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First Monday in May, Effham Falls, MN 

Kathy was patiently waiting for the City Council to open the floor.  Her flyers had been printed up by Joe Schmau and he passed them out beforehand.

“We will now open the floor for New Business,” Mayor Richard Talbot called out. 

Kathy stood and with each step towards the center floor podium, she was one step closer to the next phase in her life. 

Cindy Swanstrom brushed past her - No.  Pushed or rather body checked was more accurate and impressive for the 4 '10' woman of no more than 125 pounds.  Cindy’s quick strides ate up the distance to the center stage and she was out of breath by the time she arrived. “I want to discuss Kathy Balsam’s Nudist Colony.”  She was waving a pink piece of paper - the color of her flyers.  

Kathy increased her steps, though truthfully she wanted to sink into a vacant chair.  As she forced her feet to walk forward, she caught a glimpse of the flier in Sheriff Craig Sorenson’s hand. 

COME OUT OF YOUR SHELL

AT THE 

NUDI ST COLONY! 

“Ugh.” Kathy should’ve double-checked Joe’s work.  He might be fast, but Effham Falls had more than a few errors in The Gazette, because of Joe’s lack of caring. 

Now she would have to explain to the entire town she wasn’t running a nudist colony.  Although given the righteous indignity Cindy held at the moment, she was tempted to say there was nothing in the bylaws that said she couldn’t let people run naked on her property. 

All this because she wanted to start over.  To run a retreat for Artists. It was because she was bored.  Her son, Sam, was off in the world. Her ex-husband had left years ago with that cocktail waitress from The Rusty Nail Bar and Grill when Sam had been about ten.  

And she’d written the end of her final Susan Law mystery series.  She’d let Susan go off into the sunset with Detective Diego Costas.  Someone should have a happy ending. 

She reached the alcove of the Stage and Flynn Stewart of all people sidled up next to her.  “I always knew you had a wild side, Kate.” 

“Flynn,” she bristled.  “You can call me Kathy or if you forget, Mrs. Balsam will do.” 

“Mrs. Balsam doesn’t look like someone who would open a nudist colony.” His voice was warm and teasing. 

“She’s not.  I mean, I’m not opening a nudist colony.  Joe misprinted it.  It should say Avenue, not Street.” 

“Well, you better get to explaining that before the end of the meeting.  You certainly don’t want the widow Effham getting a copy of the meeting notes.”

“What are you doing here, Flynn?  You don’t come to town meetings.”

“I’m looking to sell The BarFly and that has to be approved by the council.  I’m finally leaving Effin’ Falls.” 

“You’re leaving?”  Kathy was too startled to come back with some witty remark.  Though she had never forgiven Flynn for dumping her before college,  she couldn’t really picture Effham without him.  Truth be told, he served as an inspiration for Diego Costas in her mysteries.  

“I can’t stay here anymore.  I’m tired of hearing Seymour Fairfax and his cronies telling crash story after repeated crash story.  I need the council to approve the sale of The BarFly because Fairfax owns the airstrip.” 

“Good luck.”  Flynn would need it especially since many veterans considered The BarFly, the unofficial meeting place since Effham had no VFW or American Legion. 

“Yeah, you too.” He nodded at the podium. “You better get up there.  Cindy looks as if her head might fly right off.” 

“And furthermore, I dug up this bit of erotic porn that Mrs. Balsam wrote under the pseudonym, Kate Pine.” 

Oh no. Not her romance. Her feet moved forward, but not before Cindy spoke.

“Desiree’s Delectable Desire!”  Cindy held the book in the air, waving it like Father O’Malley during Sunday Service. 

Kathy’s feet slugged like walking through a swamp, but she finally reached the podium. “I’m not opening a Nudist Colony!” 

Flynn was chuckling, she recognized his infectious timbre.  A smile spread at the ludicrousy of it all.  

“How do you explain this!” Pink paper whipped in front of her nose. She stood back lest she get a paper cut. 

“For Pete’s sake, Cindy.  It’s a goddamn typo.” 

There was a collective gasp in the audience.  

“Maybe just a regular typo,” Flynn offered up.  “I’m not sure God printed it.  As a matter of fact, this looks like Joe’s handiwork.” 

Kathy glared at him while simultaneously relieved he was on her side. “Yes. I had Joe print them up as a sampling.  It should say Nudi Avenue Colony and they were only for today’s meeting.  I’m nowhere near opening up.” 

“What is it?  Some kind of Mumbo-Jumbo commune?”

“It’s going to be a retreat center.” 

“For nudists?” The woman reminded her of a terrier with a sock.  Never surrender without a fight and a whole lot of teeth. 

“No, artists and writers.  There are no nudists.” 

“How do you explain this?”  Desiree’s bodice-ripping cover waived like a banner of war.  

“I don’t.  I wrote it.  It didn’t sell so I moved on to the Susan Law Mysteries, as you all know.”  

There were collective nods.  

“Will you have these types of authors at your retreat?” 

“And what if I do?”

“Well, we shouldn’t allow those sorts of people in our town,”  Cindy spoke with renewed vigor, but Kathy could tell she’d lost the audience so she went for the jugular. 

“We can’t stop tourism.” 

“Do you think it will bring tourists?” Prudence, owner of the Wayside Motel asked. 

“I hope so. My plan is to convert my barn into a hall.  It could also be used for local events.  Then I’d like to convert my granary into a small cabin.  Eventually, I’d like to run a B&B. Not right away,” she assured Prudence. “And of course, any workers from out of town will need a place to stay.”

The motel owner nodded. 

“Are there any other concerns you have?” She inwardly winced. 

“What kind of permits are you looking for?” Mayor Talbot asked. 

“I’m not sure.  It was one of the reasons I wanted to inform the town of my plan.” 

“I’ll send Ed out to your place.” 

Kathy nodded and stepped down.  She hoped this would be the last she’d have to see of the place.  
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Who knew his Kate would become a famous mystery writer?  Her books were damn depressing though.  All of Susan Law’s love interests were either murdered in the first five pages or they were the killer except for this last one.  In the Law of Averages, Susan ended up with Diego.  Rumor had it, that this was Kate’s last book.  He hadn’t read them all, but he would have Jill order some into the Tattered Book Store.  He needed to get his hands on Desiree’s Delectable Desire.  It must’ve been a while ago.  Kate had gone by Kathy ever since Frank left.  

“You’re next,” Sheriff Sorenson nudged him.

“I’m here seeking the town’s permission to sell The BarFly.” 

If people thought a nudist colony caused an uproar that was nothing compared to the sale of one of Effham’s three bars.  He could barely hear himself over the din of yelling.
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“Kate!  Wait up.”  

Kathy turned, figured Flynn wouldn’t just let her leave.  Though it didn’t really matter, he would be leaving soon enough for the both of them.  

“Are you really starting up this retreat?” 

“I am.” 

“Why?”

“I’m done writing.  My agent wants me to take up another genre but I’m over it.  I think my proverbial muse needs a long overdue break.”  It was probably more information than Flynn wanted, but too bad.  

“Are you really done?  You’re so good at it.”  

She was done tiptoeing around people.  “You think you know what I want...no need, better than me?” 

“Well, I—”

“Everyone thinks they know what I want.  You, my agent, my publisher,  Sam, and even town busybody Cindy.  I’ve had enough.  I finally get to do what I want.”  She’d been advancing on him until they were blocking the door to city hall.  

“Oh good.  You’re still here.” Mayor Talbot spoke to her as he opened the door.  “The city council would like you to put together a class.” 

“Why?” They said simultaneously. 

“We’d like Kathy to host a class so we might better get an idea of what we are looking at.  If you could have something ready by this coming Saturday, that would be ideal.” 

“That’s in five days!”  Even she heard the panic in her voice. 

“The town has faith you can do it.  I’ll have Ed and Chief Sorrell stop over to make sure you are good to go with the codes.” 

“I can check out the wiring for Don and give him a report.” 

“That would streamline the process, thanks, Flynn.”  Mayor Talbot answered before walking away.  

“You just couldn’t resist putting your nose in where it doesn’t belong, could you?” she threw the words at him. 

“Hey, I’m just trying to help you out. If you want the Chief to stop by, so be it.” 

“No.  You’re right. Does Wednesday work okay?”

“I can stop by tomorrow.” 

“No, I have my last signing at Jill’s.” 

“Fine Wednesday, then.” 
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