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Thank you to author Barbara Jean Coast allowing me to mention her book, A Nate To Remember, as one of Granny’s reading pleasures.

Memories are always front and center when I write, and this book was not any different. I had to include Hanson Drugstore and their soda fountain and Whirlawhip machine that was so much a part of my life growing up, and also in my early adult years when I actually got to operate the machine––sometimes with a little complaining. It was complicated and messy to clean, but those Whirlawhips were yummy to eat.

I dedicate this book to my family. Families are occasionally complicated and messy, but the love we feel for one another never leaves us. I love you with all my heart.

CHAPTER ONE

The burlap bag, tied to a branch on the oak tree, bulky and swaying in the wind, was begging to be hit or punctured, so its contents would spill to the ground like confetti showering a celebration on those who stood below.

Hermiony raised the bat high over her head and took a swing, connecting with the unsightly, uneven bag. The bag moved but didn’t break. She hit it again, harder. Still, the bag refused to give up its contents.

Dropping the bat and picking up a stick that had fallen to the ground in the wind, Hermiony took a poke at the bag, tearing a small hole in its side. Still, the contents stayed comfortably wrapped in the depths of the bag.

Putting the stick down, Hermiony backed up at an angle from the tree, and took a running leap. Her feet lifted her high enough off the ground so she could grab the bag where it had ripped from being poked with the twig. Her body hanging from the bag, she pulled hard, but the tree would not let go of the bag. It was a tug of war between Hermiony and the tree. Hermiony tugged, and the tree tugged back. All the while, Hermiony’s legs dangled in the wind as she tried to hold on and rip open the treasure inside of the bag.

Wisps as soft as feathers landed on Granny’s face, whispering to her through her dream. She opened one eye and felt her arm above her head being pulled in the side's direction of the room. Quickly opening the other eye, she noticed feathers dancing over her face, body, and bed. Suddenly, her arm let go of whatever she’d been holding on to, and more feathers drifted down, creating a feather snowstorm in her bedroom.

Bleat! Bleat!

“Mrs. Bleaty!” Granny yelped as she sat up, realizing that she and Mrs. Bleaty, her goat, had been having a pillow fight while she’d slept, and that the pillow had won. Sitting up in bed, Granny grabbed the empty pillow casing away from Mrs. Bleaty. 

“Why aren’t you over at Silas Crickett’s this morning badgering Radish?” Granny asked the goat. Usually, Mrs. Bleaty, Baskerville, and the shysters visited Franklin, Granny’s fiancé, or Silas Crickett, Granny’s neighbor, at this time of the morning.

Granny grabbed her cell phone and checked the time. She’d overslept. It was almost nine o’clock. Must have been the wine and chocolates, thought Granny. Grabbing the bedpost, she steadied her body before her feet hit the floor. Granny knew her single days were numbered and she cherished her evenings, relaxing in bed with her wine and chocolates, reading a good book, and wearing her risqué hot pink night clothes. Although she supposed when she got married, she might surprise Franklin once in a while with the nighttime attire she always purchased from Red Hot Momma’s Boutique. However, it wouldn’t do for it to be an every night kind of thing. She would save her nightwear for special occasions––such as when she did something Franklin might not approve of. Red Hot Momma’s nighttime attire had a way of getting her her own way.

The cell phone that Granny held in her hand chimed Lullaby, Goodnight, My Angel, signifying that Angel was calling. Granny chuckled as she answered the phone. She and her new granddaughter had bonded from the moment they’d met. 

“Morning, Angel; it’s a little early for you, isn’t it?”

“Granny, its 9:00 a.m., you have to come and help me! I’m in trouble! I can’t find Thor and Mom. Hurry, Granny, hurry!” Granny heard the tears through the phone connection.

“I’ll be right there as quick as a pig can jig.”

Granny threw her phone down on the bed, looked at Mrs. Bleaty who’d climbed into the bed and was already snoozing, grabbed her robe to cover her Hot Momma pj’s, and took off down the hall to get to the door.

Granny’s feet came to a screeching halt when she encountered Angel in her living room.

“Angel, what are you doing here? Didn’t you just call me and tell me you were in trouble? Didn’t you just tell me that you couldn’t find your mom and Thor?” Granny questioned. Maybe she’d imagined the phone call amidst all the feathers and the dreams.

“I did, Granny, I did.” Angel gave a loud sniff.

Granny peered closely at Angel.

“Are you sure you’re crying?”

“Oh, Granny, I looked and looked and Thor and Mom aren’t here!”

“Why would you look here? Why would they be here?” Granny asked the almost-five-year-old little Angel, standing in the middle of her living room. 

“I can’t find them here because,” Angel answered Granny innocently before calmly walking to the front door. “They’re there!” Angel opened the door and held it wide open.

“Surprise! Surprise! Surprise!”

Granny jumped back and scowled at the intruders.

“Hi, mom! Happy Birthday!” Thor kissed his mother on the cheek while helping Heather, his pregnant wife and Angel’s mother, into the house.

“You look great for your age,” Granny’s daughter Penelope stated from behind Thor as she and husband Butch hauled a big package through the doorway.

“Mom, may the stars align with your day.” Granny’s other daughter Starshine hugged her mother, at the same time motioning her fiancé, Lars, into the house.

Granny felt something alive and squirming put into her arms as she looked into her neighbor Silas Crickett’s eyes. “Something lively to spice up an old, old, old woman’s life!” said Silas, as he raised his eyebrows and kept on going further into the house. Granny looked down to see what he’d put in her arms. Before Granny could see what it was, the live, wiggling creature was taken out of Granny’s arms and a pair of dangling red earrings made out of letters was placed in her hands. The words read, “You’re mine!” 

Granny looked up into Franklin Jester Gatsby’s eyes just in time to see him wink as he grabbed her for a smacking good kiss. Granny tried to extricate herself from her fiancé’s arms before anyone saw her blushing. Glancing behind Franklin and seeing the next reveler walk through her door, she wiggled out of his grasp. Handing the earrings to Starshine, she quickly pushed past Franklin to confront the new party goer.

“What’s she doing here?” Granny asked, glaring at the newcomer.

Thor moved to his mother’s side, not sure if he should grab hold of her arms in case she came out swinging. “It’s her birthday too,” he said.

Starshine moved close to the woman who was almost a clone of her mother. “We didn’t want her to be alone on her birthday.”

“She’s your twin sister, Mom. It’s been a lot of years since you both celebrated your birthdays together,” Penelope reminded her mother with an apologetic look.

“Oh, for goodness sakes!” Silas Crickett piped in, “Let the woman sit down; she’s a lot frailer than you, Granny, and she might faint at your attitude.”

Granny gave an appraising look at her twin sister Amelia before turning to Angel with a gleam in her eye. “Angel, you tricked me.”

Angel jumped up and down in glee. “I did! I did! See, I can be tricky too. Just like you, Granny.”

Before Granny had a chance to reply, the door opened again, and Mavis and George, her neighbors from across the street, along with her friend Delight, owner of the Pink Percolator, pushed a movable tray with a large cake on top of it into the house.

“It’s June and we’re going to croon; we’ll make you swoon and none too soon; on this day that’s not May; we’ll shout hooray, because it’s your birthday. June two is right for you. So don’t be blue ‘cause we’ve got a brew. Happy Birthday to you!” Delight and Mavis sang off-key as Granny’s menagerie of animals––Fish, Little White Poodle, Tank, Furball, and Baskerville––chimed in, barking and meowing. Mrs. Bleaty, coming out of the bedroom to see what the commotion was, provided the bleats. The animal noises completed the song with the perfect background chorus.

“Don’t you know it’s not nice to surprise an old woman so early in the morning,” Granny complained. “Might have given me a heart attack, especially with that terrible rhyme.” 

“Hermiony,” Franklin said, taking her hand and leading her over to the couch where he sat her down. He then moved to Amelia who was standing silently in the corner of the room. “Amelia.” Taking her hand, he led her over and indicated she should sit next to her twin sister.

Granny quickly scooted into the corner of the couch, eyeing Amelia warily.

Angel sidled up next to Granny and stared at the two sisters. “Don’t you like each other, Granny? You told me I should be nice to everyone.”

Granny cleared her throat, “Um, Um. Well, so I did.” 

“Are you scared of your sister, Granny? Is that why you don’t want to sit next to her?” Angel asked in a puzzled tone.

The rest of the people in the room gave Granny knowing grins, and Thor raised his eyebrows, indicating with a nod of his head that he wasn’t helping his mother get out of explaining this to Angel.

Granny turned to look at her twin sister, Amelia, who was silently listening to the conversation. In a soft voice, Granny acknowledged her sister’s presence, “Happy Birthday, Amelia. It’s been a long time.”

“Too long, Hermiony, too long. Happy Birthday to you too,” said Amelia. “I’m so happy to be sharing this time with you and your children. They’re my family too, you know.”

Granny turned away, a hurt look in her eyes but, noticing the questioning faces of the other people in the room, she quickly stood up. “Did ya think about coffee with that cake?”

Silas, seeing the hurt in Granny’s eyes, moved forward. “I don’t think they put enough candles on that cake for someone as old as you.”

Granny skewered him with a look. “You old cantankerous coot, why are you here? Counting the candles to see if you think I’m going to kick the bucket soon?”

Delight giggled at Amelia’s shocked look. “Don’t worry Amelia; those two are always going at it. He’s the male version of her; they just don’t see it yet.”

“And what was that wiggly thing you put in my hands?” Granny inquired of Silas.

Laughing, Silas answered, “I let it loose, but I’ll give you a clue. It’s silent as a mouse.”

Granny turned to Baskerville, “Baskerville, don’t you want to eat a Radish?” referring to Silas’s gray parrot.

Heather, Penelope, and Starshine handed out cake while Delight poured everyone, except Angel, a cup of freshly brewed coffee from the Pink Percolator. The shysters and Baskerville licked up the crumbs on the floor. Mrs. Bleaty busily tried to break into the presents that the visitors had brought and left by the front door for Granny.

“Amelia, how is the factory you’re building coming along?” Butch raised a piece of the Chocolate Raspberry Lemon Fudge Cake to his lips.

“George and I can’t wait to try your chocolate, Amelia. Imagine having a chocolate factory in town!” Mavis said, making a smacking sound with her lips.

Before Amelia could answer, Angel dropped a small box in Granny’s lap. “It’s a present from my Grandpa. You’ve got to open it first, Granny. Please! Please!”

“Angel, you interrupted a conversation. Aunt Amelia was about to answer a question about her factory,” Heather reminded her daughter.

“That’s quite alright.” Amelia’s soft voice could barely be heard. “There’s plenty of time to answer questions. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Unfortunately,” Granny stated under her breath.

“Did you say something, Hermiony?” Amelia asked. “I didn’t quite hear that.”

Granny, ignoring Amelia’s comment, continued to unwrap the small box. Lifting the lid, she saw the glint of something pink. Granny took the tiny object out of the box. 

Franklin bent down in front of her on his knee. “Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt, will you consent to marry me again?” referring to the fact that the Christmas wedding they had planned had gotten interrupted and postponed. “With this ring, I commit to accepting your colorful personality, your willful ways, and your sparkling independence. Let’s start anew and say I do.”

“What? No car this time?” Granny teased with a twinkle in her eye. The last time Franklin had proposed, he’d given her a red ‘57 Chevy Corvette convertible.

A loud crash interrupted Franklin’s answer with pieces of cake landing on top of his head. Frosting spattered all over Granny’s hair, and Baskerville’s loud howl filled the air.

“Food fight! Food fight!” Angel chanted.

“Stop everyone! Stand still so you don’t get cake all over the house!” Penelope yelled.

Granny, wiping the frosting out of her hair, looked up to encounter Silas smile. 

“Whoops, Baskerville must have accidently knocked into the table.” Silas gave Granny a shrewd look and said, “Happy Birthday, Hermiony!” He waved while walking out the front door.

Granny grabbed Franklin’s arm, putting a stop to his attempt to brush the chocolate cake off his clothes. “I have an announcement to make!” Granny shouted, stopping all the commotion in the room.

Everyone stopped cleaning up the mess to listen to Granny. “I, Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt, accept Franklin Jester Gatsby’s latest proposal!”

CHAPTER TWO

Holding on to a cup of coffee with her right hand, Granny lifted her left hand so she could get a better look at the pink diamond adorning her finger.

The ring was a good complement to the first engagement ring Franklin had given her that she still wore on the same hand and the same finger as the new one. “Yup, he staked his claim!” Granny mused to the empty room.

The party was over and Granny had some time to herself before she had to meet Mavis and Delight in the underground streets by Graves Funeral Home, per their instructions. She didn’t know what they’d planned, but she knew it would be good.

Something scurried past her feet, brushing up against her ankle as it passed, and skittered underneath the armchair across the room. Granny sat up, peered at the fluttering blanket, covering her chair and gently draping to the floor. That ornery coot Silas wouldn’t have left a mouse in her house, would he?

The one thing that no one knew about Granny was that she was scared of mice. Tucking her legs underneath her in her chair, she remained still as she watched to see what was hiding under the armchair. Of course, if anyone else had been around, she would have blustered through. It wouldn’t do any good to her reputation to let her family and friends know that the aging amateur sleuth was scared of mice. Well, she figured she’d just rest in her chair for a little while. One of the shysters or Baskerville, or Mrs. Bleaty, was sure to come back soon. They’d take care of the little creature hiding under the draped blanket of the armchair.

Keeping a close eye on the blanket, Granny sipped her coffee. It had been quite a year. Looking again at the two rings on her finger, she thought perhaps fate was telling her that the problems she and Franklin had getting hitched, should have warned her off of accepting another ring and scheduling another wedding.

First, she’d been kidnapped, and when they could have gotten the show on the road again, she looked up straight into the face of her twin sister, Amelia. It had been such a shock that Granny had fainted dead away, thinking she’d seen a ghost. In all the excitement of her family seeing someone who looked just like her that they hadn’t known about, and getting Granny to the Emergency Room to see Dr. Dreamboat in the ER, the wedding got postponed.

Granny’s musings were interrupted when the four shysters romped into the house through their pet door. Little White Poodle stopped on a dime and gave a sniff in the air. Tank growled and pawed the carpet while sniffing at the armchair that Granny had been keeping her eye on.

Granny tucked her feet a little tighter under her as Fish and Furball gave a loud yowl and bounded to the chair in question, batting at something underneath.

Granny grabbed her cell phone that was in her pocket and shouted into it, “Crabby old man!” The phone placed a call.

“Hermiony, my Hermiony, do you want me to come and party with you?” A chuckle followed the question.

“Silas Crickett, you get over here and get whatever smarmy live creature you left here out of my house!”

“Why, Granny, you’d do anything to get me over to your house, wouldn’t you? Do I smell a rat?”

“A rat? You left a rat over here?” Granny screamed into the phone, while pulling her feet back further into the chair.

A click could be heard on the other end of the line. At the same time, Furball dove under the chair and came up with something in her mouth. Granny moved further back in her chair as Furball, with a large white, wiggling rat dangling from her mouth, joined Granny on her chair.

“I don’t need a present Furball,” Granny said, cringing in alarm as the cat seemed to want to present the rat to Granny. At that same moment, the door opened, and Silas walked into the room, taking the rat from Furball’s mouth and holding it in his arms. He winked at Granny.

Seeing the creature safely in Silas’s arms, Granny jumped up and advanced on Silas. “You gave me a rat for my birthday! You rat! You could have given me a heart attack. That’s what you were trying to do, wasn’t it? Give me a heart attack so you could have my animals and my house! You want to live on the side of the street with the underground streets.”

Granny stomped to the door and grabbed her umbrella. I’m going for a ride to cool off and when I get back you’d better be gone with that creature, or I’ll have your son arrest you for terrorizing an old lady on her birthday!” Granny was referring to the fact that Silas’s son, Ephraim Cornelius Stricknine, nicknamed by Granny the Tall Guy, was co-chief of police for the town of Fuchsia, along with Granny’s son, Thor, the other part of the “co” in the “chief.”

Silas flashed a wicked grin at Granny, “If you change your mind and want to claim your gift, you can find little Squeaky at my house with Radish.”

“Lock up when you leave,” Granny advised, slamming the door on her way out.

CHAPTER THREE

Granny headed across the yard to her new garage. This garage replaced the old garage that had been totaled in an arson fire the previous fall. This new garage had more character then the old one. Granny had decided that if she was going to build a new garage, it was going to be unique. This garage had a turret at the top where she could gaze at the stars at night, or watch her neighbors when the fancy hit her. She thought of it more as a disguised guard tower for the neighborhood. Once in the turret, she could see across the Fuchsia Cemetery that bordered her back yard.

It gave Granny a thrill to view her red ‘57 Chevy convertible that was parked once again in her garage, instead of being stored at Franklin’s house. The car was an engagement gift from Franklin their first time around, replacing the two red ‘57 Chevy convertibles that had perished in the fire.

Sliding into the driver’s seat, Granny adjusted the mirrors, started the car, and turned on the radio.  Pushing the opener on the garage door, she eased the car out onto the driveway. Checking to make sure no one was watching, she gently backed onto the street. She brought the car to a complete stop. Granny once again looked around. The neighborhood was deserted. It was time to celebrate her birthday her way. The top was down; it was an 80 degree June day. The sun glinted on her windshield, sending its rays to shine right in Granny’s eyes. Granny cranked up the radio as loud as it would go, pulled her sunglasses down over her eyes, and with one stomp on the gas, peeled out of her neighborhood and headed for the open road.

For some reason, her mind was filled with thoughts of Amelia. Why couldn’t she have stayed out of their lives? Granny hadn’t seen her twin since they were 18 years old––out of sight, out of mind. They’d all been instructed to never speak her name in their household ever, by their parents. Granny and her brothers had erased the name Amelia from their lives.

Deep in thought about her past, Granny didn’t notice that her red Corvette knew exactly where to take Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt on her birthday. Before she knew it, the car turned into an abandoned farmhouse. Granny supposed she must have unconsciously headed to this spot.  She hadn’t been out to the old farm since her husband, Ferdinand, had died. It was the old home place where she and her brothers, Briony and Abraham, had grown up––along with her twin sister Amelia. After her parents had died, she and Ferdinand had moved their family here.

Granny took one look at the dilapidated old house and said to the air, “Lots of rats in there, I bet.” 

Opening the car door, Granny put her feet on the ground and lifted herself out of the car.  Yup, the old trees from the apple orchards were still there in the distance, abandoned. It looked as if some of them could still be fruitful. Herman Picnic––if he hadn’t croaked–– would have had a field day stealing those apples with no one around to protect them. Granny chuckled, remembering the day when she was a young girl and got the best of Herman Picnic. She bet Herman still had no idea when he died, how the wagon had sunk so fast so many years ago, leaving him on the ground with a broken leg.

Making her way to the steps of the old house, Granny looked up to the second-story window. She could almost see her brother, Briony, hanging by one hand out the window the night he’d tried to jump from the house to the tree to sneak out to meet his girlfriend. Granny had already made the jump to the tree, so she could sneak out to the barn to get her late night snack of chocolate and donuts that she’d hidden in the hay loft earlier in the week. Granny remembered offering Briony a branch to grab, but only if he brought her some more chocolates and donuts back from town. He wouldn’t, but she offered him the branch anyway. Just as he grabbed for the branch, she pulled it away and he tumbled straight to the ground with such a thunk that it brought their dad running. Well, she hid in the tree and had her chocolate and donuts that night, but her brother spent many hours in the barn cleaning something that looked a lot like chocolate but had an aroma that only a mother pig could love.

Now as she stared at it, the house didn’t look safe. Granny looked around and saw that the silo seemed to still be in good shape. Moving through the silo door into the empty silo, she could smell the aroma of hay. The people who rented the property must have stored hay in the silo in the not too distant past, because there was still a pile by the wall of the silo.

Closing her eyes and breathing in the scent of the farm, Granny sat down on a barrel in the middle of the silo. Thoughts of Amelia and her parents swirled in her head. She hadn’t thought about this place and its memories in many years. She could see through the window in the silo that it was getting late. She’d better hurry if she was to meet Mavis and Delight for their surprise. As she stood up, she tripped over a pitchfork lying on the ground. Picking it up, she studied it. Hmm, she thought, this might make a good weapon.

From shaking the pitchfork, it seemed sturdy. She wondered if the tines were still strong, so she walked over to the mound of hay and plunged the tines of the pitchfork into the mound. They struck something very solid. Granny pulled the pitchfork out and saw that the tines were tinged in red. Shocked, she backed away from the hay mound just as a hand that had been pulled out by the tines peeked through the hay.

“Okay, who’s there playing a joke on me?” asked Granny. “Silas, did you follow me here? Come out!”

Granny held the pitchfork in the air ready to pounce on whomever came out of the mound, but it was silent and the hand lay still.

Reaching down, Granny touched the wrist that was attached to the hand. There was no pulse.

“Great! I haven’t been back to the farm since Ferdinand died and now the hand of fate just happens to pop up out of a hay mound.”

Granny reached for her phone. “Thor!” she shouted into the phone, making it dial her son’s number.

“Hi, mom!” he answered, “are you celebrating?”

“You might say that. I think it’s time at my age to confess. There’s something I haven’t told you.”

“You’re getting old?” Thor joked.

“I still own the farm. And there’s a......there’s a.....could be a dead body here?”

CHAPTER FOUR

Pacing up and down the driveway of the old farm place, Granny’s feet moved slowly while she waited for the authorities to arrive. At one point, her footsteps hesitated at the silo door as she contemplated moving the hay off the arm and body of the person whose pulse no longer was beating.

Fear had never stopped Granny before from being inquisitive when facing a dead body, but now something held her back. Maybe it was the fact this was her home, even if she had left it years ago and had never looked back.

Hearing the sound of sirens, Granny moved to meet the cars coming down the long driveway. Thor hopped out of the first of the two fuchsia-colored police cars and ran to meet Granny. The Tall Guy exited the second car, taking his time to give a sweeping glance over the property.

“What are you doing here?” Thor asked his mother in an exasperated tone.

“What does it look like I’m doing here?” Granny countered. “Finding a dead body; shouldn’t that have been your job?”

“What did you mean? You still own this place? We thought you’d sold it when we were kids. And now you’re out here and someone’s dead?” Thor asked. 

“I was just taking a little drive on my birthday,” replied Granny, “doing a little travel down memory lane. Thought I’d visit the old place. How was I to know John Doe was going to be here too?”

The Tall Guy, hearing the conversation, quickly interrupted, “They’ll be time for that later. Thor, maybe you shouldn’t be here since your mom is again involved in a murder.” the Tall Guy turned to go into the silo.

Granny, hearing the word murder, jumped straight in front of the Tall Guy before Thor could stop her, tapping the Tall Guy hard in the chest with her finger. “I’m not involved in a murder!” Granny shouted, upset at hearing the word murder and involved in the same sentence. “I’m involved with a dead person. There’s a difference. You said the word murder without facts. It could just be a normal dead person.” 

Thor lifted Granny out of the way and followed the Tall Guy into the silo. At that moment, another car drove up, revealing Franklin Jester Gatsby. “What are you doing here?” Granny shouted to him as he exited his car. Not waiting for an answer, Granny disappeared through the silo door. 

Inside, she saw that Thor was holding the pitchfork that Granny had dropped on the ground. “There’s blood on this pitchfork,” Thor noted while watching the Tall Guy gently move the hay off the body.

“Ah, um, I can explain that,” Granny said in a hesitant voice, but her statement was lost to Thor who knelt down next to the body that the Tall Guy had uncovered.

“He’s been stabbed in the arm by the pitchfork,” Thor remarked. The Tall Guy joined Thor, getting down on both knees, to examine the body.

“He hasn’t been here too long––maybe a few hours. Do you know him?” the Tall Guy questioned Thor as Franklin came in the door and moved next to Granny.

“Can’t say that I do,” said Thor. “Want to tell us what happened, Mom?” Hearing no answer, he turned to look at Granny. She seemed frozen to the spot with an incredulous look on her face.

“Hermiony,” Franklin said, putting his arm around Granny and giving her a hug and a little shake at the same time. “Are you okay? Hermiony?”

All three men waited for an answer.

Granny still stood frozen to the spot. Thor stood up, facing his mother. “This has been too much of a shock; maybe we should take her to see Dr. Dreamboat in the ER.”

Granny shook off Franklin’s arm and moved past Thor, closer to the body. “I can hear you. Arrest me! I killed him! I forked him with the pitchfork, but I didn’t know he was here! Really, I didn’t! I’m ready for the orange jumpsuit.”

As if mesmerized, Granny knelt down next to the body and stroked the unknown man’s face. 

Thor, the Tall Guy, and Franklin appeared to be intruders on a private moment, even though they had no idea what was so mesmerizing for Granny about the dead body.

Finally, Franklin gave a short cough to break the silence. “Hermiony, let’s go down to the police station and you can tell us what happened. Do you know who this is?”

Granny took one last look at the face of the man lying dead in the hay before turning to answer. “He was the love of my life! I forked the love of my life!” She dropped her head, her eyes fixated on the floor.

Silas Crickett, hearing Granny’s last words as he entered the silo, walked over and stared down at the dead man, making a quick judgment of the situation. Turning to Granny, he snapped his fingers in front of her face and with a feigned chuckle, he countered her words, “Snap out it, you crabby old woman! I thought I was the love of your life. You didn’t kill him! Look at him, he’s stiff. He’s been dead for hours!”

“Crickett, can’t you see she’s upset? You don’t belong here.” Franklin pushed Silas away from Granny and towards the door.

Hearing Silas’s words and seeing Franklin grabbing Silas, Granny stood up straight with a shrewd look in her eyes and quickly stepped between Silas and Franklin. Holding Franklin back and putting one hand on his chest, she turned to look Silas Crickett in the eye. “How do you know how long I’ve been here, Mr. Supercilious?”

Thor picked up the pitchfork and separated the three people before turning to his mother. “Mom, how did the blood get on this pitchfork?” 

“I, uh, was testing it.”

“By forking a dead body? And . . . why are you out here?” Thor’s voice was agitated.

“Well,” said Granny to her son, “I didn’t know there was a dead body here, Thor. I was just testing this pitchfork for my new weapon.”

Franklin threw his hands in the air. “You don’t need a new weapon, Hermiony! We’re getting married. You’re retiring!”

Granny turned to Franklin with a furrowed brow, “What happened to ‘I commit to accepting your colorful personality, your willful ways and your sparkling independence, Franklin?’” Turning to Thor, she asked, “Can I go now? I have somewhere I have to be.”

Before Thor could answer, the rest of the police team pulled into the driveway.

“Granny, suppose we let everyone do their job and you meet us down at the police station,” the Tall Guy suggested.

Franklin took Granny’s arm. “I’ll drive you there; you’ll have to postpone wherever it is you have to be.”

Granny moved her arm out of Franklin’s clutches. “See that cute little red convertible! It’s mine. I’m fine. I’m leaving the scene of the crime, Franklin. Alone! You go on home. The Police Station is well known. I can find my way there and what you do, well....I don’t care. Granny has left the building!” With a brief nod, Granny quickly walked out the door. 

Silas, a mischievous twinkle in his eye, turned to Franklin and sarcastically commented, “Didn’t she just sparkle now?” 

CHAPTER FIVE

Granny glanced at the clock in the Fuchsia Town Hall as she drove past the square on her way to the police station. It was 3:00 p.m. She would have to call Delight. They might not be able to meet in the underground street later. The surprise might have to wait. The other times she’d been questioned about dead bodies she’d found it hadn’t taken too long. Of course, this might be the time they tried to break her down and make her confess to something she didn’t do. She had seen those movies where they kept you for hours and didn’t let you eat or sleep. Thor wouldn’t do that to her, would he?

Instead of taking a right at the corner by Graves’ Funeral Home to continue to the Police Station, Granny took a sharp left. Her car continued on past Racks Restaurant. She parked across the street in front of Esmeralda Periwinkle’s old house. The house had been home to a few owners since Esmeralda had left this world, and the latest occupant was her twin sister, Amelia.

Before getting out of the car, Granny picked up her cell phone and shouted the word coffee. Granny could hear the phone ringing.

“We’re perky, we’re pink, and our sweets will make you wink,” came the reply.

“Delight that was quite the poem,” said Granny into the phone.

“Are you ready for our surprise, Granny?” Delight could be heard whispering to someone on the other end.

“We’re going to have to postpone,” said Granny.

“Postpone! It’s your birthday. We can’t postpone!” replied Delight.

“Would you like to tell that to the police?” Granny asked Delight.

“Police, police! What did you do now?” Delight’s agitation vibrated through the connection.

”I didn’t do anything. Just forked some hay. Do you suppose we could talk the prison officials into changing their prison garb to pink? I don’t think I’ll look good in orange,” moaned Granny.

Before Delight could say another word, Granny hung up the phone and quickly got out of the car, glancing around to make sure the police weren’t going to pounce on her, since she was here and not there––there being Police Headquarters.

Reaching back in the car, Granny grabbed her umbrella. You never knew when that hook would come in handy. Besides, she didn’t know Amelia that well anymore. Maybe Amelia’s meek demeanor was a cover.

Granny was ready to pound on the door with her umbrella when the door swung open. Amelia, not seeing Granny, walked straight into the umbrella. Granny’s umbrella was on a downward swing for a knock, but instead of the umbrella hitting the door; it hit smack dab on top of Amelia’s head.

As the umbrella came down on Amelia’s head, a pink Fuchsia squad car parked behind Granny’s car. The two men in the car, seeing what was happening, hurriedly exited the car.

“Stop! Mom, stop! What are you doing?” Thor shouted.

The Tall Guy was quicker and made it up the steps just as Amelia was falling. Amelia fell into Granny and Granny fell backwards straight into the arms of the Tall Guy.

Granny looked up at the Tall Guy as he caught her, “You know what happened the last time I fell for someone?” Granny asked innocently, referring to the fact that she’d met Franklin by falling into his arms.

Thor, finally getting to the fracas, helped Amelia back onto her feet. Turning to his mother, he gave her a look of exasperation. “First, we find you with a dead body and now we find you assaulting your sister. And—you failed to obey our instructions. You’re supposed to be at the police station!”

“Now I’ll have to arrest you!” The Tall Guy stood Granny up, out of his arms.

“No, no! It wasn’t like that!” a rattled Amelia tried to explain. “I was coming out of the house just as she was knocking at my door with her umbrella. Dead body? What dead body? Hermiony?”
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