
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


MURDER AT PUMPKIN HOLLOW

A Pumpkin Hollow Cozy Mystery

By Rama
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Chapter One: The Harvest Moon Killer
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The body lay face down in the pumpkin patch, a carving knife buried in his back, the amber glow of string lights doing little to hide the dark stain spreading across his flannel shirt.

Clara Bennett pressed her knuckles to her mouth and took a step back, her boots sinking into the cold October mud. The smell of cinnamon and woodsmoke still hung in the air—the same scents that had welcomed her home to Pumpkin Hollow just three days ago. Now they turned sickly sweet in her throat.

“Someone call Sheriff Grady,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

Behind her, the Harvest Festival crowd had begun to thin, but a small circle of onlookers had already formed. Whispers cut through the night like the wind off the lake.

That’s Silas Whitmore.

The hardware store owner.

Who would want to kill Silas?

Clara already knew the answer to that question. In the past seventy-two hours, she had heard enough gossip at the local café, the general store, and her grandmother’s kitchen table to fill a dozen murder novels. Silas Whitmore had made enemies the way a scarecrow made crows—abundantly and with intent.

But knowing someone wanted a man dead, and finding him bleeding out among the gourds at your family’s farm, were two very different things.

Maple, her grandmother’s gray tabby, appeared at Clara’s feet. The cat sat down, blinked once, and looked directly at the knife. Then she looked up at Clara.
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