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Author’s Note: Granny has become dear to my heart. In the beginning with the first book in the series, Granny Hooks A Crook, it may seem as if Granny is an old, memory flawed, fluffy old lady ready to be put out to pasture. Her character develops over time and in the books that follow. There are layers to Granny that no one would suspect and in the Fuchsia Minnesota series, we are peeling back the layers to see why Granny is who she is today.

We all have layers in our lives that are hidden. We may hide them because we are afraid. We may hide them because we want them to be forgotten. We may hide them because we have to get through the life we are living each day without revealing what is underneath the why’s of what we do, what we do in the way we live our life. In many ways we are no different than Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt. The challenge for all of us is to let our little light shine, rejoicing in our true character and being who God intended us to be.
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CHAPTER ONE

Franklin put his right hand out and took Granny’s left hand in his. He gazed into Granny’s eyes as he moved closer. Granny leaned her head toward Franklin––waiting. Franklin leaned forward and ever so gently pulled Granny into his arms, just enough, so he could reach her lips. At that moment, Granny felt a rough tongue on her face.

She swatted the tongue away, trying to meld back into her dream of the kiss, after the moment when Franklin and she had said, “I do.” The tongue was back. Granny opened one eye, slowly coming out of her dream, turned her head slightly, and looked straight into the face of Mrs. Bleaty, her pet goat.

After pushing Mrs. Bleaty away with a small tap on the nose, Granny wiped her face and tried to turn over on the bed, but her body wouldn’t move. She felt a heavy load pressing the bottom part of her body, as if her legs were weighted down. 

Granny again tried to move. Had she had a stroke during the night? Should she call 911? Granny opened both eyes and looked down to the end of her body. No, it was not a stroke; it was the shysters! Her pets Baskerville, Fish, Little White Poodle, Furball and Tank were plastered to her body and sleeping soundly.

Granny wondered why they were still here. Usually, the shysters and Baskerville hightailed it out of the house in the evening to make their nightly rounds of the town, ending up at Franklin Gatsby’s house to get some sleep before they retraced their steps and made it back to Granny’s, later in the afternoon.

Granny sat up on her elbows contemplating how to wake up the menagerie of snorers. “Wake up!” Baskerville opened one eye and looked at Granny in somewhat the same way that Granny opened her eyes in the morning. He then closed the one eye and went back to his snoring. Granny looked at Mrs. Bleaty, who was still trying to lick Granny’s face. “Enough! My wrinkles are staying no matter how much you try and lick them off.”

At that moment, the doorbell rang. Baskerville and the shysters jumped when they heard the ring. Granny had recently gotten a new doorbell that played music, and the doorbell was chiming the words to the song, Go Granny, Go Granny, Go Granny, Go. Granny pulled on a sedate robe and her flip-flops.

As Granny shuffled down the hallway, she concluded it was a strange morning, and it wasn’t even 8:00 a.m. She had better call Franklin and let him know that the shysters hadn’t left her house last night. That was a mystery she would have to figure out.

“All right, already,” Granny shouted as the doorbell kept chiming. Her early morning visitor was very impatient.

She glanced at the shysters and Mrs. Bleaty all lined up by the door instead of heading outside to check out the visitor through Baskerville’s pet door. What is up with that? Granny wondered.

She moved to the door and felt the cold hitting her feet, left exposed by her flip-flops. She hadn’t even had time to check her toes to see if they were red or blue. She surmised they would be blue anyway since it was winter.

“All right, all right,” Granny said again as she unlocked the door and opened it. The wind grabbed the door as she pulled it open and a big gust blew into the house, catching her tiny frame and knocking her backward. The only thing that kept her from falling over from the force of the door and the wind was Baskerville and Mrs. Bleaty, who anticipated what was going to happen and braced themselves against her.

A bundled up older gentleman, holding a snow shovel as a cane, hustled into the room. “’Bout time you opened that door, Granny.” The man’s speech was crackled and crotchety.

“What do you want, Silas?” Granny barked at the man. 

“I have to go downtown. No one can drive in this blizzard.”

Granny turned and lifted the shade on her living room window. The snowflakes were flying by and she couldn’t see Mavis’s house across the street. That must be why the shysters were still at home. Fuchsia was having a raging blizzard. That explained the color of her toes too.

“So why are you here?” Granny asked testily.

“I told you; I need to go downtown,” the crotchety older man barked as he moved towards Granny’s stairs to the basement.

Granny quickly put herself between the man and the basement stairs. “Explain yourself! Where are you going? Baskerville, Fish, Little White Poodle, Furball, Tank, attack!” Granny instructed as she pointed to the older man. 

The older man reached into the pockets of his winter coat and brought out some bacon and sardines, and tossed them into the bowls on the floor. He crossed his arms and gave Granny a challenging look as the animals ignored Granny’s command and slurped up the treats in the bowls.

Granny stomped her feet, planting them solidly on the floor. “Again I ask, what are you doing here?”

“Move it, Granny,” the man said gruffly as he moved toward the steps. “I need to go downtown and my house doesn’t have access to the underground streets of Fuchsia. Yours does. See you later.” Silas Crickett moved forward, grabbed Granny in a bear hug, gave her a quick kiss on the cheek as he lifted her tiny petite frame out of the way and proceeded down the steps with Granny following behind, and out the fireplace door into the room that led to the underground streets of Fuchsia.

Granny slammed the fireplace door shut behind her neighbor Silas, and with a little wicked grin on her face, she walked into the room behind the fireplace that led to the streets. With a chuckle, she turned the lock. Walking back into her family room, she shut the fireplace door, reached into the inside regions of the fireplace and again turned the hidden lock on the fireplace door. That should fix him from coming back this way, Granny thought.

Granny got back upstairs just in time to hear her cell phone ringing the Dragnet theme, signaling that Franklin was calling. The menagerie of animals scattered as Granny flip-flopped back to her bedroom. “What?” she barked into her cellphone.

“Have you seen the shysters? When I woke up they weren’t here.” Franklin asked in a worried tone.

“Have you looked out your window? No one in their right mind would go out this morning, even our animals.”

“Sounding a little smug this morning aren’t you, Hermiony?” 

“With you, Franklin, always,” Granny chirped back.

Franklin and Granny were engaged, and were to be married the day after Christmas. Franklin had moved to Fuchsia to get away from the big city. After being a New York City detective, retiring in a small town had seemed the perfect fit for him. Unfortunately, he hadn’t counted on the fact that small towns have their share of crime too. He hadn’t counted on meeting Granny, who seemed to always land herself in the middle of the trouble. He hadn’t counted on her unusual spark, driving him to fall crazy in love with her.

“I need a new weapon, Franklin.”

“Ah, Granny, I thought we agreed that now that your son, Thor, is the new lead detective and chief of police for the Fuchsia Police Department, he retired you from your undercover work with the merchants. Of course, maybe you don’t remember.”

“I do remember. But I need a weapon against my new neighbor who moved into Sally’s house. He attacked me this morning.” Granny sputtered.

Franklin, familiar with Granny’s sometimes over exaggerated truths, sighed. “Ok, what happened?”

“I’ll explain it to you as soon as you come and take me downtown,” Granny cajoled.

“No, we are not going downtown in this blizzard. Are you forgetting your car is stored at my house since we haven’t rebuilt your garage after the fire?”

Franklin was referring to the garage next to Granny’s house that had been destroyed by an arson fire earlier in the year, along with her treasured cars. Franklin had given Granny a new, restored, ‘57 Chevy Red Corvette convertible to replace her old one on the day he had proposed to her.

Granny lifted the phone to her face and gave it a dirty look. She pressed the EyeTime button and Franklin’s face appeared on her screen. Granny looked straight into Franklin’s eyes through EyeTime and said, “And who are you?” With a cackle, Granny pressed disconnect and looked down at Mrs. Bleaty who had come into the bedroom and was now trying to eat Granny’s cellphone.

“It’s time for all of you to brave the storm,” Granny said to Mrs. Bleaty as she grabbed her collar.

Granny pulled Mrs. Bleaty down the hall by the collar while instructing Little White Poodle, Tank, and Baskerville that it was time to go out. Fish and Furball could stay put since they had indoor litter boxes that they used when the weather was bad.

Once again, when Granny opened the door, the wind blew her backward, and the snow hit her in the face. She quickly shut the door and leaned her 100-pound body against it to get it shut. “Ok, I get it. I guess when ya gotta go, you’ll go; but remember it has to be outside.”

Granny, whose real name was Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt, sat down on the cold floor next to her warm furry creatures. She hugged Baskerville, a big hound dog, whom she had acquired after she had put his owner in the hoosegow. As she was hugging Baskerville, the rest of her furry friends attacked her with love, licking her face and purring loudly. Fish, a part Siamese cat, was a pet store dropout, and Little White Poodle, whose owner also got put in the hoosegow, were hers. Tank, a dog built like his name, and Furball, a cat that resembled her name because she was puffy and looked like a large ball, belonged to Franklin, but had adopted Granny. “All right, all right, I can’t help it if you are all wimps.” Granny laughed as she moved them off of her and stood up. What was she going to do today since there was a blizzard outside?

Granny took another peek outside through her living room curtains and proceeded back to her bedroom. Once there, she opened her closet door and pulled out some jeans and a bright red sweatshirt. Since she was no longer undercover, she could ditch her undercover Granny clothes, such as the hose she wore on her legs and her polyester skirts. The jig was up, so it was time for a new wardrobe. The sweatshirt and jeans weren’t exactly what she had in mind but she hadn’t found the right look for her new social status. She was an engaged woman, after all, so she had to look spiffy now. 

Granny pulled on her newest purple sparkly snow boots, grabbed her winter coat and purple earmuffs before bidding farewell to the shysters, and made sure their pet doors were not frozen shut before she left. At least the doors were not blocked by the blowing snow. It seemed to accumulate farther down the porch away from the door.

Making sure she had the key to her door to the underground streets so she could get back in, she made her way to the basement, out the fireplace door, and through the room and through the underground streets, locking the door behind her.

CHAPTER TWO

Granny dropped the key in her pocket since she had left her pocketbook home this time. Today she had no umbrella, nor her large knitting needle disguised as a cane. Her last solved crime had also ended her sneaky, undercover, decrepit Granny routine. Although she was old, no one actually knew her age––she wasn’t as slow and disabled as she had led people to believe. Granny sighed a big sigh. Now that she was no longer working undercover for the Fuchsia merchants, she wondered what she was going to do with her life. It was certainly going to be boring if her kids or Franklin had anything to say about it.

As Granny walked the underground downtown, she noticed the changes that were taking place since the City Council had decided to open the previously unknown streets and make it easier to shop in Fuchsia in the winter. Properties of Fuchsia homes were inspected by the Fuchsia Property Inspector. Granny liked to call him Specky because he was always inspecting something. Specky had examined the basements of the property owners along the underground streets, and had found places in the walls that had never been opened up to give the homeowner access to the underground area. It was then left to the homeowners themselves to decide if they wanted to open their doors to the new avenues of underground Fuchsia. Amazingly, they all did, and as Granny walked by the doors, there were Christmas wreaths and bright rugs accenting all of the underground entrances to the homes––the same as you would see on a normal street above ground.

Granny still felt strange walking down a street without a prop––like her her umbrella or knitting needle. Luckily, her children no longer wanted to put her in the wrinkle farm, even though she was still a little forgetful from time to time. They must have realized that her forgetfulness occurred because she was always on the move, her mind always focused on catching the next crook––although now that job seemed to be over, and the forgetfulness was just part of her undercover persona. Thor was probably right. It was time for her to behave herself, especially now that Thor was marrying Heather, and Heather’s daughter Angel was going to be her granddaughter. Granny knew she had set a good example for her other grandchildren when they were growing up. Her daughter Penelope had never complained––until recently––about Granny’s behavior. Granny had always done the right thing with her grandchildren, even if she hadn’t let the real Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt out until she was sure her kids were grown up in the way they should go, and her grandchildren too. But now, she had Angel to think of.

Granny walked slowly, thinking about the changes in her life the last few months and the changes in the Fuchsia underground. As she neared the lift that Graves’ Funeral Home used to transport caskets underground to the Fuchsia Cemetery, she stopped. Maybe her friend Delight and some Boneyard Coffee would cheer her up. Delight was now working in her new coffee and teapot-shaped building that she had renamed The Pink Percolator. Unfortunately, it didn’t have access to the underground streets. The city of Fuchsia was working on expanding the underground streets, but it being winter and all, and with the ground being frozen, the project would have to wait until next summer. How was she going to get to the former Ella’s Enchanted Forest––now the Pink Percolator––without having to walk knee-, and sometimes, waist-deep in this Minnesota blizzard?

Granny shrugged her shoulders and moved toward the lift into Graves’s mortuary. Previously, the now Graves’ Mortuary building had been Ella’s Enchanted Forest, but the City of Fuchsia thought it would be better to relocate the mortuary so it would be more comfortable for mourners to travel, and easier for the funeral home to transport caskets in the comfort of the underground streets from the mausoleum and out to the cemetery.

Since taking over the building, Graves’ Mortuary had put a code on the lift, so that every Tom, Dick and Harry couldn’t get into the funeral home. Granny supposed she could go to one of the other underground entrances to the downtown Fuchsia stores, but Graves’ was closer to Delight’s new coffee house. Because she was the one who had found the underground streets and had hooked the crooks working here with one hook of her umbrella, she was given the code for Graves’ lift. Of course, getting the lift code might also have had something to do with the fact that she had caught Mr. Graves doing a little snookering with Ivy from over at the Ringlet and Curl Hair Salon when Mr. Graves was supposed to be having his mustache dyed. Granny had a “code no-tell-promise” with him. He gave her the code, and she promised not to tell.

Granny jumped on the lift and punched in the code so the lift would unlock and rise into the mortuary.

At the sound of the lift being activated, Mr. Graves, who was upstairs, turned from arranging the flowers in the former forest room that had been Ella’s, to welcoming Granny. He knew it had to be her because no one else had the code.

“Granny, what you are doing out in the middle of a blizzard?” he asked, as he took her hand to help her off the lift.

“That new neighbor of mine, pesky Silas Crickett––don’t know why his mother didn’t name him Jiminy––rudely woke me up and thought he should use my access to the underground streets. I was up so I decided I should go see Delight at her new shop.”

“Uh, Granny, you still have to plow through lots of snow to get there since it’s a block from here. The streets haven’t been plowed yet and the wind will blow you over. You should go back home.”

“Listen, Gravy,”––Granny used the old nickname that Giles Graves had in grade school––“I am bored out of my mind since my son retired me from working for the merchants of Fuchsia. Of course, I must admit I can’t be undercover anymore since the last two crimes that I solved made the national news. Granny batted her eyes and gave him the best “feel sorry for me” look that she could muster.

Giles Graves lifted his shoulders and let out a sigh. “Ok, Granny, you always could get me into trouble in grade school with that look. See that machine out front? I could give you a ride on my snowmobile to the Pink Percolator.”

Granny let out a laugh. “I knew it. Let’s go.”

“You need a hat even if we are going just a block. I’ll be right back.”

Mr. Graves hustled into the back room and came out with a red bomber cap. He plopped it on Granny’s head. The flap sides trimmed with fake fur fit down around her ears. The hat had a fake fur flap that was red wool plaid and covered her eyes. The inside of the hat was lined with satin, giving it a little bit of a girly feel. Granny’s eyes beamed brightly from under the flap. It was hard to tell it was Granny under the hat, but her purple fur sparkly winter boots gave the secret away to anyone who might wonder who was under the bomber cap.

Granny tapped her head and headed for the door. “Let’s go.”

Giles Graves grabbed his heavy jacket, stomped into his boots, plopped on his bomber cap, and headed out the door behind Granny.

The streets were deserted. A few abandoned cars sat stuck in the snow on the sides of the streets. Plows didn’t come out in Fuchsia until storms were over. Folks didn’t get too excited about staying home from their jobs. Fuchsia businesses and factories just automatically called any blizzard a snow holiday so families could spend the day together. If someone wanted to come to work, it was fine. If they wanted to stay home, they weren’t penalized. The downtown businesses usually stayed open if the owners could get to their shops. Many owners lived above their businesses or were now connected through the underground streets. Some people, like Granny, became bored and wandered to Main Street through the underground streets. This was a new option and the city was waiting to see how Fuchsia residents would accept the underground streets this winter.

Granny and Giles climbed on the snowmobile. Giles revved the engine and they took off with Granny holding on for dear life. The trip only took a few minutes and, in a flash, they were in front of the Pink Percolator.

Granny got off the snowmobile and asked, “Where did you get this doohickey machine? Think I could drive this? I’ve never been on one of these before. Do they make them in red?”

Giles Graves gave Granny a look of disbelief, revved the engine, and left without answering her.

Granny opened the door to the Pink Percolator and fell into a wall from the force of the wind pushing her inside.

“Granny, what are you doing here?” Delight asked as she helped Granny away from the wall. “Are you all right?”

Granny stood up, straightened her coat, and pulled off her bomber cap. “How could you tell it was me?” 

“Possibly, it was your pink winter coat and your purple sparkly boots that gave you away? Answer my question, why are you out in this weather?”

“I have been put out to pasture and it’s a strange pasture at that. What am I supposed to do, take up knitting for real? I suppose I could...could knit a giant wedding quilt for Thor and Heather with my knitting needle cane. I have been told there will be no more skewering of crooks for me,” Granny said with a miffed tone as she moved further into Delight’s new coffee house. She took a seat by a donut-shaped table that was painted dark brown and covered with what looked like colorful sprinkles.

“Granny, I will get you a cup of your favorite Boneyard Coffee and the pastry I designed for you––Granny’s Chocolate Skewer Puff. Maybe that will make you feel better.” Delight headed toward the kitchen. Granny heard the patio door open and close. Who would be out on the patio in this storm?

“Delightful day, Delight.”

Granny turned to see the face that fit the voice. The voice wasn’t anything like what she had heard earlier that morning; it was too nice and sweet. 

“Why, Silas, you make even the worst of days sound wonderful,” Delight answered back from the kitchen. “Why don’t you have a seat next to Granny since you are the only two here and I’ll bring you a cup of specialty coffee to warm you up, and a Granny’s Chocolate Skewer Puff.”

Granny peered at Silas and wished she had her umbrella to hook the chair right out from under him when he sat down.

“See ya decided to follow my lead. Didn’t lock the door after me did ya?” asked Silas.

“I did, and you’re not getting back in. Find your own way home in this blizzard. In fact, I should report you for unauthorized use of property.”

“You do that and I’ll report your beasts for trying to eat Radish.”

“Radish? My animals hate radishes! Why would they eat them?” Granny asked, confused by the turn of the conversation.

“Exactly; they hate Radish and I will report you for them trying to eat him.” Silas leaned forward and pounded the table looking Granny straight in the eyes.

Delight came into the room and, unaware of the tension between the two customers, set the coffee and Skewer Puffs on the table in front of them, breaking up the conversation. .

Silas looked up at Delight and grabbed her empty hand. “My lady, how wonderful of you to prepare this wonderful spot of refreshment in the midst of the glorious storm.”

Granny took a sip of her coffee and choked, coughing loudly, when she heard the words that came out of Silas’s mouth.

“Oh my, Granny, are you ok?” Delight asked in alarm.

“Fine, fine,” Granny answered, glaring at Silas.

“Granny, did you know Silas loves the winter. The cold doesn’t bother him. He insisted on sitting out on the donut patio to breath in the beauty of the winter. Can you believe he was able to walk downtown this morning in this blizzard? It goes to show you how all of us, no matter what age we are, can do anything if we keep ourselves in shape,” Delight gushed in adoration.

“The Christmas decorations on the patio are outstanding, Delight.” Silas winked as he complimented her. “The large Reindeer drinking coffee is so you.”

Granny gave Delight a look of amazement right before she stood up, coffee cup in hand, pretending to trip as she stood with the cooled-off coffee, and dumped it straight in Silas’s lap.

Silas jumped up but not before he was covered with coffee. Delight tried to wipe away the coffee but Silas stopped her with a glimmer of something in his eyes. “It’s fine, my dear Delight. I am sure Granny, feeble as she is,”––Granny skewered him with her look––“is overwhelmed with remorse. I will go and tidy up in the Johnny Gent room.”

Granny waited until he was gone to ask Delight a question, “Where can I buy a snowmobile?”

CHAPTER THREE

Delight watched through the front window of the Pink Percolator as Fred Runner, owner of Runner’s Skids and Skis, showed Granny the details on how to drive her new Kidoo XYZ Snowmobile. Shaking her head in disbelief, Delight watched Granny intently listening to Fred, all the while withstanding the wind and the snow that was pummeling them. She didn’t hear Silas come up behind her so she was startled when she heard his voice.

“What in tarnation is that old woman up to now?”

“I think she just bought herself a snowmobile to get home,” said Delight.

Silas threw his scarf around his neck, pulled on his stocking cap, turned and took Delight’s hand and brought it to his lips. “A pleasure as always,” he said to Delight as he kissed her hand. Before Delight had the chance to respond––she being paralyzed by shock at someone kissing her hand––Silas turned and walked out the door to the snowmobile.

Granny was sitting on the machine ready to take off when Silas plunked down on the seat behind her, grabbing her by the waist so he wouldn’t fall off. “Not quite your color is it, Granny?” he asked as he settled down on the yellow and red machine.

“Get off, Silas; I’m going home.”

“I assume you locked your door to the underground street so I can’t back into your house. I’m not walking all the way home in this blizzard. Do you know how to drive this thing?” 

“Nope!” Granny yelled through the blustering wind as she revved the machine and took off.

“I didn’t think so,” Silas replied as he held on for dear life. 

The yellow and red Kidoo XYZ plowed through the drifts on the main street of Fuchsia. Silas almost fell off when Granny took a quick right turn, almost running into a street lamp on the side of the road.

“It’s the long way through the cemetery. I can’t go by the police station. Thor might be checking out the streets. This snowmobile thing is on a need-to-know basis and he doesn’t need to know,” Granny yelled through the wind.

“You can’t get to your backyard from the cemetery; there’s a fence!” yelled Silas.

“There is,” Granny answered as she dodged a tree on the side of the boulevard. “Hang on, Silas. I can’t see a thing, and if I lose you––well, I lose you. I don’t know how to stop this thing so you’d be on your own.”

“What do you mean you don’t know how to stop this thing?” Silas barked back.

“Fred showed me but I forgot. Now don’t bother me; we’re almost to the cemetery and once we get to the back by the mausoleum and the fence you have to be quiet.”

“Why?” Silas yelled as some snow hit him in the face, making him sputter.

“Because we have to go up the ramp and back down the ramp.”

“Ramp? What ramp?”

“The ramp I built for Baskerville, Mrs. Bleaty and the shysters in case they wanted to visit the cemetery. That’s how we’re going to get home.”

“Do you have a death wish?” Silas screamed as the snowmobile hit the ramp and ascended to the top of the fence quickly coming back down the ramp on the other side in Granny’s back yard.

Granny maneuvered the snowmobile perfectly straight on the ramp without a hitch until they hit a solid snow-covered patch at the bottom of the ramp in her back yard. The snowmobile veered, its front skis went up and over the mound, while Silas bounced high in the air, coming down hard next to the covered mound in the snow. The snowmobile and Granny stopped a few feet away after stalling out. 

“I guess that’s how you stop it,” Granny calmly observed. “You’re home.”

The snow was still falling around them and the wind was howling. Silas picked himself up off the ground, looking like a snowman with panic-stricken eyes and his mouth wide open, trying to find words to sputter at Granny. The only thing he was missing was a carrot for his nose and a top hat. His scarf was wrapped tightly around his neck and his cheeks were bright red, warning of the sputtering that was to come. 

“Are you trying to kill me?”

“I didn’t invite you,” Granny said as she turned to tromp through the drifts to get inside her house. 

Silas turned and fell over a hard lump in the snow. As he fell, his hand sunk into the drift coming out with a scrappy, half-disintegrated bow tie in his hand. Words failed him as he looked at the tie in his hand. Quickly he moved off the hard mound in the snow.

“Granny, get back here!” he yelled, but Granny had already hustled into her house.

Silas turned back to the mound and gently started digging in the snow. He soon discovered where the bow tie had been attached. He threw snow back on the lump and ran to the house, pounding on Granny’s door.

“What now? Go home, Silas. Franklin might get jealous if you keep hanging around and I am not responsible for what he does to you. He was a big New York City Detective, you know.”

Silas held up both hands in front of his face trying to silence Granny. He started to speak but couldn’t get the words out to interrupt her. Finally, after trying to still his agitating hands that were still in front of Granny’s face, he blurted, “You did it now. You killed someone!”

The word killed got through to Granny. She pushed Silas’s hands away from in front of her face. “Are you daft? Should I call a doctor to look at your head? I didn’t kill anyone.”

“You should call the police. There’s a dead body in your back yard and you ran over it with your snowmobile!”

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Fuchsia Police Department led by Granny’s son, Thor, was all over her backyard. Franklin, Granny’s fiancé, was also in Granny’s backyard, discussing the investigation with Thor. Granny had been instructed to stay inside the house, and Silas had been sent home to his house across the street to wait for Thor to question him.

Granny had to block the shysters’ pet door, and lock Baskerville and Mrs. Bleaty’s window door, so the creatures didn’t try to escape and help with the investigation. Granny had tried to see what was in the back yard after Silas announced the dead body to her, after she had called the police, but Thor, who lived across the street, one house over from Silas, and on the opposite corner across from Granny, had heard the police car and had run over before Granny could take a look at the stiff in the back yard. At least she assumed he or she was a stiff because there was a blizzard outside, and it was freezing cold. Detectives in the old detective movies always called the victim a stiff. Granny wondered what a dead body was doing in her yard.

“What do you suppose Thor and Franklin are going to say about my snowmobile?” Granny asked the shysters. Little White Poodle seemed to understand what Granny was saying and hid under the couch. Furball stood up and gave Granny a piercing stare with his hair standing up straight as if in fright. Fish and Mrs. Bleaty started meowing and bleating but cut it short and headed for Granny’s bedroom when they heard the front door open. Tank and Baskerville slunk low and crawled to Granny’s bedroom anticipating a big uproar.

“What did you find out? Was there really someone back there?” Granny inquired of Thor and Franklin as they stepped into the house, brushing the snow that was still falling off their coats.

“You ran over a body all right, Mom,” Thor informed her.

“A body that’s been dead a long time,” Franklin added.

“You mean I didn’t kill anyone with the snowmobile?” Granny asked.

“About that snowmobile,” Franklin and Thor spoke at the same time.

“First the body, then the snowmobile,” Granny informed them, as she lifted the lid on her footstool and took out the fake bottom, grabbing her bottle of wine and the glasses that she kept stashed there away from her daughters’ eyes. Thor had discovered her stash a long time ago, and Granny had let Franklin in on that little secret when they became engaged. Granny handed Thor and Franklin each a glass and poured the wine.

“No wine for me, Mom. Working.” Thor handed the glass back as he reminded her of the reason he was there.

Franklin lifted the glass to his mouth, but not before catching Thor’s eye.

“What?” Granny asked, seeing the look the two men had shared between them.

“Maybe you had better sit down, Hermiony,” Franklin said as he took Granny’s arm and led her to the sofa.

Granny shifted her arm away from Franklin’s grasp. “I’ll stand, thank you,” Granny informed him with a defiant look in her eye.

“Mom, I don’t how to tell you this.” Thor looked again at Franklin.

“Tell me what? You just told me I ran over a dead body; I didn’t kill anyone so what could be so bad?” 

Franklin took over from Thor when he could see that Thor was having a hard time spitting the words out of his mouth.

“The dead body that you ran over––it’s your husband, Thor’s father.”

At this news, Granny did sink down onto the sofa, a look of disbelief on her face. “How do you know that?” Granny challenged both of them just as Tank took that moment to pick up something by the door and jump into Granny’s lap, and drop the object in her open hand. Granny looked down at the tattered bow tie in her hand.

“That’s his. That’s what he was wearing when we buried him in the cemetery. That’s how you know, isn’t it? Why? How?”

“That’s what we have to find out,” Thor told her gently. “And because we have had so much snow, we don’t know how long his body was out there. If you hadn’t run over him with the snowmobile, and Silas Crickett hadn’t landed on top of his covered corpse, we might never have found him until spring. We still will have to do some tests on the body to make sure.”

Franklin, who had sat down on the couch next to Granny, raised his head when the name Silas was mentioned. “Speaking of Silas, Granny, what were you doing on a motorcycle with the man that you have described since the moment he moved into Sally’s house as a disreputable, crotchety, disagreeable skunk?”

“He broke into my house this morning,” replied Granny, “tramped down to the basement, unlocked the fireplace door, and made himself at home using my house to get to the underground street so he wouldn’t have to go out in the storm. I locked the door after him so he couldn’t come back that way.” Granny chuckled in satisfaction.

Thor interrupted, “I have to ask you some questions for the investigation, Mom, so let’s start from the beginning. “How did you get downtown?”

“I walked the underground streets.” Granny stood up and walked over to Thor giving him a stubborn look. “Don’t I need a lawyer before you question me?”

A glint came into Franklin’s eye. He felt sorry for Thor having to question his own mother––particularly when that mother was the cantankerous Hermiony Vidalia Criony Fiddlestadt.

“No, you don’t need a lawyer. Dad was already dead when you mangled him,” Thor said in exasperation.

“Thor, watch your language. Is that any way to talk about your father?” Granny countered back.

Franklin decided it was time to step in. “Hermiony, quit giving Thor a bad time and just tell us what you did downtown in this blizzard, and how you happened to be driving a snowmobile so that you ran over your dead husband.”

“You two certainly have a way with words,” said Granny. “I walked downtown in the underground streets to Graves Mortuary. Mr. Graves gave me a ride on his snowmobile to the Pink Percolator to see Delight. I enjoyed the ride on the snowmobile so much that, after a little forethought, I decided to buy my own snowmobile. You won’t let me have my car, Franklin, because my new garage is not built yet, and so I can’t come and go as I please.” Granny turned to Franklin with a disapproving glance.

“That’s the idea,” Franklin mumbled. “Keeps you out of trouble,” he added under his breath.

“What did you say, Franklin? I didn’t quite catch that.”

“Go on, Mom,” Thor urged.
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