
  
    [image: Crumbs of Defeat]
  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also By Jo A. Hiestand

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Cookies and Kilts Cozy Mysteries

        Shortbread And Dead

        A Trifling Murder

        A Drizzle of Trouble

      

        

      
        The McLaren Mysteries

        Cold Revenge

        Last Seen

        Shadow in the Smoke

        Unclaimed

        An Unfolding Trap

        No Known Address

        An Unwilling Suspect

        Arrested Flight

        Photo Shoot

        Empty Handed

        Black Moon

        Hide and Seek

        Related By Murder

        Haunted Water

        Dark Deed on a Dark Moor

        The Low Road

        Overdue

        The Cottage

        Christmas at Corbie Hall

        The Swim (A McLaren Crossed Paths Prequel)

      

        

      
        The Peak District Mysteries

        A Staged Murder

        A Recipe For Murder

        In A Wintry Wood

        A Touch of Murder

        The Stone Hex

        Searching Shadows

        An Old Remedy

        Shrouded in Yew

        Ancestral Whispers

        Fire Trap

      

        

      
        Stand Alone Books

        Cider, Swords & Straw: Celebrating British Customs (cookbook with Peak District Mystery book synopses and customs information)

        Carols for Groundhog’s Day

        Tea in a Tin Cup: Travel and Culinary Adventures of a Writer

      

      

    

  

  
    
      Crumbs of Defeat

      A Cookies & Kilts Mystery

    

    
      
        Jo A. Hiestand

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Cousins House]
        

      

    

  

  
    
      Cover and Interior Design by Cousins House

       

      Copyright © 2024 Jo A. Hiestand. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means-- electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise--without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except for brief quotations used in a review.

       

      This is a work of fiction, and is produced from the author’s imagination. People, places, and things mentioned in this novel are used in a fictional manner.

       

      Cover photo of cupcakes by jmsilva at istockphoto

      Cover photo of Cavalier King Charles Spaniel by PicsbyFran from Pixabay

      Tartan ribbon photo by AngelicaMari79 at istockphoto

      Book interior photo of Cavalier King Charles Spaniel by Geoff Oliver at unsplash

      Book interior photo of kitten by the author

       

      Visit us on the web at: www.johiestand.com

       

      Published by Cousins House

      Printed in the United States of America

    

  

  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Dedication

      

      
        Acknowledgements

      

      
        Beaudin Trace, Missouri

      

      
        Cast of Characters

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

    

    
      
        I hope you enjoyed…

      

      
        A few recipes from the novel

      

      
        Not to forget our canine friends...

      

      
        Reviews for the Cookies & Kilts mysteries

      

      
        Jo A. Hiestand

      

      
        Social sites you might be interested in:

      

    

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      For the real Reg. In gratitude for your help when I needed it, and for your advice to watch for the fog.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgements

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks as usual to my brilliant editor, Kathy, who spots the typed faux pas and suggests how to make the storyline better.

      A big thank you to Terry Newman, for suggesting the name of Reg Mikelberg’s towboat. You nailed it, didn’t put a foot wrong on this one. Thanks, Terry!

      Also, I thank ‘Reg.’ If it hadn’t been for you, I know the character and the storyline wouldn’t have been born.  Thank you for the inspiration and for your friendship.

      As usual, any mistakes in the book are solely mine.

      Jo A. Hiestand

      St. Louis, Missouri

      August 2024

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Beaudin Trace, Missouri

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      
    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Cast of Characters

          

        

      

    

    
      
        	Kate Dunbar: owner of ‘Biscuits With a Brogue’ pet bakery

        	Gervaise Lavelle: owner of ‘Fabulous Feasts’ culinary school

        	Margot Lavelle: daughter of Gervaise

        	Tiffany Farnsworth: culinary school student

        	Natalie Knight: culinary school student

        	Dana Flynn: ‘The Clover’ restaurant co-owner

        	Palmer Flynn: Dana’s husband, ‘The Clover’ restaurant co-owner

        	Seth Ulrich: server at ‘The Clover’ restaurant

        	Tristan Sanders: local newspaper columnist

        	Chad MacDonald: helper at ‘Your Evening Meal’ soup kitchen

        	Reg Mikelberg: retired towboat captain

        	Beryl Muggle: mystery author

        	Harold Gibler: retired schoolteacher

        	Joshua Cline: Deputy Sheriff

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      "You shouldn’t have been allowed to enter this contest." Tiffany Farnsworth stared at the woman occupying the neighboring cooking station. Her words and volume would have conveyed her disdain to most anyone, but the contempt on her face made her feelings explicit. “It’s not honest. You’ve an unfair advantage. You’re a professional baker. And if you win, I’m lodging a complaint. Just see if I don’t.”

      Kate Dunbar, the recipient of the criticism, blinked. When she had submitted her registration form for the town’s baking competition, she had no thought that someone would object. Or object with such obvious vehemence. She took a breath, debating on what she could say to lower the nineteen-year-old’s temperature. She could understand the ire and perhaps panic that the teen was experiencing, especially if this was her first contest. It was a chance to gain some attention in the fierce world of professional baking. It would help anyone’s career if all the hard work garnered a first place award. But to react so strongly to Kate’s presence seemed over the top. Indignation was one thing; meanness was another.

      Kate watched the girl cross her arms over her chest. She looked as though she was preparing for a fight. Ridiculous, Kate thought. Save your energy for baking. You’ll need it. While she had been in other baking contests in high school and when first out of college, they hadn’t the recognition as this one. And as she glanced around the room, she was amazed she was here after all this time. She was forty years old and had settled on a baking career rather late in life. The small town of Beaudin Trace, Missouri—thirty-eight miles west of the city of St. Louis—had become home to her and her career, for she had gambled her savings, her energy, and her happiness on making a go of the business. So far, the wager was paying off.

      A sound like a person gagging drew Kate’s attention back to Tiffany. She curled up her nose as if smelling something offensive, and glared at Kate in a look that would have curdled milk.

      Trying to smooth ruffled waters, Kate glanced at the woman’s name badge. “I’m sorry you feel that way...Tiffany...but I heard no objection from anyone on the bake-off committee, and was accepted without any difficulty.” She finished tying her apron and smoothed it flat against her hips as she took a breath. “And as for me being a professional, I used to be. I owned my bakery for several years, but I’ve turned it into a pet bakery. I sell organic food for dogs and cats. And the funny thing is that I’ve never heard one growl or hiss of complaint about anything from my bakeshop.” She gave a faint laugh. “If I’d known how easy and fun it is to bake for pets, I’d have done it years ago.” She smiled, hoping her explanation made sense and Tiffany would let the matter drop. “I wish you the best of luck today.” She held out her hand in a sincere gesture of friendship.

      Tiffany sniffed, ignoring the action and fluffing up her shoulder-length hair as she glanced around the room.

      It was a large, rectangular classroom, one of a dozen in the culinary school. Right now the school held the annual ‘Fooling Around in the Kitchen’ baking contest, an event held on the Saturday closest to April first, with participation open to amateur bakers in the area. Three classrooms accommodated this year’s sixteen entrants, six of which—including Kate—were in this particular room. Each contestant had a workstation consisting of an ten-foot long countertop for ingredient mixing and general working. The  usual cupboards below the counter housed mixing bowls, pans, parchment paper, utensils and other needed cooking items. A small four-burner cooktop occupied the end of the counterspace, with three large refrigerators, a row of wall ovens, and a half dozen sinks at the back of the room. If she just concentrated on her own workspace, Kate thought, there was no reason to be nervous. It felt like cooking at home—open and airy.

      Adding to the room’s feel of unrestricted space was the eastern row of windows. At the moment they were open to let in a breeze. When the contest started, however, the windows as well as the two doors to the room would be locked, allowing no access to or egress from the area. There had never been a problem with something being sneaked to an entrant, and the committee wanted to keep it that way.

      “I still think you’re here illegally,” Tiffany sniffed, fixing her stare on Kate. Her hair and eye color, usually matched in their chestnut hue, looked decidedly reddish at the moment, as if underscoring the woman’s simmering blood pressure. “You might not be currently classified as a professional, but you have the cooking knowledge and the skill from your...” She paused, scrunching up her mouth as though she was searching for an appropriate word. “...from your previous bakery business, skill that I’m just learning in culinary school, so you’ve the advantage already. That bakery was your livelihood, no matter if you moved from baking for people to baking for animals. It’s unfair that you’re allowed in the contest.” She pointed her rubber spatula at Kate, wiggling it up and down with a vigor that implied it kept time with her growing agitation.

      Kate watched the tool’s movement, thankful no batter clung to it. She took a breath, forcing her irritation from her voice. This was not a good way to begin the contest. Nor a good way to begin the morning. It was nearly nine o’clock, when she and the others could start baking and everyone should be concentrating thoughts and energy on the upcoming hours of baking. They had been there, at their stations, close to an hour already, and she was jittery and eager to get on with the baking. Perhaps Tiffany’s nerves were getting the better of her. Mine are. Kate tried to smile but her own irritation at the teen was growing with each barked accusation. “Not meaning to run this into the ground, Tiffany, but I could say the same about you.”

      Tiffany opened her mouth, staring at Kate as though one of them had lost her mind. “I’d like to know why. I’ve no bakery. I’m not even a professional cook. Or baker. I’m just a student. Here, at Gervaise Lavelle’s culinary school,” she added, pride and snobbery coloring her statement. “Fabulous Feasts, his catering company, is tied to the school. I worked there before progressing to a restaurant.” She smiled as she gave Kate a look of disdain. “But don’t get any idea about complaining about me. I’m a student, not a professional. When have I ever had the time or money to own a business?”

      “You might not own a business, but you’re a culinary student. You’ve had classes that I doubt if anyone in this room has ever had, on topics most of us have never heard of. You’ve had professional teaching and training. You’ve baked things under the watchful eye of your instructors, and I know part of your schooling is preparing food for parties and receptions. So, don’t cry ‘Foul!’ about me or my supposed advantages, Tiffany. I’ve never had the benefits of professional schooling. And that, in my opinion, puts you ahead of me.” In her irritation, Kate tugged at the sides of her apron, pulling it taut over her cotton shirt.

      Tiffany’s response was to glare and turn away. But a few sharp yaps from a dog drew the teen around again as she frowned.

      Kate blinked, clearly surprised, and she craned her neck slightly as she peered at Tiffany’s area. “Is that a dog? Do you have a dog with you in your workstation? Animals aren’t allowed in here.”

      “Don’t fall off the deep end. Yes, that’s my dog and no, he’s not right here with me. You wanna trot over and check?” She made a sweeping motion with her arms, inviting Kate to look in her work cubicle.

      “That’s not necessary. I was just...startled to hear a dog.”

      “He’s not doing any harm or roaming around with a smuggled baking item on him that I can grab. He’s tied up and in the adjoining lecture room. And before you run to a judge to report me, I have permission to keep him in that room. Not that it’s any of your concern, but I’m taking him to the vet when the bake-off is over.”

      Kate nodded, unsure how to respond.

      “And if you’re thinking I should have left him at home, I couldn’t. That would necessitate him being alone for seven or eight hours because my roommate isn’t home today. She’s in Jefferson City,” she added, the pride of being connected however loosely to the state capital obvious in her voice and growing stronger as she augmented her statement. “I drove her there yesterday, which would have necessitated my dog being alone for nearly twenty-hour hours if you add in today’s time.” She drew herself up a bit as she threw a sneer at Kate. “Cavalier King Charles Spaniels don’t do well by themselves over extended hours of time. So you’re just going to have to put up with his barking. Not that it’s that loud or disturbing,” Tiffany added, an edge to her words. “I so hope it doesn’t affect your concentration while you bake.” She turned quickly and headed toward a nearby contestant.

      The man on the other side of Kate walked over to her. Looking to be in his mid to late forties, he fit many people’s stereotype of a chef—short and pudgy, with a red complexion tempered by heat. Mopping his forehead with his handkerchief, he nodded toward the far wall. “It’s like an oven in here. Are you as hot as I am?” As if to underscore his statement, a bead of sweat meandered down the side of his face.

      “More so.” Kate glanced at Tiffany, who was informing the contestant on her right that she was a top student in Gervaise Lavelle’s culinary school. “I was just subjected to a blast of heat that I could have used to brown my meringue.”

      “I didn’t know we could bake anything until the contest officially starts,” he said, peering at the judges standing at the front of the room.

      “We can’t. I just made a poor joke. But it is hot. I’m glad I wore a cotton shirt.”

      “Maybe we should have worn asbestos clothing,” he replied, laughing.

      “It may come in handy in ways we haven’t yet anticipated.” She watched Tiffany’s face grow redder as her neck muscles strained. The unfortunate woman who was the target of Tiffany’s temper blinked and stiffened. “I may need a few glasses of cold water to get me through this.”

      “I saw you and that younger woman talking a few seconds ago. Are you two sisters?”

      “No. Why?”

      “Just that you look a lot alike. You know,” he explained when Kate frowned. “Short dark brown hair, same height, both wearing navy blue slacks and a neck scarf. And you’re both cute, if you don’t mind me saying so. Though you got the looks in your family.”

      Kate inwardly bristled but tried not to show it. “Just a coincidence that we’re similar. No relationship.”

      “Okay. No offense. Just wondered.” He puffed out his cheeks, exhaling and turning up his short shirt sleeves as far as they would go. “You married? I am. For twenty-nine glorious years. My wife will drop by later in the afternoon, near the time of the winners’ announcement. Your husband in the main event room, mentally giving you support?” He glanced at the fingers of her left hand.

      “He probably will be later,” she lied, not about to tell the man she was single. “I think he will be finished with his class by the time the public is allowed in for the presentation of the awards.”

      “Yeah? What’s he taking? Something like home repair? I could give him a few pointers.”

      “I lose track of his schedule. It’s either military close combat training or boxing.” She frowned, wanting to end the conversation so she could mentally go over her recipe, but nodded as her voice lightened. “I was going to say he was taking Krav Maga, but I just remembered that he finished that course last week.” She smiled, enjoying her joke, as he took a slight step backward. Not wanting to appear standoffish, she said, “Have you entered this competition before?”

      Looking slightly relieved, the man nodded and glanced at the large wall clock above the whiteboard. “Twice before this year’s bake-off. I made a double layer brownie with a citrus and cream cheese swirled frosting last year.”

      “Sounds delicious.”

      “It’s a favorite of my family.”

      “How’d you do?”

      “Not even runner up.”

      Kate winced. “I’m sorry.”

      “And the previous year I entered a chocolate pistachio cheesecake.”

      “That’s always a delicious combo.”

      “Same result. I didn’t even make it to the honorable mention. But I’m always the optimist, so I try again.” He shrugged, as if he was prepared to continue entering for years yet. “This time around I’m trying something different just in case the judges aren’t lovers of chocolate.”

      I doubt that’s the problem, Kate thought. Judges are more or less required to like a wide range of tastes. It probably is the recipe or the man’s execution of it that didn’t sit well with their palates.

      He was still rattling on when she refocused on him. “I gave the chocolate desserts two shots at a win, so now I try a non-chocolate recipe.”

      “Well, I wish you good luck.” She started to reach for her tote bag, but he continued.

      “I didn’t see you here last year.”

      “No. This is my first contest. I’d heard about it for some time and finally decided I should give it a go.” Again, she bent to grab her bag, and again the man kept the conversation going.

      “Good for you. That’s the way to defeat those butterflies in the stomach.” He slapped her on the back, propelling her against the edge of the countertop.

      As her knees doubled, she tried to grab anything to keep from falling. She let out a groan as her shoulder and arm slammed into the slab of wood.

      “Oh, geez. Sorry. I don’t know my own strength sometimes. Hope you’re okay.” He held her elbow as she straightened up.

      Kate flexed her right hand and massaged it before rubbing her shoulder, trying to work out the pain. “That’s okay. It was an accident. I’ll be fine.”

      The man folded his arms over his chest, his face redder, if possible, embarrassed at his clumsiness. “I’ve always been like that. Strong. Even as a kid. I could carry stuff others thought I wouldn’t even be able to lift. Won a lot of bets with my strength.” He laughed. “Maybe I should abandon this idea of getting a job as a professional baker and turn strongman at the circus.”

      “Nice idea,” Kate said as one of the judges repeated the standard test phrase into the microphone, ending both the man’s drone and Tiffany’s vocal abuse.
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      A woman who looked like she had never eaten anything more caloric than a carrot walked over to Kate’s workstation. In her early fifties, she wore her dark blonde hair clipped behind one ear. A loose, unbuttoned linen jacket—matching her cranberry-hued slacks—draped flawlessly over her light pink blouse. All in all, a very professional-looking woman, Kate thought as Dana Flynn greeted her.

      “Good morning. I’m delighted you’re with us. And you are...” Dana consulted a paper on her clipboard before nodding. “Yes. Contestant Number 13. Kate Dunbar.” She looked up from the paper, giving a smile. “I’m Dana Flynn, one of the judges today. My husband and I own The Clover restaurant here in town. We’ve had more than twenty years of experience in the food industry, from prep work to chefs and to owners. I’ve served as judge of this bake-off for eight years and I’ve enjoyed each session. The other two judges today are Gervaise Lavelle and Jessie McAlan. This is Gervaise’s fifth year judging the contest, so he’s well known to many of our participants. He owns Fabulous Feasts Catering and the culinary school associated with it.”

      “He’s awfully kind to host the contest in his school.”

      “I agree. It’s worked out splendidly, since he doesn’t hold Saturday classes. Our other judge is Jessie McAlan, who is new to the bake-off and, so, to all the entrants. She owns The Six Pack Bakery in St. Charles and contributes an on-going culinary article for the monthly statewide magazine Blue Bird and Hawthorn Ways.”

      Kate nodded, suddenly feeling her stomach lurch. She was up against some formidable critiquing of her baking.

      Dana glanced at the info sheet again. “Your first year with the baking competition, I see.”

      “Yes.” Kate nodded, taking a deep breath, trying not to let her entrant number bother her. She was nervous enough without its implication. “I’ve known about the bake-off for several years, so I’m excited to be here finally. Just wondering... Is this how many entrants you usually have?”

      Without looking at the number of workstations, Dana said, “More or less. Of course, it varies each year. We take no more than eighteen contestants. Not only due to the restriction of using just three classrooms, but also because judging too many things would be rather difficult.” She glanced at the top of the counter and checked off items on the sheet of paper as she noticed them. “You’re all set up, I see. Good. Just to be certain you understand, we are judging cakes this year. It must be in keeping with the theme of the contest.”

      “Fooling Around in the Kitchen.”

      “Correct. And to illustrate that April Fool’s theme, your baked good must either contain or be decorated with something unexpected—a pleasant surprise, we hope, and of course it must be edible. Save the coin and ring and things for anything you might want to bake for your Twelfth Night cake.” She smiled, prodding a similar reaction from Kate.

      “Certainly.”

      “The refrigerated items from the list that you submitted when you registered—the eggs, butter and such—have been at room temperature for an hour.” She gestured to the ingredients sitting at one end of the counter. “You need not worry that they will be too cold and ruin your recipe.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Of course, if you drop an egg, for instance, and need another one, there are duplicate fresh ingredients in the refrigerators at the back of the room. They just won’t be at room temperature.”

      Although Kate had obviously seen it when she arrived, she turned slightly to acknowledge the appliances’ presence, then nodded and turned back to Dana.

      “All your dry ingredients are under the tea towels on the worktop also. I must reiterate that there is no pre-start measuring of flour and such, nor can you leave the room for any reason once the clock is started. Likewise, getting help from a contestant or a judge is strictly forbidden and will result in your immediate dismissal from the contest. We’re judging you and your food, not your ability to team with anyone.”

      “Of course.”

      “Baking will begin at nine o’clock.”

      Kate glanced at the large wall clock. Ten minutes until start time.

      “You must have your finished cake on the table in the main event room by four o’clock to be considered for judging. Do you know where that is located?”

      “Yes. It’s to the right of the front door, that huge multi-purpose room.”

      “Correct.  Set your cake anywhere. There are no numbers or names. That’s so all entries will be anonymous and get no favoritism. We taped your name and entrant number to the underneath of the serving plate you dropped off prior to today. That’s so we’re not blamed if your finished entry doesn’t fit on one of the plates the  school has.” Dana gestured to the large platter at the end of the work counter. “We realize it will be a long day, getting here at eight o’clock and the winners announced at five. But we’ve been doing this for several years and we’ve found that allocating seven hours for the actual baking is best for all contestants’ nerves. If you need something chilled before proceeding to the next step in your recipe, you have time for that and won’t be antsy staring at the clock. It’s safest all around to allow too much time instead of not enough. And since we’re not a televised competition that has to fit into a timeframe, that’s also less stress.” Cradling the clipboard against her chest, she smiled. “Any questions?”

      “I don’t think so. thanks. Just anxious to start.”

      “I understand. Standing around just intensifies your butterflies. I know. I’ve been through that myself.”

      Kate’s hand went to her stomach as she nodded.

      “You’ve already been here for close to an hour, and this won’t be ended until shortly after five o’clock when the judging is announced. As I said, it’s a long day, but I sincerely hope you think it was worth it when you’ve finished.” She gave a final glance at the countertop. “Everyone has seven hours to mix, bake, cool and decorate their cakes.”

      “The time is adequate if I don’t ruin something and have to begin again.” She gave a half smile, already dreading imagined problems such as a dropped mixing bowl or burnt chocolate glaze.

      “We hope so. We didn’t want to rush cooling the cakes in order to decorate them. Icing doesn’t look nice if it melts.” Dana smiled, implying her joke, but it hit too close to Kate’s possible catastrophes.

      “I’m already looking forward to the judging and see how I come out.”

      “I’m sure everyone is. Well, we’re glad you entered, and good luck,” Dana added as she strolled over to the next entrant.

      

      Things had not begun well for Kate. Problems and minor calamities piled on top of one another in the first forty minutes of the bake-off, glitches so unnerving and coming at such a steady pace that she thought they would surely kick her out of the competition. Smacking her hand against the edge of the countertop had started her downfall. Her fingers were still stiff when the baking began, and she knew that if they continued that way she would have difficulty manipulating her tools.

      That was a concern, but it paled when she realized her cake recipe was missing.

      She grabbed her canvas tote, removed her purse and cell phone, and ran her hand along the bag’s bottom. Nothing. She then felt around in the two interior pockets. Nothing. A frantic search of her purse and wallet also yielded no recipe.

      She returned the phone and purse to the tote, set it on the floor, and sagged against the counter’s edge. She considered withdrawing from the contest or wondering if she should try to make the cake. She might come close to concocting the recipe, she told herself, but if she were off by some measurement, that would spell disaster.

      A movement at the cooking station next to her drew her attention. Tiffany was baking up a storm. And storm was the correct word. Flour dusted the immediate floor around her. Broken egg shells wobbled next to open bottles of vanilla extract and orange juice that were jammed next to each other on the countertop.

      The storm extended to the floor near the base of the countertop. Two tote bags, a cookbook, a professional-looking 35 mm camera, and a very large teddy bear wearing a red ribbon bow that stated ‘Break an egg, Tiff’ looked to have joined forces to create a small barrier close to Kate’s work area. Personally, Kate thought, it felt claustrophobic.

      But neither the dump of stuff nor the cooking mess appeared to bother Tiffany. In fact, she added to the mayhem by knocking over the bottle of maraschino cherries. Ignoring the sticky juice—only for a moment, Kate hoped—Tiffany reached for another bowl.

      Kate shuddered and focused again on her own problem. She stared at the sticks of butter and the carton of sour cream waiting on the countertop. She didn’t need the recipe. She had made the cake so often she knew it by rote. Or close to it.

      Feeling somewhat better, she said a mental prayer and set the hand-held mixer to one side of the counter, out of her way. She then positioned the larger stand mixer closer to her and slid the cup of butter and the cups of sugar into its mixing bowl. If the recipe turned out wrong, it just might be an April Fools’ trick on her.
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      It was nearly four o’clock. Kate was finishing up the decoration of her entry but paused for a moment to scrutinize her submission. It looked fine. The cake had turned out well, its raspberry strata waiting to shout “surprise!” when the judges cut into the cake. Even though it was a common assumption that a fluted tube pan cake would have an intriguing center pocket or a layer of some contrasting flavor, hopefully hers was original enough for a good April Fool trick. She had drizzled chocolate glaze over the top of the cake and run a path of shaved white chocolate over that. Then, to reinforce the April fool trick, she had adorned the top with chocolate candies and a handful of strawberries. At least the candies and the fruit decoration had needed no second guessing.

      Giving her creation one last examination, she nodded. It would have to do. She picked up the platter, left the room, and walked carefully down the hall. Having gotten this far, she didn’t want to drop the cake. As she neared the front door, she turned and entered the main event room. She took  a deep breath as she approached the judging table. Most everyone had their entries up there already. Among the last people to submit, she was amused to note as she set down her cake, was Tiffany.

      But Tiffany was not far behind Kate. She approached the table as Kate joined the bakers by the wall of windows. And, from what Kate glimpsed at this distance, neither Tiffany nor the cake looked particularly happy. A single frosted cake layer—slathered in red, purple and pink frosting that was swirled into a strange kaleidoscope pattern—appeared to serve as a base for some odd arrangement of cupcakes. Evidently in a bid to catch the light and draw attention to her entry, metallic pink muffin papers embraced each cupcake, as did various shades of purple and pink frosting. The cupcakes were stacked atop each other to create towers of differing heights and were topped with chocolate gold coins or red and purple jellybeans. Other than ‘Purple,’ Kate couldn’t imagine what the theme was, but perhaps there wasn’t one. Perhaps Tiffany merely thought the cupcake towers were unique enough to state the April Fool’s theme. It didn’t work for Kate, but that was none of her concern. She just hoped her own cake calculations of ingredients were correct.

      She told herself to think positively, and greeted the other bakers as they filed into an adjoining small room. This next stretch of time as they waited for the judges’ decision would be one of the longest bouts she would ever endure.
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      “That’s all I know at the moment, Harold. We’re all waiting for the official word. And waiting, and waiting.” Kate leaned against a wall of the small room, feeling she needed something to support her. She glanced at her wristwatch. It was nearly quarter to five  and she was exhausted. Not only physically—for she had risen at six to get to the school on time—but also emotionally tired from the waiting and her anxiety over the recipe and the baking. She was ready to collapse but she couldn’t yet.

      “I’ve no doubt at all that the Official Word will be in your favor,” Harold returned, giving emphasis to the two words so they sounded capitalized and, thus, favored a decision toward her. “But I empathize on the wait and your fatigue. Nothing is so tiring as being tired.” He sighed, perhaps tired himself, or empathizing on her ordeal. She imagined him running his thin hand through his grayish-white hair, perhaps pushing some of the strands vertically, his blue eyes mirroring his concern. “It is mimicking what I experienced on my inaugural day of teaching my first class. All I could see where students’ eyes staring at me in their mute judgment. Though of course, eyes cannot render a judgment, but you infer what I mean. I also realize you had not that exact situation today. Still, it’s living through the period preceding the judging, isn’t it? The students silently assessed me and now the judges are evaluating you. Quite unsettling.”

      Kate agreed and braced her back against the wall as she slid to the floor. She sat there, her legs crossed, and closed her eyes. When will we be allowed back into the main room?

      “And, if it’s not giving away a secret that must be kept until the winners are announced, what did you bake for your entry? I envision an original creation, though all your creations have been original in some way, whether it is a combination of ingredients or its presentation. I suspect your entry was in keeping with your culinary history.”

      Despite her fatigue, Kate smiled. “It’s hardly a secret. I made a quasi-pound cake but baked it in a fluted tube pan instead of the usual loaf cake pan. With that type of cake pan, most everyone expects a ripple of contrasting flavor in the cake’s center, so that wouldn’t accomplish the needed trick for the bake-off.”

      “Definitely not. How, then, did you accomplish this near-miracle of trickery?”

      “I relied on fooling the eye, which will then lead to fooling the palate.”

      “Quite unexpected.”

      “I relied on fooling the eye, which will then lead to fooling the palate.”

      “Quite unexpected.”

      Kate said she hoped so. “I decorated the cake top with chocolate glaze, shaved white chocolate, and chocolate-covered candy.”
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      “That sounds delicious.”

      “But the thing that hopefully brings off the April Fool’s trick is the strawberries. I nestled whole, half, and sliced strawberries across the cake’s top and along the base. People will of course be expecting some strawberry flavor when they eat a slice.”

      “As the chocolate candies reflect the chocolate glaze, yes. But there is no strawberry flavor to the cake, I assume.” Harold sounded cautious.

      “The ripple in the cake is raspberry.”

      There was a short silence before Harold’s excitement came over the phone. “Remarkable! How clever to disguise the essence of the cake’s true rippled layer. Wonderful!”

      She exhaled slowly, mentally crossing her fingers that the ruse wasn’t obvious. “It hope that will provide the April Fool surprise needed for the contest theme.”

      “I can’t imagine it wouldn’t be, dear Kate. It seems rather unique, at least to me, though I admit I’ve not judged baking contests.”

      “I thought playing the trick on the brain and eye like that, using the different berry flavors, would be a change from the pocket of cream cheese or glob of chocolate and coconut. Not that there’s anything wrong with those, but I like the idea of setting up the palate to expect strawberries in the cake and then finding out it is raspberries instead.”

      “It seems in keeping with the April Fool’s theme of the bake-off. This said, the topic for this year’s bake-off is rather unique, I should think,” Harold continued, cutting into Kate’s image of Tiffany garnering the first prize. “The time needed for the baking, cooling and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Also By Jo A. Hiestand
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Acknowledgements
      


      		
        Beaudin Trace, Missouri
      


      		
        Cast of Characters
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        I hope you enjoyed…
      


      		
        A few recipes from the novel
      


      		
        Not to forget our canine friends...
      


      		
        Reviews for the Cookies & Kilts mysteries
      


      		
        Jo A. Hiestand
      


      		
        Social sites you might be interested in:
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Also By Jo A. Hiestand


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Jo A. Hiestand


    


  


OEBPS/images/cousins-house-logo-white-inside-copy-2.jpg
Cousins
House





OEBPS/images/crumbs-cover-bought2.jpg
|

- A Coo [
i —
4 =

gf'MMbS of






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/village-map-crumbs.png
Map of Beaudin Trace, Missouri

Bon Séjour
Bed-and-Breakfast

Kate Dunbar
ho

§
&
<
g
£

Biscuits With a Brogue
Pet Bakery

Len™

Missouri Hands
Hall
c"y ) ‘ ; Gift Shop
‘ All Creatures Love

Pet Care

Got It! hardware
store

®

Ian Lennox Park Grocery store

Doctor’s office

Cuts ‘N Curls
hair salon

Munro
Realty

Community
Center

Joshua Cline house





OEBPS/images/img_0234-copy.jpg





