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Note from the Author




If this is your first book in the Jolie
Gentil series, it’s a bit different than the others. In fact, it’s
called an Aunt Madge Story in the Jolie series. In terms of story
chronology, it follows Underground in Ocean Alley (book 11). In
that book, Jolie solves a murder while Aunt Madge happens to be
running for mayor of Ocean Alley.

In Aunt Madge and The Civil
Election, events of the crime-solving are muted and the campaign is
the focus. If that sounds boring, be assured there is plenty going
on, with much of the usual dry humor. I wanted readers to have the
story of Aunt Madge’s campaign. It’s told from her point of view
rather than Jolie’s, without spoiling the mystery in
Underground in Ocean Alley, should you choose to read it. Harry manages Aunt Madge’s
campaign, and they are determined that Ocean Alley not be overtaken
by a large resort development. Aunt Madge says she’s for sensible
progress, but neither she nor her opponent will stoop to low
blows.

You can read this book to find out who won
the election!

Aunt Madge and the Civil Election has the
same major characters – Jolie, her husband Scoobie, his brother
Terry, and their three-year old twins, Aunt Madge, and her husband
Harry. No book would be complete without Scoobie’s best friend,
former reporter George Winters, the irascible Sergeant Morehouse,
Megan of Java Jolt, and the ornery Lester Argrow. There are other
familiar faces, too.

You might enjoy seeing the
characters evolve through the series. Book 1, Appraisal for Murder, is
always 99 cents on all sites. Books are also in box sets.
Paperbacks can be ordered at Barnes and Noble. Enjoy!
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CHAPTER ONE


I KNOW THE EXACT moment I decided to run for
mayor of Ocean Alley. Jolie and Scoobie said they hoped to buy a
house near the Cozy Corner B&B so Lance and Leah could grow up
near Harry and me. We were ecstatic.

Six hours later, Mayor Corrigan announced
that the wanted the city to grant major tax incentives to Shoreline
Investments to build a resort in Ocean Alley. Almost as an aside,
he said the firm would need to “purchase a few downtown properties”
to make room for the facility. I knew our Jersey shore town would
never be the same.

Ocean Alley's mix of bungalows, small
apartment buildings and quirky businesses -- nearly all of frame
construction -- gives the town its allure. If the resort were
built, it wouldn't mean all of the smaller residences and
apartments would vanish immediately. However, the resort would
create an incentive for people to sell to developers who wanted to
build larger complexes.

Even though I’m in my mid-eighties, I’m all
for progress. I simply don’t define it as changing the character of
a town that survived the Great Hurricane of 1944 and Super Storm
Sandy in 2012. I want my grand niece and nephew to be able to walk
to school and go to the small grocery store rather than drive to
the big one on the highway.

As a widow for decades, I can darn well make
my own decisions. But Harry and I are a team, and I said I wouldn’t
run for mayor unless my husband shared at least half of my
enthusiasm.

He had to think about it for a couple of
days. He ultimately decided that he moved to Ocean Alley after
retiring because he had enjoyed visiting his grandparents here as a
child. The town he loved would vanish. Eventually, Ocean Alley
could turn into a condo canyon.

And it would be a narrow crevice. Ocean
Alley is two miles long and twelve blocks deep, a small town in
Miller County, the smallest county in the state. We sit near the
well-to-do real estate of Ocean Grove and the working class town of
Asbury Park, and we are a blend of both. The Jersey shore at its
best.

The window of opportunity to retain our
quality of life hinged on the mayoral election in May. The vote to
give the resort tax incentives was the week after the election, and
I hoped if I won handily the city council would see the resort was
not popular with residents.

I made all these points from my podium on
the Ocean Alley boardwalk. Cheers rose – not deafening, but
definitely loud. “Madge Richards for Mayor!”

A glance showed Jolie’s husband, Scoobie,
and his good friend George. I tried to ignore them as I finished
talking to the owners of boardwalk businesses and any tourists who
happened to be around. Since it was a Saturday in early May, not so
many.

“I appreciate all of you.
Please tell your friends that a vote for Madge Richards is a vote
for sensible growth for Ocean Alley!”

George’s neon green,
hand-lettered sign caught my eye. “Vote early and often.”
I might have to kill him. Instead, I waved to Michael Fitzpatrick, owner of Ocean
Alley Salt Water Taffy, who was distributing free samples to the
twenty-five or so listeners.

A couple in their early thirties, the man
carrying an infant in a front-facing baby carrier, approached me.
“Thank you so much for running. We moved here because the town is
so close-knit. If that resort goes in downtown, everything will
change.”

Mayor Corrigan walked past. “It’s called
progress, Madge.”

I winked at the couple and said, “Stephen,
we can have more business with smaller hotels.”

He kept walking.

“I’m Roslyn and this is my husband Tim. Do
you, uh, know that man?”

“Sure do. He’s the current mayor. Got Jack
Borman and his Shoreline Investment Company interested in building
what I refer to as the Monster Hotel, and then decided not to run
again.”

Harry had been talking to a couple other
people and he joined us. “My wife is more tenacious.”

“She sure is.” Scoobie walked up. “Hi
folks.” He introduced himself to Roslyn and Tim. “This is the sign
I like to show.”

He had one of my usual
signs -- Madge for Mayor: Let Experience
Work for You – clipped over another
sign.

He removed the clip,
showing one that said, Geezers for Good
Government.

Tim and Roslyn laughed. Harry didn’t. He
shook a finger at Scoobie. “I’m going to tell your wife you’re
misbehaving.”

“Jolie will be cool as long as I find all
the loose Legos and put them back in the boxes.”

My niece, Jolie, and Scoobie have
three-year-old twins who can be quite a handful. “Be a good boy and
go home, Scoobie.”

He laughed and walked away with Roslyn and
Tim, introducing them to his good buddy George as they meandered
down the boardwalk.

Harry and I collected the remaining flyers
people had left on benches and made our way to Arnie’s Diner. Harry
yawned. “Have to admit, when I married you, I didn’t expect to be
electioneering on a weekend.”

I linked my arm through his. “And aren’t you
just so excited to be going to the Chamber of Commerce on
Monday?”

 


BETWEEN THE SERVICE AT First Presbyterian
and time with the twins, I felt refreshed on Monday. By the time I
was halfway through talking to the chamber members that afternoon,
I knew I wouldn’t have their endorsement. And I’ve been a member
for more than twenty years!

But Paul Holley was thirty-six, almost the
same age as Jolie and Scoobie, and believed the resort would bring
300 jobs to Ocean Alley – complete with added tax revenue. Perhaps
he also thought it would bring more customers to the bookstore he
owned. And I do want it to succeed. I don’t want to buy all my
books online.

I figure we’ll lose tax revenue from the
small businesses Borman will buy out to build the resort. Then,
with the tax incentives the city would give to Shoreline
Investments, it will be years before we made up the difference.

Paul Holley was a good person, father of a
teenager, and active in the same church we go to. I simply thought
he was way off base on this issue. He believed any lost property
tax revenue would be made up in occupancy and sales taxes. I doubt
any of those will be from people staying in my Cozy Corner B&B.
Much of the other business will go to companies that rent space
inside the resort, not in town.

For a lot of residents in
Ocean Alley, these are snooze issues and they skip articles about
them in the Ocean Alley
Press. I want them to matter to everyone
who lives on our little corner of the shore.

Harry and I headed over to Silver Times
Senior Living to talk to residents. We agreed that if I couldn’t
get the town’s senior vote I’d be as likely to win as a surfer
would be to sell beachwear in Anchorage.

The audience was more receptive at Silver
Times. I lived there for six weeks after I broke my ankle in a
fall. Harry had said he could manage the B&B solo if competent
hands cared for me. Scoobie said he thought Harry didn’t want to be
critiqued as he made muffins. At the time, Jolie was three months
pregnant and had the good sense not to tease the woman most likely
to babysit.

The community room in the assisted living
building has a mix of comfortable chairs, loveseats, and groups of
tables and chairs just the right size for card games. I knew a
bunch of the thirty or so people who came to listen, but not all.
It’s a popular facility and people move there from other towns.
Those were the ones I wanted to impress.

Melvin Hamburg ambled over when I finished
speaking. “Madge, aren’t you kinda old for this?”

“Weren’t you complaining that the community
college forced you to retire a few years ago?” Melvin had been one
of Scoobie’s instructors in the radiology tech program. A pretty
ornery one.

He shrugged and gave me what I’m sure he
thought was a winning smile. “They might’ve had a couple other
issues.”

Harry covered a snort with a cough. Word had
eventually gotten around that Melvin’s self-projected image as a
ladies’ man had become problematic.

“Are you voting for me Melvin? I’d
appreciate it.”

He glanced at my flyer. “So, no slots in
this resort thing?”

“They say not.”

“I like the slots. But if it wouldn’t bring
in slots, I guess I’m okay with votin’ against them
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