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Chapter 1



I get a lot of matches. People come to me from all over the world. Did you know that, bubeleh? One time I even got a lovely gentleman from the North Pole. Business is good. I cant complain. But did you know that a lot of people want to come to me, but theyre afraid? Fear is a strong enemy of love. What are they afraid of, you might ask. That theyre not beautiful enough. That theyre not smart enough. That theyre not rich enough. That theyre not lovable enough. But the number one biggest fear is that theyre too old. Too old for love…have you ever heard of such mishegas? Yes, I bet you have. Something happens to our thinking as we get closer to our final days. Instead of visualizing ourselves as vessels full of a lifetimes worth of wisdom, kindness, beauty, and love, we see ourselves as reaching our use by date. We picture the last of our wisdom, kindness, beauty, and love draining out of ourselves, just like our supply of estrogen and skin elasticity until theres gornisht. Bupkes. These matches see themselves as worthless bags of skin never to feel again the euphoria of the first sparks of passion with a new love. I dont blame them too much. After all, a sixty-year old tuchus isnt usually a thing of beauty. But that doesnt mean that that tuchus doesnt deserve as much love as a twenty-year old tuchus. How to alleviate your potential matches fears, you might ask? The proof is in the pudding, dolly. Dont wait for them to ask. Push them off the cliff and match them, even if theyre too scared to ask. Go to them. Match their tuchus. 

Lesson 76, Matchmaking Advice from Your 

Grandma Zelda



My grandmother thought I shared her gift for knowing things that couldnt be known, but that Tuesday, I had no idea that old man Dwight Foyle was about to be murdered and that I was going to find his body…as usual. Maybe Grandma was right, and I did have a third eye waiting to make its appearance, but for now, it was being distracted by Spencer. 

Oh, Spencer.

He smelled like really expensive sex. Like a young Hugh Jackman-- but much better looking-- mixed with kajillion-dollar mens cologne, mixed with a testosterone supplement that the EPA would have listed as one of the most dangerous substances on earth, mixed with a whole bunch of holy moly. 

Gobs of holy moly.

Massive quantities of holy moly.

Holy moly. I moaned, as his hands roamed my naked body searching for my erogenous zones. He found them all. This is so good. I moaned again. It was good, and I knew it was going to get better. After all, we had only just started. We were naked, slick with sweat, our limbs intertwined, rolling around on the floor of the National Museum of Natural History as tour groups of tourists walked by, enjoying the dinosaur display.

Spencer looked deeply into my eyes. Bubeleh, you want Danish or bagels for breakfast? he asked. I got prune Danish and pumpernickel bagels. I hear that pumpernickel is very good to keep you regular. But prune is gangbusters for a speedy bowel. Hows your pooping these days?

Huh? I asked the naked, muscly Spencer.

His blue eyes were dark with passion. Your poop. Hows your poop?

Excuse me?

Dolly, did you hear me? Spencer asked.

His gorgeous face shimmered and then faded away. I grabbed for him, but he was gone. Disappeared. So was I. I was no longer naked in the Natural History Museum, no longer getting it on with the man who was supposedly in my life. 

Instead, I was waking up in my bed in my grandmothers house. Speaking of Grandma, her ancient, slack face was hanging over me, and she tugged at my pajama sleeve. Her hair was covered in rollers, and she was wearing her favorite blue housedress. Well, bubeleh? she demanded. Danish or pumpernickel bagel? Hey, I got a good idea. Why dont we do both? I think were going to need our strength today. We could carbo load like marathon runners.

I rubbed my eyes. I was dreaming, I said.

She nodded. Boy, were you dreaming. Porno dreaming. If you dont seal the deal with Spencer, youre going to blow up.

She was right. It had been two weeks since Spencer and I sort of committed ourselves to a relationship with each other. I had inadvertently said the L word, but when it was his turn, he sort of choked on his tongue. I hadnt seen much of him since. I didnt know if he was hiding from me or if I was hiding from him. In any case, it had been a quiet two weeks. My body was getting impatient. My grandmother was right; I was going to blow up any minute.

Im not going to blow up, I said, pulling the covers up under my chin. Were just taking it slow. I could see my breath as it hit the cold air. Grandma, its freezing in here.

Cold makes you sleep better. But you can get up now. I turned on the furnace. Itll be toasty in no time. We got the New Year, New Love meeting in an hour.

That meant I didnt have a lot of time to get my prunes and pumpernickels in me before Grandmas house was invaded by the desperate and lonely. My grandmother insisted that the cold might make you sleep better, but it was terrible for finding love. There were a whole lot of miserable people wearing long underwear in our town of Cannes, California, during this frigid January. Hopefully, the New Year, New Love meeting would help match up a few of them. I had moved in with my grandmother eight months before to help her with her matchmaking business. It was a steep learning curve. Grandma had a way of matching people with an almost magical gift. She assured me that I had the gift, too, but there was little evidence of it so far.

I wrapped my blanket around me and padded my way to the bathroom. I scratched a place on my arm, which was raised in an angry welt. Despite the cold January, we were getting an influx of mosquitoes. Every morning for the past week, I had been getting up with new bites on my body. It was like the mosquitoes were confused about what season it was, or they had decided to spend the winter in Grandmothers large Victorian house.

After my shower, I put calamine lotion on my bites and decided to make an effort to look the part for the day. Just as Spencer and I had sort of decided to be a couple, I had sort of decided to finally be a real matchmaker, once and for all. A professional. So, this morning I made a point to put on professional makeup and professional clothes and put my hair back in a professional ponytail. Not bad, I told my reflection in the mirror. I looked respectable in my black turtleneck, dark green skirt, and black boots.

Downstairs, I smelled the coffee brewing. I found Grandma in the kitchen. She had stuffed her ample body into a Stella McCartney-knockoff beige power suit. Her hair was teased into submission, and she was still wearing her plastic slippers, which clacked on the linoleum when she walked around the kitchen.

Grab the milk out of the refrigerator, Gladie, she told me.

I took out the milk and the cream cheese. The table was already set, and I picked up one of the plates as the toaster oven dinged with our pumpernickel bagels. I sat down across from Grandma, and tossed one of the bagels onto her plate. She poured coffee into a Dont Mess With Texas mug that she must have gotten as a gift because my grandmother never left her property line.

Good coffee, I commented, taking a sip.

What a day its going to be! she exclaimed, scratching at a mosquito bite on her neck.

It is? I asked, concerned. The past two weeks had been quiet, and I didnt want to ramp up any excitement in my life. Not after my December, which had been packed with dead people and things exploding.

You should probably eat double. Get your strength up.

I scratched at a mosquito bite on my leg. Im not sure I have any more strength. But I did as she told me and ate double. It was always a mistake not to listen to my grandmother. She had a way of knowing things that couldnt be known.

Just as she took the first bite of her second Danish, she froze in place. Her eyes fixed at the air above my head, and I looked to see what she was staring at. There was nothing there.

What is it? Are you okay? I asked.

Her face was a picture of fear. Someones here who shouldnt be here.

That could have meant a good hundred people. Grandmas house was the Grand Central of the town. People came and went every day. But this was different, according to my grandmother. In defense against the unknown intruder, I grabbed my butter knife with a smear of cream cheese on it. Should I call 911?

She blinked. Our home has been invaded, Gladie. Somethings definitely not right.

My instinct was to run like crazy, but Grandma insisted that we search the house for the unseen invader. She stood behind me and my cream-cheese smeared butter knife as we walked from one room to the next, investigating every closet and under every bed. But we found no one.

Maybe your radars off, I said when we reached the downstairs, again.

She thought about that a moment. No, Im seeing pretty clearly today. I wish I could get a handle on the invader, though. Thats a bit fuzzy.

The front door opened, and a parade of women of all shapes and ages paraded in. They were repeat offenders, women who had more problems in the love arena than the average person. But my grandmother was eternally optimistic that their matches were out there somewhere. She had created the New Year, New Love meeting specifically for them to give them a boost for the year. Without being instructed, the group set up folding chairs in the parlor. They laid out cookies and a big pot of coffee and sat down, chatting among themselves.

Okay, bubeleh, lets get cracking, Grandma told me.

I took a seat next to Grandma, and she nodded toward me to begin. Being responsible for other peoples lives got me really nervous and I wondered if I would ever get used to it. Despite sweat breaking out on my upper lip and under my arms, I knew Id have to soldier on. Having my grandmother with me helped. She was the backup that I needed because I knew she wouldnt let me fail while she was around. I smiled back at her, giving her a sign that I was fully on board as a professional matchmaker. She smiled back and crossed her legs. I noticed then that her heels had formed a thick crust. Normally, my grandmother was very concerned about her upkeep. Every Monday, Bird Gonzalez, the local hairdresser, would visit and give my grandmother a head-to-toe tune-up. Come to think of it, Bird hadnt come this week, which was odd. Usually, nothing came between Bird and her clients. Crusty heels or gray roots in town was bad advertising for Bird. I wondered what was wrong, and if Bird was okay.

Im fifty-two years old, Darlene Scholz complained. Ive already given up on my ovaries, but soon Im going to have to give up on my vagina. You know what I mean?

I had no idea what she meant. I shot a panicked glance at my grandmother. Your hoo-ha has got years before it gives up the ghost, Grandma told Darlene, reassuringly.

Darlene didnt look totally convinced. I got the impression that she gave her vagina a lot of thought and knew something that we didnt know. I didnt give my vagina any thought at all, and now I was wondering if I should have. How much thought should women give to their vaginas? The fact that I didnt know made me doubt myself as a matchmaker, again.

Grandma patted my knee. Youre doing fine, Gladie, she said.

Even with the bad weather, we need to get out and show ourselves, I began. January is a bummer with the weather and short days. So, get out there and participate in the towns events.

Im allergic to the cold, Christine Lansberg interrupted. And I cant do anything involving hot cider or hot chocolate. It throws off my numbers.

I didnt know what she meant by numbers. Did hot chocolate have a number? I shot Grandma another desperate look, and she signaled to the binder on the coffee table. I picked it up and quickly searched for Christine in it. Grandmas notes said that Christine needed a man who liked quilting and who knew how to use an EpiPen. My forehead broke out into layer of sweat. 

Then it hit me. Youre right, Christine. Thats why I think you should visit Henriettas Notions. Henriettas son had just come back from Afghanistan, where he served as a medic. He had potential as a great match. Grandma gave me an approving nod.

I was pumped up with self-confidence. This matchmaking business wasnt as hard as I thought. Maybe I really did have the gift.

The meeting went on for about another twenty minutes before we stopped for a cookie break. I hadnt had any more brainstorms, but Grandma seemed to know where three of the women should go to find their forever loves. It was all going smoothly until the front door opened and the sound of mens boots echoed through the house, stampeding like Clydesdales at the start of a Budweiser commercial.

Oh, dear, Grandma breathed.

What the hell? Darlene shrieked.

I dont know why, but I shut my eyes tight. Maybe it was some sort of survival instinct. 

Save our towns good name! a man yelled from the entranceway. I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear the New Year, New Love participants get up and move around. Fools. They wanted to see what the action was, but I had experience with action, and it never turned out well. I wanted nothing to do with it. Fool me once, okay. Fool me a dozen times, and…well, I had no intention of getting involved, no matter what it was. I had moved into a crazy town full of crazy characters. Normally, I got sucked into the craziness, which made me crazy, and occasionally put me in the hospital, but now I needed a moment to just be normal. Was that so much to ask?

Yes. Yes, it was.

Were going to have truth this year, no matter what! another man yelled. I recognized his voice. It was Jose, my grandmothers gardener. Usually he was very mild-mannered, but now he was spitting mad. He had worked with Grandma to create her prize-winning roses and crossed himself a lot around her, probably because he believed that she was a witch.

Get that pickaxe away from my face! another man yelled. You want some of my axe?

I dare you!

Ill pound you one, head-in-the-sand moron!

Communist!

I opened my eyes. The women of the meeting had shuffled out of the room, and Grandma was still sitting next to me, shaking her head, like she was disappointed that girls were wearing their skirts too short this year.

You interrupted our meeting! I heard Darlene yell at the men in the entranceway. Now what am I going to do about my vagina?

That seemed to quiet down whatever argument they were having. Grandma, do you ever think of retirement? I asked.

Sometimes I think about becoming a welder, but I dont like heights.

She got up and walked into the other room. Reluctantly, I followed her out. The entranceway was crammed with the single women and five men armed with pickaxes and other tools that they were wielding like weapons. It would have been a great matchmaking opportunity normally, but the single women didnt look interested in the men. That was probably because the men were dressed as 19th century, filthy gold miners, and they were giving off an authentic old-timey smell, not to mention that they were wild-eyed, fighting mad, and ready for hand-to-hand combat.

Zelda, we came here because you got to help us work this out, one of the men implored my grandmother.

Certainly, Ralph. How can I help?

Jose here is rebelling against tradition. Were in a crisis that could bring down this town.

The women gasped. I sniggered and put my hand over my mouth. It would take a lot to bring down the town. We had already had a cult invasion, a flying donkey, and body parts in the freezer section of Walleys. And the town was still intact.

Our tradition has been wrong all these years, Zelda, Jose said. Ralph threw his pickaxe on his shoulder like one of Snow Whites dwarfs and huffed. Another man nodded in agreement with Jose. It was like the civil war all over again.

I thought the gold mine was closed, I said. It had just dawned on me that the mine had closed down over one hundred years ago. Cannes was a small mountain town east of San Diego. It had been founded with the discovery of gold in the middle of the 1800s, but the gold ran out pretty quickly, and now it was just a tourist town, filled with pie shops and antique stores.

Of course its closed, Ralph said, annoyed.

Every January, the town puts on a historical play. Its been the same play since as far back as I can remember. Grandma explained. As far back as she could remember was a long time. Im guessing youre having creative disagreements this year? she asked Jose.

It was my first January in Cannes since I was a little girl. I didnt remember the play at all.

Jose and his cabal want to change the soul of this town! one of the men shouted and shook his pickaxe.

Fascist!

Lenin-loving Stalin!

These are not creative disagreements, Zelda, Jose said. Its about the truth. The real, dark history of our town.

Time seemed to stand still, and there wasnt a sound in the room. We seemed to stop breathing, while we waited to hear what the real, dark history of our town was.

Jose opened his mouth, ready to reveal all, when another woman and man stepped through the front doorway, interrupting him. 

It was like Grandmas entranceway had become the vortex for the town, the whirlpool where everyone came to drown, or at least to voice their discontent. The woman looked slightly familiar. She was mousy, in a long skirt, stretched out cardigan, and a long wool coat. The man was Andy Griffith.

Uh, I said.

Liar! the mousy woman shouted and pointed at me. I looked behind me to see who she was shouting at. Nope, nobody there. She and Andy Griffith pushed their way past everyone to get into my face. Liar! Fraud! Phony!

Is this part of the meeting? one of the matches asked. Like a show?

How did you get Andy Griffith for an appearance? Darlene asked.

I thought he was dead, Ralph said.

Its not Andy Griffith, Grandma explained. Thats Gordon Zorro.

Andy Griffith is Zorro? I asked.

He sure looks like Andy Griffith, Darlene said.

Whistle your theme song, a man with a pickaxe demanded.

Andy Griffith or Zorro or whoever he was waved a paper in the air. Gladie Burger, youre being served.

For a few seconds, I thought he was delivering pizza or Chinese food. Grandma caught on more quickly and retrieved the paper from his hand.

You told me that I was going to fall in love, and I didnt, the woman screeched, her finger hanging in the air, pointing at me. All heads turned toward me…the matches and the costumed townspeople. 

Im sorry? I said like a question. Do I know you?

It was the wrong thing to say. Her eyes got huge, and she began to pant like a Chihuahua, tryingI assume--to find the right words to express her outrage.

Maybe I know you, I said to pacify her, actually she did look familiar to me. Grandma remembered every name and face of every person that she met or saw a picture of, but I was terrible with names and faces, which was just one more sign that I probably didnt have my grandmothers gift for this business.

Fionnula Jericho, Grandma said, gently taking her hand in hers. What can we do for you?

Fionnula Jericho. Fionnula Jericho. The name was familiar, too. Oh! Fionnula Jericho! I cried. Of course. You were at Romance for the Holidays. I remember you. She had been dressed pretty much the same as she was now at the meeting a couple weeks before, and instead of angry, she had been depressed. The rest was fuzzy. I remembered telling her something about falling in love, but that was it.

You told me that I would fall in love! Youre a fraud! Im not going to rest until everyone knows it and I take every penny you have.

I have like three pennies, I said.

Fraud! Phony! Come on, lawyer, she said, tugging on the arm of the Andy Griffith-lookalike.

Bye yall, he called, and they walked out.

Was that part of the show? one of the matches asked.

Are you sure that wasnt Andy? He even sounded like him, Ralph said.

My grandmother handed me the paper. I blinked twice and read through it three times because I couldnt believe my eyes. According to the paper, Fionnula Jericho was suing me for eight-hundred-thousand dollars, and Gordon Zorro was her lawyer.

Eight hundred…eight hundred… I hyperventilated.

Put your hands up, bubeleh.

I put my hands up, letting the subpoena float to the floor. Eight hundred…

One of the men whistled. Thats a lot of clams.

What did she do to get sued for eight-hundred-thousand, Zelda? Darlene asked.

She must have poisoned her dog or burned her with hot coffee. Those are big lawsuits, a man commented.

A match nodded. Yep. Saw that on Judge Judy. Im no expert, but it doesnt look good for you.

It doesnt look good, I repeated, my voice hitching up like I had sucked helium. It doesnt look good!

If Fionnula has Gordon Zorro, you cant mess around, Grandma said seriously.

I cant mess around, I repeated. Eight hundred…Eight hundred…

Youre going to have to hire Canness second-biggest shark, she told me.

Second-biggest shark? Why not the first biggest shark?

Grandma shook her head. Canness biggest shark is Gordon Zorro. So, youll have to hire number two. John Wayne.

John Wayne? Andy Griffith against John Wayne?

Dont be ridiculous. Its Zorro against John Wayne. Go now. John Wayne has a slot available until twelve oclock. And dont stare at his face.

I nodded. Twelve oclock. No face.

The eight hundred thousand number had me in a state of shock. I knew that my grandmother was speaking to me, but I couldnt understand a lot of the words. I started to push my way through the crowd to visit the second biggest shark.

Cannes police department, a gruff, authoritarian voice bellowed at the front door, stopping me in my tracks. I knew that voice. Usually it was chastising me for something or trying to get into my Spanx, but it was still the same voice.

Spencer Bolton, the police chief and my maybe, sort of, oh-who-knows boyfriend was pushing his way into the bursting-out-of-the-seams entranceway. He pushed past the single women and pickaxe-bearing men until he spotted me.

Are you kidding me? he demanded.




Chapter 2


A matchmakers life is full of stumbling blocks. Thats because love is a part of life, and life has its ups and downs. But dont worry too much about stumbling blocks. If you stumble, take a moment, get your balance back, and continue on. Now, falling down dead blocks are a different thing. Those you got to worry about.

Lesson 105, Matchmaking Advice from Your 

Grandma Zelda


Spencer was over six feet tall, built like a boxer with dark brown hair and blue, blue eyes. He was dressed in a custom-made suit, as usual, with perfectly polished shoes and a long wool coat. He was always better dressed than me. He had never been to my below-the-belt happy meadow, but we had discussed it, and it was sort of inevitable that he would spend a lot of time there eventually, which both thrilled and terrified me at the same time. 

He cleared out everyone from the house who didnt share the Burger last name, but he didnt have to exert much pressure since the men were panicked by the police presence.

Scatter! The coppers are here! one of them shouted.

The jigs up! another one yelled.

Made it, Ma! Top of the world!

It was like a movie from the twenties. I expected James Cagney to show up at any minute. Half of the men dropped their mining tools before they took off, and the women were fast on their heels. It was quite a reaction to Spencer. Sure, he was the police chief, but it wasnt like he had brought the rest of the police force with him.

It was a little disappointing, since I never got to hear what Canness dark history was about. I began to gather the pickaxes and other tools from Grandmas floor.

Whats going on here? Spencer demanded.

Im cleaning up what could be weapons or play props.

I handed him an armful of tools and took the rest outside to the side of the house. Spencer followed me. Why were dirty men with pickaxes in your house?

I think it had something to do with acting or the real, dark history of our town. Why are you here?

I heard that there were men with pickaxes in your house. So, I came to save you.

He dropped the tools on the ground and took mine from me, dropping them next to the others. A wave of attraction hit me, and sexual chemistry sizzled and popped between us. It took my breath away, and I wasnt the only one who wasnt immune. Spencer pushed me against the house and leaned in close. He was strikingly handsome. I had thought that I would have gotten used to his God-looks by now, but I hadnt.

Damn it.

Spencer had eyes that seemed to look right into my soul and read all of my most intimate thoughts. What are you doing? I croaked.

Im getting things started.

Here? Now? Next to the weapons?

If I wait to kiss you at an appropriate time in an appropriate place, Ill be an old man with blue balls.

Blue balls, I breathed.

His hips pushed against mine, reminding me of his tool to get things started. Uh, I said. He had hot sex shooting out of his pores and through his expensive, tailored suit. His breath smelled of Spanish omelet and coffee. And something else. I was scared of the something else, but I was also hungry for it.

His lips lightly grazed my neck, making me squirm with desire. His lips were like flames, setting my skin on fire wherever they touched. My hands circled his waist and pulled him closer. A thought invaded the far recesses of my brain, warning me that I didnt want this. I tried to push it away, but it was persistent, traveling from the inner recesses of my brain right up to my consciousness. Finally, the thought screamed at me right behind my eyes, and I couldnt ignore it any longer.

I pushed Spencer away from me, unsuctioning his hot lips from my neck. Wait a second, I said.

He smirked his annoying little smirk. Why? You wanna get naked, first?

I so wanted to get naked. Of course I dont want to get naked! Why would I want to get naked with someone who cant make a commitment.?

Define commitment.

You know. The thing.

The thing?

The thing I said by accident and then you didnt say it, but you wanted to say it. Or you didnt want to say it, but you almost said it before the killer burst in at the cabin.

Spencers smirk disappeared. Oh. The thing.

Im figuring the thing is why I havent seen you in the past couple of weeks.

To be fair, I didnt really want to see him, either. The thing scared me.

Ive been really busy, Pinky, he said, using his normal nickname for me. I must have shot him a thats bullshit expression because he became sheepish and ran his hand through his perfectly cut hair. I might have been hiding. But that was before. Im a new man.

How much of a new man?

In answer, he pushed into me and put his hand on the wall above my head. His face was all smolder and hot, hot, hot.

Thats not a new man, I said. Thats the old Spencer.

He arched an eyebrow and shrugged. It was worth a shot. You want to go to lunch? Im hearing good things about a new Greek restaurant on Main.

Like a date? A real date? I was almost giddy with the idea of going on a real date with Spencer. It was so normal, like it was the start of something real between us.

Whats in a word? he said like the player he had always been. But I would take it. A date. A date with Spencer. I was officially in a relationship. I finally had a real boyfriend.

Dolly, you cant go on a date, my grandmother interrupted, popping her head around the corner of the house.

But…

She tapped her wrist. Look at the time. You got to get out of here. John Wayne is only available until noon.

John Wayne? Spencer asked.

My heart pounded in my chest, as I remembered that I was being sued. Im being sued, I breathed.

So? Spencer asked.

What do you mean, so?

I mean, this cant be the first time.

Of course its the first time. What did you think? Did you think I get sued every day?

Spencer shrugged his shoulders. Well…

I punched him in the arm. I got to go. I have an appointment with the second biggest shark in Cannes. I hoped the towns number two shark would save me, and I hoped he would accept a payment plan to pay his bill. Like a three-hundred-year long payment plan.

At least let me drive you, Spencer said. The month before, a meth lab explosion had killed my ancient Oldsmobile Cutlass Supreme. Now I was carless.

Thank you, I said, accepting his offer.

Spencers phone rang, and he answered it. Yeah. Yeah. Okay. Right. He turned off the phone and slipped it into his jacket pocket. Sorry, Pinky. Youre on your own. I got business.

He stepped away from me but stopped. Turning around slowly, his annoying smirk grew wide into a real smile. He snapped his fingers, like he was remembering something, and walked back to me. He
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