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        Patrick E. Craig has once again written a book that will take you deep into the heart of Amish country. The Quilt That Knew is a delightful and intriguing plain and simple mystery.

        Vannetta Chapman, USA Today bestselling author

      

        

      

      
        
        
        The Quilt that Knew had just the right amount of suspense and mystery. Patrick E. Craig is a great storyteller and keeps you wanting to know more. I cannot wait for the next book!

        Sandy Abd

      

        

      

      
        
        
        The Quilt That Knew is another great book by Patrick E. Craig. Jenny Hershberger and Bobby Halverson from the Apple Creek Dreams series are back, but now they are working on a cold murder case. This book had you sitting on the edge of your seat trying to figure out “who done it.” Once I started reading it I could not put it down until I finished it. There were so many surprises and twists. First the dead girl in the box, then another dead body found in the woods, and finally the drug overdose of a main suspect. And when Jenny and Bobby start looking at these clues, mysterious things start to happen. This is a “must read” for everyone. I loved this book.

        Kay Leathers Wingo

      

        

      

      

      
        
        So, how good is The Quilt That Knew? Well, I read it straight through in a day! And it’s a great start to what will surely be a wonderful mystery series! And my favorite line:

        “And I was thinking that the Amish community is not the peachy-keen, perfect world that most people think it is, especially those Englischers who buy those ‘Amish fiction’ books off the shelf at Walmart. Amish fiction, indeed!”

      
        And, perhaps, my friends, that line best encapsulates what Patrick Craig does best—pure and honest portrayals of the Amish as people with real passions and faults, and not the idealistic fantasies of so many others. And that, is refreshing.

        Scott R. Rezer — Author of The Butcher’s Bride, The Leper King and Love Abideth Still

      

        

      

      

      
        
        
        A murder mystery set in an Amish community is surprising in itself; but a story that involves multiple murders?  A popular cliche that we hear when discussing old houses is, if those walls could talk.  In this tale by Patrick E. Craig, the investigators wish the quilt could talk.  A retired sheriff and his Amish neighbor are called back to their old stomping grounds to assist in a 40 year old cold case that has been just recently uncovered.  Jenny, with her knowledge of the Wooster, Ohio Amish community history finds that her mother’s quilting journal is a key component to solving the crime.  While trying to narrow the suspects, they encounter another related cold case and have to consider a current murder besides.  Stitching all of this information together becomes quite the dilemma and following the action will keep you on pins and needles.  Get yourself a copy of this yarn and try to piece it together for yourself.

        Calvin Douglas Smith

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      The Quilt That Knew

    

    
      
        Patrick E. Craig

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: P&amp;J Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Cover by Cora Graphics Simona Cora Salardi

      www.coragraphics.it

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

      

      The Quilt That Knew

      Copyright © 2022 by Patrick E. Craig

      Published by P&J Publishing

      P.O. Box 73

      Huston, Idaho 83630

      Library of Congress Cataloging-in-publications Data

      Craig, Patrick E., 1947-

      The Quilt That Knew / Patrick E. Craig

      ISBN 979-8-9871451-0-4 (pbk.)

      ISBN 979-8-9871451-1-1 (eBook)

      

      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, digital, photocopy, recording, or any other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior permission of the publisher.

      Printed in the United States of America

    

  


  
    
      Dedicated to Agatha Christie, the greatest mystery writer ever and the highest selling author of all time… after the Bible of course.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

        

      

    

    
      To my lovely wife, Judy, who has walked with me on this writing journey every step of the way and corrected hundreds of pages, spelling errors, and grammatical miscues—and in the process, making me look like I can actually write.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Many of you are very familiar with Jenny Hershberger. You met her in the first book of the Apple Creek Dreams series, A Quilt For Jenna. In that story, Jenny was a little girl lost in a terrible snowstorm. Then, in the following two books, The Road Home, and Jenny’s Choice, you came to know her as a grown woman, trusting her God through trials and desperate times. In the first book of The Paradise Chronicles series, The Amish Heiress, you met Rachel, Jenny’s daughter. In all those books, you also became friends with Sheriff Bobby Halverson, a lifelong family friend, an Englischer, lovingly referred to as “Uncle Bobby” by Jenny.

      Now Jenny is back in a new series, The Porch Swing Mysteries, and cast in a new role—what I like to call the “Amish Miss Marple.” She is living on her family farm in Paradise, Pennsylvania, and Bobby, now retired from being a sheriff, is living with her on the property. She made a name as a historian of the local Amish in both Ohio and Pennsylvania, and became respectably well known by writing some books about the Amish and a column for her local paper titled, “Dear Jenny.”

      Because she is so informed about the ways of the Amish, she often gets letters asking her for help, especially with unsolved mysteries that have to do with the Amish community. In this first book, Jenny takes on her first case, The Quilt That Knew, and with Bobby’s guidance and help, she steps into a new season in her life.

      

      Patrick E. Craig
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            Little Girl Lost

          

        

      

    

    
      Barry Winders watched the bird drop out of the sky and into the woods. His brother chuckled. “You should have steered him to the left, Bee. Now you got to go into Jepson’s woods to find him.”

      Barry scowled. He handed his shotgun to his brother and headed for the edge of the trees. Jepson’s woods lay in a rural section between Apple Creek and Dalton, Ohio, and the fields surrounding the woods were prime hunting grounds for pheasant. But the woods themselves near Jepson’s pond were still wild and choked with underbrush. To find that pheasant in there would take some work. He looked at his dog and swept his arm across the area in front of him.

      “Butch, hledeg! Find dead!”

      Butch was good. He wouldn’t stop until he found the bird. The German Shorthair ran along the edge of the brush excitedly and then caught a scent and bounded into the woods. Barry ran after him. Butch barked, and Barry saw him cutting toward a thick patch of scrub. He followed as quickly as he could. Except for the sound of his feet brushing through the wild grass and the dog running ahead of him, the woods were quiet. It was one of those early fall mornings in Ohio; the trees turning red and gold and enough nip in the air to warrant a down vest. The ground was still damp from the morning dew and the bottoms of his jeans were wet from striding through the tall grass all morning.

      Up ahead, Butch was puzzling around the scrub, trying to find a way in. Barry ran up and patted the dog.

      “Found him, hey Butch? Good dog!”

      The bird was in this patch of brush, and Barry looked for a way into it. He walked around to the right and spotted a small opening. Going down on his hands and knees, he crawled through. Butch followed him, whimpering excitedly. The ground sloped upwards into the center of the patch and it was wet and muddy. As Barry scrambled up the incline, his foot slipped on the muddy ground and slid out from under him. A sharp pain shot through the front of his lower leg. He looked down at his jeans. There was a tear. He pulled his pants leg up. There was a deep gash below his knee that was bleeding pretty good.

      “Shoot, Butch, what did I hit?”

      Looking down, he noticed a square corner of something that looked like wood protruding from the ground. He brushed away the dirt from around the corner. As he cleared away more dirt and leaves, he saw that he had stumbled over the corner of a box, what looked like a big box, that was buried in the dirt.

      “Hey, Billy,” he yelled. “I found something. Bring the shovel out of the truck.”

      In a few minutes, his brother scrambled through into the center of the brush with the old army trenching shovel they carried in the pickup's bed.

      Barry pointed. “It looks like somebody buried a big wooden box here. Gimme the shovel.”

      Barry dug, and in a few minutes, he had uncovered the top of the box. It was big, square, about five feet long, made from wood. Nice wood, like maple or mahogany. The lid was smooth and finished and fastened down into the sides with nails.

      “It looks like a chest. Look, the lid has hinges.”

      “Wow, maybe’s it treasure, Bee. Open it up.”

      Barry pushed the point of the shovel in between the lid and the box and pried up. The lid moved a little. He worked his way down the side and got the lid up all the way on that side. Pushing his fingers into the gap, he pulled. It wouldn’t give.

      “Billy, pull down there.”

      Billy grabbed the lid at the bottom and together, the two boys pulled up. The nails in the lid came out slowly with a harsh screech. They pushed the lid over and looked inside. The first thing Barry saw was a flash of color, some kind of blanket. He reached down and pulled on it. Part of it came away in his hand and he jerked back in shock. A very decomposed human face stared up at him.
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      Detective Elbert Wainwright watched as the team from the Coroner’s office pulled the box from the ground, slipped straps under it and walked it back to the ambulance that was sitting in the field outside the woods, lights flashing. Wainwright’s sergeant, Gary Pulley, scratched his head. “Find anything, Elbert?”

      Elbert shook his head. “No. We spent five hours this morning going over every inch of ground, Sarge. My forensic boys took dirt samples, checked for casings, anything that might be a clue. Nada.”

      “So, what have you got?”

      “Coroner says the body is that of a girl, probably a teenager, about five foot four inches. The back of the skull is badly fractured. Looks like the cause of death was a blow to the back of the head with a heavy, pointed object. The coroner estimates that the body has been in the box for thirty-five or forty years. The box is only five feet long, so whoever put her in had to fold her up to get her in. Because the box was sealed so well, the decomposition was not complete. In fact, it was like she was almost mummified.”

      “So, there are still skin and hair samples?”

      “Correct. They are going to the lab.”

      “Anything else?”

      “A few things. First, the box is made of high-quality hard maple or mahogany. Interestingly enough, and except for the nails in the lid, all the fasteners that hold the box together are wooden pegs. Only a master craftsman, or somebody who builds quality cabinets, does that kind of work.”

      “Why the nails, then?”

      “Somebody was in a hurry to get the body in there and get it buried, so they nailed the lid shut. They probably already had the box. It’s a chest or a cabinet of some sort.”

      “What else, Sergeant?”

      “The body was wrapped in a quilt. And it looks like an Amish quilt.”
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      Elbert Wainwright sat at his desk and puzzled over the case. He hated cold cases, really hated them. Usually there was absolutely nothing to go on. A body in a box, buried for forty years. An Amish quilt. Nobody was missing around that time, at least nobody reported missing. And what about the quilt? The Amish were notoriously close-mouthed as far as their personal lives were concerned. Why would the murderer wrap the body in an Amish quilt? Where do you start?

      The phone on his desk rang. The voice on the other end was familiar. Sheriff Jim Merriweather.

      “Hi Delbert.”

      “Elbert, sir.”

      “Right, right, Elbert. So, what’s going on with the Amish Quilt case?”

      Elbert grimaced. Why was the sheriff’s department poking its nose in?

      “Well, Sheriff, not much so far. Nothing to really go on. A hardwood box, a dead girl who was never reported missing, and a partially rotted quilt.”

      “So, you checked the missing persons records? No Amish people missing around then?”

      “Well, if there were, the Amish certainly didn’t say. You know the Amish are pretty secretive about their personal stuff. And if they put someone out of the community by shunning them, they certainly don’t let us know. People leave the Amish community a lot and go out into the world. After that they are dead to the Amish and they say little about it. They figure it’s their own business. So, a girl who disappeared could just have been thought of as a shunned runaway and we never would have heard a thing.” Elbert paused. “Why the interest in the Amish folks, Sheriff?”

      “Well, Delbert, I’ll put it right on the line. We have an election coming up and if I don’t swing the Amish vote, I could go into early retirement, if you get my drift. If the Amish think that I’m ignoring a murder case that has to do with them, they might stay away from the polls more than they usually do. So, I have a suggestion.”

      “What’s that, Sheriff?”

      “There was only one man who could consistently swing the Amish vote his way election after election. That was Bobby Halverson. He was a good friend to the Amish and looked after them. In fact, his best friend was an Amish man, Reuben Springer. They were war buddies.”

      “War buddies? I thought the Amish didn’t fight in wars.”

      “Well, it’s a long story. Reuben got tossed from the church just before Pearl Harbor and ended up sharing an apartment with Bobby. When the war came, they enlisted together. It was the dangdest thing. They landed on Guadalcanal together and Springer won the Congressional Medal of Honor fighting alongside Colonel Red Mike Edson. Reuben saved his position from being overrun and killed twenty-five Japanese soldiers single-handedly. He got shot, bayonetted, and clubbed, but he stayed alive and helped keep the Emperor’s legions from capturing Henderson Field. Saved the battle, saved the field and saved Guadalcanal, which basically saved the war. When they shipped Springer home, he went back to the Amish church. I guess what happened to him made him realize that war wasn’t such a great thing. Anyway, he and Bobby stayed really close. That’s what helped Bobby get elected when he ran for sheriff.”

      “I remember Sheriff Halverson, but what has he got to do with this?”

      “Well, I was thinking you might invite Bobby to help you on the case, kind of as a civilian expert. You guys hire them all the time. Bobby could get you in to see a lot of Amish people that would most likely shut the door in your face.”

      Elbert scowled. He didn’t much like people telling him how to run his cases, but when he thought about it, it was actually a pretty good idea. Good for him and good for the sheriff.

      “How do I get in touch with Bobby Halverson?”

      “He lives out in Pennsylvania on the farm of Reuben Springer’s daughter, Jenny Hershberger. And by the way, you might want to get Jenny involved, too. She knows the history of the Amish community in Ohio and Pennsylvania like the back of her hand. She’s published books and writes a column that’s syndicated in a few national papers. What Bobby doesn’t know about Wayne County Amish, Jenny does.”

      Elbert scowled again. Boy, this sounds like some kind of Amish Homeward Bound movie.

      “Look, Sheriff, I can go with Bobby Halverson, but getting some old Amish woman involved is a little beyond the pale, isn’t it?”

      Sheriff Merriweather laughed. “Jenny Hershberger is not some ‘old Amish woman, Delbert. She’s chain lightning in a dress. One of the sharpest gals I ever met. I’ve even read her books. No, take my word for it. If you want to get inside the Amish community, you’ll put these two on your payroll.”

      “I think I heard an implied, ‘but if you don’t’ in there somewhere, Sheriff. And it’s Elbert.”

      “Right, Elbert. Well, I’m not making any threats, but your captain and me, well, we’ve been buddies for a very long time. A word from me could…”

      “Yeah, I hear you, Sheriff. I could either end up on the winner’s stand, or checking permits at dairy farms, right?”

      “Well…”

      “Okay, Sheriff, got a phone number?”
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      Jenny Hershberger gazed out the window of her Pennsylvania farmhouse.

      Another fall in Paradise…

      Outside the window of her writing room, the leaves had burst into the brilliant red and gold Jenny so loved. It was another part of the cycle that marked the passing of each year, a season that, in the past, had given her great joy and solace. The hot, languid summer months had surrendered to crisp early September mornings. The smell of wood burning in stoves touched the air with ghosts of past falls and winters. She remembered her Jonathan—gone now these several years—chopping wood for the winter months; the sweat beading on his brow and his powerful arms rippling under his shirt as the wood flew off the sharp edge of his axe blade. She thought of her mother and father. This had been one of Jerusha’s favorite times, when harvest was over and Reuben was around the house more, helping to put up food for the winter and getting the hayloft filled for the horses. She remembered something her mother had once written, something she had incorporated into her first book—the book about the wonderful quilt her mother made in memory of her sister, Jenna.

      
        
        And then the leaves began to turn gold and red and glow in the setting sun and the fields groaned with the richness of the harvest and the Amish brought their horses and their combines and reaped the fruit of their labors. As at no other time, the reality and necessity of their decision to remain separate from the world came upon the Amish men. Life was work, and work was with their hands and their animals and simple machines that required their constant guidance. They became one with the land, moving upon it in unison, pushing their powerful bodies to the limits of endurance and yet even as they struggled, they rejoiced in the power they had together as masters of their world; a world given to them by a loving God who showed them the way and walked before them—a cloud by day and a pillar of flame by night.

        

      

      Jenny sighed. She missed her parents—more as the years ran by and the world around her changed with every passing day—she longed for her mother’s wisdom and her father’s unconditional love. She ran her fingers lightly over the smooth birch wood desk, so lovingly built by her father, Reuben, so many years ago, and scooted her chair forward to begin her overdue column. Jenny looked at the blank paper in the old underwood manual typewriter, waiting for the spark of inspiration to stamp its plain white face with words of wisdom for the masses. She stared at the paper, her fingers motionless. Then, with a sigh, she pushed herself away.

      What is wrong with me? I can’t write. I don’t want to go to the fields; I moon about the house all day…

      Jenny Hershberger was an anomaly in the Amish Community—a woman who had married a converted Englischer. She was an educated writer who, with the help of another Englischer, an author, had published six books. She was also an Amish historian who wrote a column for the local newspaper in which she answered many questions about Amish life and practices. But her present mood made her feel like she was ungrateful for all that God had given her and all the freedom the elders of her community had allowed her, and yet this fall, which should have been a time of great enjoyment for her, had become a season of discontent. She sighed deeply and went to stand at the window.

      There was a knock on the front door.

      Who can this be?

      She went to the door. Through the glass panels that marked the top of the door, she saw a familiar face. She swung the door open.

      “Uncle Bobby! You walked down the hill. You usually drive your truck.”

      Bobby Halverson, ex-sheriff of Wayne County, Ohio, decorated war hero and long-time family friend, stood at the door. He grinned.

      “I’m getting old, Jenny. I decided I needed to get more exercise. So, I walked down.”

      “Where’s Rusty?”

      “He’s sitting in the truck at the top of the driveway, waggin’ his tail and waiting for me to drive him down the hill. I guess he’s smarter than me.”

      “Come on in, Bobby. Coffee’s on and I need someone to talk to.”

      Jenny Hershberger was still a lovely woman. At sixty-four, her once flaming red hair was now mostly silvery-gray, with a few remaining red highlights peeking out from under the Kappe. There were some crow’s feet around her violet eyes and laugh lines at the corners of her mouth, but she had changed little from the girl she had been in Apple Creek, Ohio.

      Bobby and Jenny went through to the kitchen and Bobby sat. Jenny brought two steaming mugs of fresh-brewed coffee. Bobby picked up the small pitcher and poured in a generous bit of cream. He took a long pull and then Jenny saw him looking at her.

      “What, Bobby?”

      “You know, Jenny, there’s been a lot of water under the bridge since your mama found you in that car in 1950 in the middle of the big storm. I’ve watched you grow up, I went with you to find your birth mother, I was there when you married Jonathan and then lost him, and I was there when you found him again.”

      “That’s true, Bobby, but why are you waxing nostalgic?”

      “Well, I figure I know you better than anyone knows you, even your own daughter.”

      “And?”

      “What I’m getting at, I guess… is something troubling you?”

      Jenny stood up and walked to the window. From here she could see the little house on top of the rise where Bobby had lived since he retired from being the sheriff of Wayne County. Across the drive was the big hayfield where she found Jonathan when he had the stroke that killed him. This was the house that her birth mother, Rachel Borntraeger, had been born in and grew up in. This was the farm her grandfather Borntraeger had given to her and Jonathan when they were married. She had everything she needed… Or did she?

      “Why do you ask, Bobby?”

      Bobby smiled and set his coffee down. “Like I said, Jenny, I can read you like a book. Over the last couple of weeks, I’ve been watching. You seem out-of-sorts, distracted, off your feed… It seems like there’s no get-up-and-go.”

      Jenny sighed and went back to sit down. “You’re right. I’m feeling out of sorts. Distracted is a good word. I’ve got deadlines for my articles, but I can’t write them—I sit down at the typewriter and stare at the wall. My mind wanders, thinking about the things of the past… Jonathan, my folks. Well, you know.”

      Bobby nodded. “Yeah, I know how that goes. I miss your dad and mom every day, and Jonathan was like the son I never had.”

      They sat there in silence for a while. The morning sun poured its beams through the lace curtains. Jenny could see the little dust motes floating in the air.

      “I just feel like nothing I’m doing seems to help anyone. I feel… well, useless.”

      “What about your column? You help people to understand the Amish culture. You give them great recipes…”

      “That just doesn’t do it anymore, Bobby. How many times can you answer a question like, ‘Do the Amish use hot water?’ And I can only raid my mother’s recipe box so many times before my readers figure out that I’ve hardly ever cooked a bean. If Jonathan hadn’t taught me how to make coffee, I would never be in the kitchen.”

      “Did you ever think of taking up quilting? After all, your mama was a master.”

      Jenny laughed out loud. “Bobby, I’m a Borntraeger. I wasn’t born a Singer and I’m only a Hershberger by marriage. Borntraegers are farmers, not quilters. The only time my mom ever heard me cuss was when I tried to stitch a straight line on a quilt.” Jenny laughed again. “Oh no, quilting is not my cup of tea.”

      Jenny paused and got serious. “You know, Bobby, I think I need something brand new, entirely different, something I’ve never tried my hand at.”

      Just then there was a chiming sound from Bobby’s pocket. He reached in and pulled out his cell phone. He looked around. “Is it okay to take this in an Amish house, or do I have to go outside?”

      They both laughed. Then Bobby answered. “Bobby Halverson.”

      Jenny could hear a tinny voice from the other end of the line. She listened as Bobby talked.

      “Sure, Detective. I remember you. You were a very wet-behind-the-ears rookie over at the Police Department when I retired.”

      Bobby looked over at Jenny with a quizzical look on his face.

      “Jim Merriweather gave you my number. How’s Jim doing? Does he still fit in my chair at the sheriff’s office or has his wife’s good cooking changed all that?”

      Jenny heard what sounded like a chuckle.

      “So, why did Jim give you my number?”

      Jenny heard another stream of conversation, with Bobby nodding and occasionally adding an “interesting…” or a “Hmmmm...” Finally, he looked up at Jenny.

      “Well, Detective, it’s an interesting offer… what? Consulting fees? Two hundred dollars a day, plus expenses? Now that makes your offer VERY interesting.”

      Jenny heard more conversation from the other end.

      Bobby nodded, then answered. “So, let me get this straight. You have a murder case that might affect the Amish community, and you want to use me as a go-between to talk to the locals. Is that right?”

      Jenny heard the man answer with a yes.

      “And since I’m a former sheriff, you can reinstate me for this case as a consultant with police powers?”

      Another yes from the other end. Then the man said some more. Bobby looked over at Jenny and grinned.

      “Yes, Detective, that sounds like something that might interest Jenny.”

      There was more conversation from the other end of the line.

      “Yes, she’s sitting right here. Would you like to speak to her?”

      Bobby put his hand over the receiver and grinned. “Be careful what you wish for, Jenny,” he said as he handed her the phone.
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      Jenny took the phone. “This is Jenny Hershberger.”

      “Mrs. Hershberger, this is Detective Elbert Wainwright with the Wooster Police Department. I’m investigating a case and I’ve hit a dead end. I am hoping you and Sheriff Halverson can help me.”

      Jenny glanced over at Bobby, who had a ‘cat-who-swallowed-the-canary’ look on his face. “Me? How could I help the police in Ohio?”

      “Well, Ma’am, we have a cold case that has become very cold indeed. A young girl was murdered here about forty years ago and buried in the woods out by Jepson’s pond in a handmade wooden box. But the crucial clue is the one I was thinking you could help me with.”

      “What would that be, Detective?”

      “The body was wrapped in a quilt.”

      “And…”

      “I believe the quilt is an Amish quilt. It has all the characteristics of one and it is well made. I thought you might help us identify the maker, or tell us who would have been making quilts in the Wooster area back then—being that you’re a well known Amish historian and all.”

      “Well, I’m not sure…”

      “To tell you the truth, Mrs. Hershberger, I’m at my wit’s end. My captain and Sheriff Merriweather are breaking my back on this one, and I could really use some help. I’ve asked Sheriff Halverson if he would be the police liaison between us and the Amish community, but I also need someone who is an expert on the history of the Amish around this area. Captain Merriweather says that would be you. I can offer you the same consulting fees as I did Sheriff Halverson, but, of course, with no police authority. Is there any way you could come out and just give me some insight into this?”

      Jenny put her hand over the receiver and mouthed to Bobby, “He wants me to come out there and help him.”

      Bobby grinned and said quietly, “You said you wanted to try something new. Well…”

      Jenny sat for a minute, thinking.

      “Mrs. Hershberger?”

      She took her hand away. “Yes, Detective, I’m here. Let me think about it and talk it over with Bobby.”

      “Oh, thank you, Mrs. Hershberger…”

      “Jenny.”

      “Thank you, Jenny. This would mean a lot to me.”

      “We’ll talk it over and let you know.”

      She handed Bobby the phone. He put his hand over the receiver.

      “It sounds interesting, Jenny, but I’m retired. I don’t know if I want to get back into this, even for one case.”

      “Oh, no you don’t, Bobby Halverson. You’re the one who got me into this, so if I go, you go. Besides, it might be fun to see my cousins and visit the old place, and you can go see your sister.”

      “You know I don’t get along with her dead-beat husband.”
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"A DELIGHTFUL AND INTRIGUING PLAIN AND SIMPLE MYSTERY."
Vannetta Chapman, USA Today bestselling author






