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The Bad Penny
Mysteries


Chapter 1




Welcome to what I like to think of as maybe
the most unique group of mystery solvers that exists either today
or in the past. My business card reads “Jasper, Street-Fighter, and
Me” Agency. I never have been able to decide what type of agency we
are. I mean we do solve mysteries and crimes, and we do act like
detectives. But in my eyes, to be a detective agency, we would have
to be actively looking for cases to solve or be paid for solving
them. Since we don’t actively look for cases, and we only get paid
when we work for the city police, I don’t think that we qualify as
a detective agency.

I know that you are wondering how there can
be case files when we don’t actively go looking for our cases. The
answer is pretty simple really; they seem to come looking for us,
like the proverbial “Bad Penny”. Which; is why I chose the title
for this collection of case files that I did.

I’m kind of proud of my unique claim, which
is pretty easy to back up just by introducing you to the members of
the team. How often do you find a mystery-solving team made up of;
a dog, a cat, and a retired, female Marine Major, MP and dog
handler.

Jasper, the lead name on the team is a
Marine trained working dog, which I was able to bring home with me
when I retired. He is a 10-year-old white and black Border collie,
who possess both the amazing trait of language reorganization the
breed is known for, along with the most amazing nose. A nose he
used to save many a marine during our two tours in Afghanistan. He
has a couple of other abilities, two of which we share, that is
extremely guarded and know to only five people.

Street-Fighter has the middle spot because
at some point he worked his way into both Jasper and my hearts. He
is formerly a feral cat, who actually looks like a small lion, He
is tawny-colored, with a scruffy area behind his head that looks
almost like a mane. His head is big for his body and almost
blockish in shape, and tail even has a dark tip as most lions do. I
was quite surprised when Jasper allowed him to stroll onto our back
patio one evening. Especially since Border Collies are not known
for their love of cats. It didn’t take long for me to learn that
Street, as I like to call him for short, also possessed the same
two special traits as Jasper does.

I’ve left myself for last both on my
business card and as far as introductions. I’m “Me” on the card. In
real life, I am Maggie McKenzie, Major, USMC, Ret. MP and Military
Dog Handler. My appearance definitely comes from the McKenzie line.
I am blessed with a thick mane of almost bright red hair, which
helps to accent my deep green eyes. I’ve let my hair grow out since
I left the Marines, and it is now curly and hangs below my
shoulders. I stand 5’ 10” in my bare feet, and my physically toned
body weighs in at 130 pounds. I was thirty-nine when I retired from
the marines. It’s a nice, odd number, a bit like me and one that I
like, so I have decided that I will remain that age forever.

To keep the age façade going for as long as
possible, I know that I will have to keep myself physically fit. So
every day begins pretty much the same way that it did when I was a
Marine. I still follow most of my training regime from the marines,
including a morning run with Jasper, and now Street. He likes to
come with us, where ever we go, so he now rides in a backpack which
I am used to running with. Depending on his mood, he either takes a
nap or rides with his head sticking out of the top of the backpack
so that he can see what is going on.







Chapter 2






It was a hard decision for me to request
early retirement from the Marines. The Corps was my family and my
life. I was coming to the end of my second tour in Afghanistan and
had just learned that I had been selected for promotion to Lt.
Colonel, I had just returned from an uneventful tour of the village
where our camp was located, when my clerk stuck his head out the
window and told me that my father was on the phone. I turned the
squad over to my staff sergeant and headed into the command center
followed by Jasper.

It was not unusual for my dad to call since
we talked weekly, but the time that he had called today, was not
our normal time or day. I knew that something was wrong as soon as
I heard his voice. When I asked him what was wrong he told me that
he had been diagnosed with an advanced stage of Lou Gehrig’s
disease. During the call, my father had never asked me to resign my
commission to come home to assist him, as the disease progressed.
It was all my idea. Although the Marines had become my life, my
father and I had been inseparable as I had spent most of my
childhood, either with my father learning how to engineer
components for whatever we were working on at the time or with my
childhood friend Jim Patterson, whose father was a police
officer.

I had lost my mother at the
age of eight; she had been killed by a drunk driver, who had also
died in the crash. As part of my healing process and my father’s, I
had immersed myself in his world of engineering whenever possible.
My father, had created and still owned his own tool and die
company, and had many patents to his credit. We even worked
together restoring at 1960 Chevy Pick-up. Once we had it back to
its original condition, I learned how to drive with it on the lanes
on our property. It was pretty docile with its original straight 6
engine. Which I think made my dad feel comfortable when I drove it
around our property. We never took it out during the winter, and
during the winter before my 16th birthday my father secretly
swapped out the original engine for an engine out of a 1975
Corvette. That was my birthday present when I turned 16. It didn’t
take long for everyone to know that I had the most badass pickup
truck around.

I still have the truck today; in fact, I
drive it a lot, especially since both Jasper and Street love to
ride in the truck. The old Corvette engine and transmission are
gone, replaced with an almost new 600 hp engine and transmission
from a wrecked C-6 Corvette. It is a good thing that I have a
degree in engineering because it took some intricate modifications
to fit the new engine under the hood.

My years of working alongside my father,
along with my engineering degree, from VT, helped me come up with a
safety restraint system that protected both Jasper and
Street-Fighter when they were in the truck. A need that became
quite evident when we solved our first mystery as a threesome. I
had to use the truck's awesome acceleration and braking abilities
to catch up with some sour Candie after she gave us the slip.

After my mother was killed, when I wasn’t
with my father, I was normally with Jim Patterson, my best friend,
and confidant. Like me, he had also lost his mother early in his
life. The only difference what that she had died from breast
cancer. Luckily our two dads were friends, so there was never any
problem with the two of us spending so much time together, even as
we grew into our teens. Jim knew all of my secrets, including one
that at that time still had to be kept in a darkened closet. Jim
was my date for every function during our high school years, for
two reasons. The first; being to protect me and my secret and the
second being that he was actually in love with me. Feelings that I
realized when I came home to help care for my dad, that Jim had
never lost. In fact, as you read the four mysteries contained in
this book you will learn of Jim’s feelings for me today.

Jim’s father was a Detective for the city’s
police force and Jim and I loved to sit and listen to his father
tell us about various cases that he had worked on. Somewhere along
the line, we decided that we were going to become police
detectives. My father didn’t mind my wanting to be a police
detective, but he asked that I get a degree in mechanical
engineering first, since someday his company would become mine. I
decided on VT for two reasons. The first being that it had a great
engineering program, while the second was for its ROTC program. I
had done a lot of research regarding the possibilities for women
becoming detectives for police departments. Our own department was
small, and my chances would have been limited. During my research,
I had read out the Military Police Forces for each of the different
services. All had pretty equal programs, but the Marines actually
allowed female members to serve in combat zones.







Chapter 3






I knew when I hung up the phone that I was
going to put in my papers for an early retirement, based on family
hardships. After finishing the call, I put in two other calls, one
to my lifelong friend, Jim Patterson, and the other to Master
Sergeant Robert Morse, my mentor and the man who had paired me with
Jasper. My mentor made my decision a bit easier by reminding me
that Jasper and I had been together long enough that under the new
rules, he would be able to retire with me. After hanging up with
Bob, I left my office, and crossed the hall and knocked on the door
to my commanding officer's office.

My Commanding Officer, Lt. Colonel Jill
Anderson, USMCR and I had become very close on the very first day
we had met. She had been in Kabul for a conference on the day that
Jasper and I had arrived in-country to begin my second tour in the
big A. She had met us at the airbase and had arraigned for her
armored command vehicle to join with a convoy that would be passing
through our command center during the night. It was just the
driver, Jasper, Lt. Col. Anderson, a new sergeant named Alverez,
and myself in the command vehicle, and we were embedded in the
middle of the convoy since we were not a part of the unit in
command of the convoy. Alverez had no more than held up the command
antennas that he had removed. Since all we needed was the small
comm. antenna for the driver to have communications with the convoy
coordinator. His action; probably kept our vehicle from being
targeted when the convoy, came under rocket attack, in what was the
tightest part of an already narrow pass.

Jasper knew the first rockets were on the
way before anyone else did, and his actions told me to brace myself
for attacks. As I did, I shouted out “Incoming” and pulled Jasper
towards me, and released his harness. Armored or not, a command
vehicle is no place to stay in during a rocket attack. The driver
had already dropped the back ramp. Alverez took up a covering
position just beyond the ramp. As I passed him, I added, “Nice move
to remove the antenna.” I headed in the direction that Jasper went
with my new Command Officer right behind me. Jasper stuck his head
in a crevice in the rock face and looked at me and barked once. I
propelled Jill towards the crevice, as I heard more rockets coming
in. Jill squeezed in facing backwards, and I went in forward
pushing her tight against the back of the crevice, as Jasper laid
his body tight against mine, both seeking shelter and protecting
me.

Whoever was controlling the rockets was
walking them down the convoy, trying for maximum damage. I heard
very close in my head and felt Jaspers's weight increase against me
increase which made my contact with my new CO become a bit on the
personal side. When the deafening noise of the close impact faded,
I apologized for having my hand buried in her crotch. Her reply was
definitely not one you would expect from your commanding officer.
“I like your idea of close coverage Maggie, I’d love to repay the
favor sometime.”

Before I could reply, Jasper let me know the
attack was over, followed almost immediately by the sound of
Alverez’s voice saying, “All Clear Skipper’s” and then words the
changed the mood in the crevice instantly. “Jasper, can I check
your side, it looks like you got nicked.”

“Jasper, end cover, and let Alverez check
your side.” I felt Jasper’s weight that had been against me as he
moved to allow us out of the crevice. I backed out and held out my
hand to help Jill out and then turned my attention to Jasper. He
was sitting in front of Alverez as he finished cleaning the small
wound that had already stopped bleeding. “Major, it’s not deep, but
you might want to shave him around the wound so that you watch for
infection, I didn’t see anything in it, so I don’t know for sure
what caused it. Oh, and I think that he deserves a medal for the
way he protected both of you.”

Jill spoke before I could thank Alverez. “I
agree with you Sergeant, I’ll see what I can do. Also great move in
taking the antenna’s off. Damn things are bull’s-eyes for those
missile shooters. Also since Jasper seems to like you, you are now
the Major, senior NCO, if the Major agrees.”

“Happy to have you, Alverez. How about you
Jasper?” Jasper answered with a bark in agreement.”

“Thank you both in your confidence, but I
don’t have the rank to fill that billet, and being new I don’t want
to cause problems within the unit.”

“Good point Alverez, the Staff Sergeant that
is in that billet is rotating out in two weeks. You will work under
him until he departs, and by which time the paperwork to make you a
Staff Sergeant will be in your hands.”

“Thank you, Colonel. Major, will Jasper play
fetch with a ball?”

“I’m sure he will with you.”

The driver was standing at the ramp
motioning for us to mount up, as the convoy was ready to begin
moving again. On the ride back I sat and went over what I had
learned during my research about my new CO. Lt. Colonel Jill
Anderson was a reserve officer in the Marines, who was also a
senior special agent with the FBI.

Never married, not known to date. A
take-charge career FBI Agent, after she had remained in the marines
after completing her ROTC obligation. She had risen steadily in
both of her chosen careers. I had already determined from her
resume and from talking with fellow acquaintances that she was gay,
but she knew that during the time of “Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell” to do
her job and keep her social life discrete and private, and totally
separate from the job. A trait, which I am well practiced in
myself…and something that we both let slip during the attack that
first night.

It was Lt. Colonel Jill Anderson, USMCR who
came up with the plan that got my early retirement approved in
record time. Even though she was a reserve officer that had been
called up to active duty, her contacts and clout as a Senior FBI
Special Agent assigned to the Annapolis, MD office that she rarely
hesitated to use. She had added a caveat to her approval
endorsement. That Caveat was that I could be recalled to assist in
special investigations, where Jasper and my special talents would
be beneficial to the security of the United States. I agreed to her
caveat, with the stipulation that I could not be recalled until my
father had passed away.

Jill has managed to have
Jasper and I recalled three times since my father passed, which
became the impetus for me to have business cards printed. The first
cards were done as a joke, and simply read Jasper and Me Detective
Agency.

Like most women with a strong Irish
heritage, I have red hair, which has not been cut since I left the
Marines, and is now a flowing mane. I keep in shape, by maintaining
my normal physical fitness routine ingrained from my time in the
Marines, and shared with Jasper each morning. I live in the house I
grew up in, and while I inherited my father’s business and patents,
I don’t actively participate, and let the management team that my
father built run the tool making and fabrication company. When I do
make an appearance, I am normally in fatigue pants, and a marine
tee, as I am there to tinker on some project of my own, and not to
interfere with the company. I have a degree in mechanical
engineering from Virginia Tech, where I used my ROTC Scholarship
and a master's in criminal science, which I obtained while in the
Marines.

After completing my masters, I was offered
the chance to try my hand handling a working dog. The Master
Sergeant, who was the true head of the MP detachment to which I was
assigned, paired me up with Jasper. He actually became both my and
Jasper’s mentors and friends, a friendship that still remains today
between my mentor and both Jasper and me.

I hope that you enjoy the stories than we
have selected to recount for you. Both Jasper and I feel that they
are exciting and fast-paced, full of twists and turns, along with
surprises, and times of tension as well as humor. I am going to
turn this back over to my favorite author and let him introduce
Street-Fighter to you, then I’ll join you again, as I tell you
about the first case we took on as “Jasper, Street-Fighter, and
Me”.


Case No 1

 Candie is not always Sweet







Case 1 – Chapter
1






He showed up one evening at dinner time,
Jasper and I were enjoying a late summer dinner on the patio off of
the kitchen of the house that I grew up in. It felt a little empty
after my father had passed away from his battle with ALS, but I had
promised him to keep living here after he passed. It was our home,
the only one that I had ever known with the exception of the
Marines.

I sensed the peaking of
Jasper’s alertness and glanced toward the open back gate to the
patio. Expecting to see a rabbit or maybe a deer by the gate, I was
surprised the see a big tawny tomcat sitting in the opening of the
gate. I glanced at Jasper, surprised that he was not barking at the
cat. I looked back towards the cat, damn,
I’ve seen you before, where…yeah, the market. You always seem to be
near the truck when I come back out.

I didn’t think that he looked like he was
starving, actually based on the size of him, I would have to say,
he was doing pretty well on his own. I decided to see just how well
this cat and Jasper knew each other, and put my plate with a little
bit of the poached salmon I had been enjoying still on the plate.
To my surprise, Jasper moved back from his bowl and just watched as
the big tawny cat ambled towards me, only giving a glance in
Jasper’s direction.

As he approached, I realized just how big
this cat was. He had to be close to twenty pounds, yet he was not
at all fat. In fact, you could see the fluid motion of his muscles
as he walked. He had a big block like head and equally big eyes.
His ears looked like they didn’t match, as one was bent backward,
and the other one looked tattered and faced the side instead of
forward. His tawny body color was accented by two areas of darker
brown fur. One area was around his neck and the other was at the
tip of his tail. Making him look, for all the world, like a mini
lion.

He actually brushed against my leg, before
he sat down in front of the plate. His fur was coarse, almost like
that of the lion that I had gotten to pet a long time ago. As I
watched him eat, I checked out the top of his head, and the number
of scars that were evident, which reminded me of a contour map.
This boy was a scrapper, and not afraid to defend his territory or
harem with any other male that appeared.

I let my hand drift downward as I said, “Can
I pet that neck big guy it looks very soft.” His reply was to raise
his head and let a soft trill be heard. I looked over at Jasper,
“You seem pretty relaxed about this cat being here buddy. Maybe I
should let him stay here with us. What say you?”

The inside of my head
filled with the voice that I know is Jasper. “He’s pretty cool, for a cat, mom…
if you want to keep him, I’m cool with that.”

I caught the cat’s head move to look towards
Jasper, as I mentally told Jasper that we would give it a try.
Almost as if he could hear our conversation. Hmm…

Oh, did I forget to mention that Jasper and
I can communicate with each other mentally. Please don’t tell
anybody, as it is a closely held secret, known to only four other
people; Jill Anderson, (Who is back to being a Senior FBI Special
Agent) Sgt Major Robert Morse, (Who trained both Jasper and I, and
spotted the fact that we often worked without verbal commands.),
Doctor Janowitz (My head doctor, who also specializes in mental
telepathist.), and the Judge Advocate General of the Navy.)

I looked down at my new furry friend, “How
about it, do you want to come and live with us. Think you can
adjust to staying in at night and using a litter box.” I had to
take his response as a yes, for he arched his back, and then rose
up on his hind legs, to rub his body against my leg. I couldn’t
help to not pet his ruff and then his scarred up head between his
ears. “How do you like the name Street-Fighter, for Street for
short?” Once again, he rubbed against me.

Jasper; why don’t you show our new friend
around while I run to the store and get some kitty supplies for
Street-Fighter.

“Can do mom.”

I picked up my dish from the floor as Street
moved over towards Jasper. I didn’t sense any apprehension on
either’s part, which seemed a bit strange. I mean how often do you
see an Alpha Feral cat, walk up to a dog, especially a border
collie, a breed not known to tolerate cats that well. Yet before I
left for the store, I glance out towards the patio and saw the two
laying side by side, their two sides actually touching.
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That first night was interesting, for
Street-Fighter accepted and used the litter box right away, and ate
the food that I put into his new bowl, which I sat next to
Jasper’s. I had also bought a bed just like Jasper has, but he paid
it no attention. Instead, he seemed to follow Jasper wherever he
went, who like normal followed me wherever I went.

That night began a new routine that I don’t
foresee changing anytime soon. I ended up with both Jasper and
Street in bed with me when I went to bed that night. They also took
care of the cat bed issue in the morning, for shortly after I went
into my office, where Jasper’s bed is. I had to laugh, as Street
entered my office followed by Jasper, who had Street’s new bed in
his mouth. He dropped it next to his, and they both lay down in
their own beds.

I couldn’t help to think,
that these two seemed to be totally in control of what was taking
place with the addition of Street-Fighter into my life. I glance at
Jasper, and mentally told him, “Methinks
that you are playing with our mom. You wouldn’t do that would
you?”

Jasper’s silence and feigned sleep, gave me
my answer. I decided to just see how it played out. Jasper is too
well trained to not respond to my voice, either spoken or through
our telepathic channel not to answer me.
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