick pointed at us. Misty Dawn jumped to her feet. “We’re the Lady Gatorettes and we kick butt.” She sat down as the rest of the girls did the Gator Chomp and shouted, “Go Gators!”
He was wearing a worn weary look and pointed his pen at the heavily tattooed men. 
“We’re the Lane Hogs and we all ride Harleys.” This came from the man who had the shortest beard with no seen bits of food hiding there. He might be a potential date for Flo or Mary Jane.
A nice-looking man stood up. It was Dave, a very well-known native, he owned one of the two funeral homes in Po Ho and was president of the local Kiwanis Club. “Hey, all, we’re going to be known as the 6Feet Unders.” 
There were polite snickers from the group. A girl in a pink shirt stood up. “We’re the Pixies and we’re all secretaries.” She curtsied to the group. 
Flo snorted. Loudly. The girl turned toward her, smiled, and curtsied again.
Nick just pointed his pen at the group of what could only be described as nerds…thin, mostly balding men, buttoned down shirts, and khaki pants. A somewhat nervous man stood up, pushed his glasses up with his index finger, and squeaked, I swear he did squeak, “We’re the Bowling Stones and we’re engineers at the mill.”
I couldn’t help it; I broke out in laughter. So did everyone else. The engineers probably thought we were laughing at their cleverness. Not really.
“Um, you know, it’s a word play of the Rolling Stones. Get it? We’re the Bowling Stones.”
Howls of laughter came from the rest of the group. The engineers high-fived each other.  They looked so pleased with their choice of a team name. They thought we were laughing with them and not at them. They would be wrong.
Who knew that the only other funeral home in Po Ho was going to be bowling in the same league as the 6Feet Unders?
Tommy, president this year of the Rotary Club, and the owner of the other funeral home, bounced to his feet and declared, “We’re the RIP ‘n Rollers.”
Nick grinned and pointed at another group of four for their team name.
“We’re the Academic Alley Cats and…”
“You’re teachers,” grunted one of the Lane Hogs.
“Well, yes, we are teachers.” The mid-thirties something gal standing looked like she was about ready to slap his hands with a ruler. “We’re here to have fun.” She sat down with a heavy thud.
Nick looked at his clipboard. “And last we have the…”
“The Clean Sweepers,” announced the cute, young man with blue eyes. “We’re from the Carpet Fabricators company.”
“Okay, everyone,” Nick glanced at his clipboard again. “Here’s how we’re going to pair up. The Lady Gatorettes and the Pixies on lane…”
“Noooo!” screeched Myrtle Sue, Mary Jane, and Flo in unison. Rhonda Jean looked like Bambi in the headlights. Misty Dawn and I gave each other eye side looks.
The Pixies started to laugh although some nervousness could be heard in it.
Nick ignored the girls. “The Lane Hogs will bowl against the Bowling Stones.”
I looked at the engineers and their normal indoor fluorescent pasty white tan had morphed into a Casper the Ghost paleness. In synchronicity, they reached into their pockets and pulled out a Tums to presumably relieve the acute acid indigestion and heartburn they were feeling about bowling against the motorcycle gang.
“The Academic Alley Cats and the 6Feet Unders will bowl on lanes five and six. RIP ‘n Rollers and the Clean Sweepers are on lanes seven and eight.
“Balls are in the racks and get your shoes at the desk. Have fun, everyone!”
Putting our bowling shoes on, Flo announced to our group, “I’m not wearing some stinky old shoes that everyone and his brother has stuffed their nasty feet in next week.”
Rhonda Jean had been on her phone and looked up. “I found a website where we can order Gator shoes, bowling shirts, balls. Balls take two to three weeks to get.”
“No, they won’t,” snapped Misty Dawn. “We’re going on a road trip. Rhonda Jean, you call them and tell them we’re coming. Tell them we’re buying all bowling things Gator. Make sure they understand we’re spending money as a team, not a one-and-done order.”
Her thumbs on both hands turned into Mexican jumping beans on her phone. “They have a store in Jacksonville. I’m calling them right now.” With that, she popped up from her seat and walked outside with her phone plastered against her ear.
Mary Jane had gone up to the bowling rack and brought down two balls. “Not sure which weights everyone uses. I’m getting two more.”
The Pixies were monkey chattering, a lot of noise but nothing made any sense; well, maybe, except to them. They had already put their balls in the retriever machine.
“Would you like to go first?” 
Misty Dawn rolled her eyes up and to the left. “Nah, you go first.”
“My name is…”
“Pixie One.” Misty Dawn almost spit.
“No, my name is…”
“It’s Pixie One and that one is Pixie Two, and Three and Four. Get it? I’m not going to learn your names.”
Oh, my. Misty Dawn was going to make mincemeat out of these girls. I shuddered. Apparently, we were not going to play nice with others. Me and my big ideas. I was waiting for the bowling ball angel in the sky to cast down a big, fat, heavy ball through the ceiling at me for coming up with this new form of exercising and fun for the girls.
Pixie One shrugged. “Okay, you’re G One then.” 
Before Misty Dawn could get her perfectly formed derriere out of the very comfortable bowling seat, Pixie one had raised her arm and hurled the green bowling ball down the alley. She knocked down all of the pins except for the six and ten. 
Mary Jane was just putting two more balls in the machine, totally oblivious to Pixie One committing the unpardonable sin of calling a Lady Gatorette anything but a Lady Gatorette, when Misty Dawn jumped up, grabbed a ball, turned a little sideways, and let go of it much like a female discus thrower would do. The ball hit Pixie one’s remaining two pins.
Screams and shouts







