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CHAPTER 1

 

 

 

 

David Jenson wasn’t a good golfer, but he loved to play. Since moving to the Rio Vista Country Club, into one of the new, single-level houses that surrounded the eighteen hole course, he played up to six times a week. But only if the weather was pleasant. He was what is known as a ‘fair weather golfer.’

Generally, he would play golf with his wife, Lorna. Other times, he would participate in the competitions that some of the various men’s groups would organize. It was a good way to meet, and socialize, with the other residents of the Country Club. 

David was an outgoing man. He liked a drink or two, and a good laugh in the company of his many buddies. Like very many of them, he’d moved the short distance from the Bay Area to retire, and was a US Army Vietnam Veteran, and a former salesman for a rubber manufacturer.

Not a tall man, about 5ft. 9in., balding, with a white goatee beard. The hair that remained was grey, just like the majority of the other Country Club residents. 

Today, he was wearing a bright orange golf shirt, and similar colored cap, which didn’t really look good above his khaki, cargo shorts. He was a little overweight, which was surprising considering how little he ate, but was in generally good shape for a man of seventy years of age.

On this day, he was riding his own golf cart alone, playing golf with two pals who also rode their own carts. Finishing the ninth hole, which he’d unfortunately double bogeyed, scoring a six rather than a four, he informed his playing partners,

“I’m going to take a leak, and grab a beer. I’ll see you on the 10th. Can I get you guys something?” He asked them pleasantly, in his naturally loud voice.

The two friends conferred, and the smaller one, Joe, replied,

“Okay, Dave. Get me a Vodka Coke, and Steve will have his usual Bloody Mary.”

David took the opposite direction from his buddies and parked his cart outside the bar, that was situated between the ninth and eighteenth greens.  

The bar was fairly quiet with just a couple of customers that David knew, and some of the tables were occupied by people having lunch. David ordered the drinks from the bartender, Becky, telling her they were ‘to go,’  and to put them on his tab. While she made the drinks, he went to the restroom.

Returning to the bar, one of the patrons asked him how his round was going.

“Oh, the usual,” he laughed, in his distinctive chuckle. “Hopefully the back nine will be better than the front. At least I’m bringing the other two down to my level.”

David looked like he was chopping wood when he swung a golf club, and to make up for his slice, he always aimed left. This was very disconcerting to whoever he played with, as aiming left, made it seem as if he was going to put his ball through someone’s family room window. Watching this, hole after hole, made his playing partners think too much about his game, rather than their own. It invariably had a bad effect on them.

Putting the drinks in his top of the line golf cart, David headed toward the tenth tee. Nobody was in view on the eighteenth green, and he was out of sight of the bar when he was waved at. It was more of a signal for help rather than a greeting, and as David was a really friendly guy, and knew the person who was waving, he stopped.

“Do you need something? Or did I do something wrong?” He asked with a huge smile.

“I just need you to help me move something, David. It will only take a second. Do you mind?”

“Whatever you need,” David replied, getting out of his cart and heading toward the open door he was pointed to.

The door was to a back storage area for the banquet room, that connected to the bar/dining room that David had just left. It contained all of the extra tables and chairs that were sometimes needed. 

“I just need a hand getting this table out. It is so heavy, I just can’t move it by myself. It’s the 6ft. one, to the left as you go in.”

“Lets have a look at it,” David answered pleasantly.

He turned to the left and saw the long table propped against the wall. He tried to lift if by himself and was shocked at the weight of it.

“Jeez. This thing weighs a ton. I’m not surprised you need some help with it, but I can’t believe the golf club expected you to move it by yourself. Couldn’t they find someone to help you?” He asked.

Before he could continue further, dearly hoping that the collapsible table didn’t need to be moved far, he was knocked over by a heavy blow to the right side of his temple.

“What the hell!” he managed to say, his right hand instinctively going to where he’d been hit by something.

He was hit some more, hard, and his hands couldn’t protect his skull. As he cowered from the onslaught, David could feel the sticky liquid of his own blood over his shattered hands and face. He couldn’t figure out what was happening. As he fell into a deep sleep, the continued blows felt like distant thuds that weren’t painful anymore. He was dying.

The biggest tragedy about David’s brutal murder was that he wasn’t the intended victim. That honor fell to one of his playing partners, Steve Collins.

CHAPTER 2

 

 

The killer was one of the servers in the golf club’s restaurant. Her name was Ginny, shortened from Virginia, but the only person who still called her by that name was her mother, and sometimes her father. She rarely visited her aging parents, much to their dismay, and didn’t invite them to her home either.

Ginny was not only bipolar, she was also OCD. On sneaking into her workplace earlier, she had desperately wanted to clean up the storage area, and now that blood was splattered everywhere, the feeling lingered.

‘Those lazy, good for nothing bitches do nothing around here,’ she mumbled to herself, referring to her fellow servers, as she removed the bloody, full apron. Using the clean side of the apron to wipe her hands, bare arms, and face, Ginny continued her one-way conversation.

‘If that little cow in the dining room comes to investigate the noise I just made, she’ll get the same treatment.’

Ginny eyed the golf club she’d put down before removing her apron. She didn’t play golf so didn’t know that it was actually a one iron. A golf club that is notoriously difficult to hit a golf ball with, but very effective in bashing someone about the head. She had found the club in a trash can several days prior, so it presumably hadn’t helped the owner’s golf game.

Ginny felt sticky and dirty. Although she still felt euphoric after killing the unfortunate David, she wanted to get home and shower, burn the clothing she was wearing, and get rid of the golf club.

Making sure the coast was clear, by looking into the banquet room and then outside toward the bar and the 18th green, Ginny dashed from the still open storage room door to her waiting golf cart. She had left a towel on the seat, along with another folded one on top of it, and she wrapped the folded towel around the blood-soaked apron and the golf club. She’d left the key in the ignition, so as soon as she pressed the accelerator she was moving away. Turning left into the adjacent car park, she could see the playing partners of David patiently waiting for him on the 10th tee.

‘Should have been you, Steve,’ she said as she drove away, unseen by the waiting golfers. ‘Maybe I’ll get you next time. It’s the least I can do for you getting me fired!’

That actually wasn’t true. Ginny was working her notice from the restaurant after being written up. She’d gotten into repeated arguments with the new Food and Beverage Manager, mainly about her schedule, but also about the other servers. Ginny was barely working now, but thought the reasons she was given for being fired were wrong. She was convinced it was certain customers and staff who had it in for her. Steve was one of those. 

Ginny was a good server, always busy, whether she was at home or work. In her mind, there was always something that needed to be done, and she hated the other servers standing around, tapping away on their phones when they had customers. Ginny would do anything to help increase her tips, and although she was happily married, she would flirt like crazy.

Not an unattractive woman in her fifties, Ginny kept herself in shape at the gym and in the pool, so many of her ‘regulars’ enjoyed her attention. Steve was a ‘regular’. He had fully participated in the flirting, but after he complimented Ginny on her breasts and legs, he then backed away from a private meeting. He even said he would report Ginny to the management. 

Ginny was furious at the pot bellied Steve, especially as she’d let him touch her sometimes, when no one was looking. Now she was having to find another job when she’d worked at the golf restaurant for the last four years. Ever since she and her husband had moved into the community, she’d been employed there. It was her home and she resented being forced out.

‘Should have been you, Steve,’ she repeated, ‘you always stop after nine holes and I was waiting for your fat ass. You had that nice guy buy your drink, you cheap shit, and you get me fired! I hope you goddamn realize that it should be you who’s dead!’ 

No one noticed Ginny in her golf cart. So many of the residents used them that they were almost invisible. She was home within minutes, burning her clothes in the fire pit and bleaching the cart.  She was still exhilarated as she showered and scrubbed her skin. The way she was feeling, her husband was going to be in for a nice surprise when he got home.

CHAPTER 3

 

 

Rio Vista is situated south of Sacramento, California, and lies on the Sacramento River. A small town, half of its population is provided by the residents of the country club, who are all over the age of 55. The gated community is a very quiet neighborhood, even though it’s classed as an active one, with many pastimes, apart from golf, to interest its residents.

Despite its aging populace, Rio Vista doesn’t have a doctor, an urgent care, or a hospital. The nearest medical care is in Fairfield, which is over twenty miles away, or in Lodi, which is even further. Yet the majority of the residents love the country club life. The few that leave, do so mainly because they want to live closer to their families. Death in the community is a regular occurrence, but usually of natural causes.

This was a very pleasant spring day in this part of California. It was warming up considerably, and Becky expected that most of the golfers would choose to drink outside once they finished their eighteen holes. Becky herself was also leaving the golf club, but of her own violation. She was going to return to her previous position in a nearby restaurant, as that felt more like home to her. She had only left it because it had closed down for a period, and the new owners wanted her back.

“Hey Steve,” greeted Becky, “What can I get you? A Bloody Mary, or do you want a beer?”

“No thanks. Actually, David Jenson got me one a few minutes ago but he’s disappeared. The drinks are in his cart but have you seen him?” asked Steve, who was looking around the small restaurant for his friend.

“He didn’t come back after taking the drinks out,” replied the seemingly unconcerned Becky, as she placed washed glasses from the dishwasher behind the bar. “Did you check the restroom outside?”

There were two restrooms adjacent to the banquet storage room.

“Yeah, as I came past. I even checked the women’s. You sure he didn’t come back inside?”

“If he did I didn’t see him. Hey, Annabelle,” Becky called out to the much younger server, who was bussing a now empty table. “Have you seen David Jenson?”

Annabelle looked around. She was dressed in the same uniform of black pants and a black polo shirt as Becky, but had a little more weight than the bartender, and her black tied-up hair contrasted with Becky’s short blonde cut. Annabelle, as is the norm in the restaurant trade, was a fairly new employee.

“Who’s he?” She asked.

“He came in a few minutes ago. I think he was wearing an orange shirt, he bought some drinks, used the restroom, then he came back and took the drinks outside.” Becky explained.

“No, I don’t think so,” answered the unconcerned Annabelle, as she wiped down the table.

“Maybe you should look in the restroom, Steve. Perhaps he’s got a stomach bug or something and had to use the bathroom again,” offered Becky with a smile.

“I suppose,” grumbled Steve. He shuffled off, his white golf shoes leaving clumps of grass on the restaurant carpet, and his red golf shirt seemed to be struggling to contain his ample stomach.

“He’s not in there,” he declared loudly on returning moments later.

“Well, maybe you missed him,” Becky answered. “Let’s look outside.” She stepped out of the bar as Steve approached, and led them both outside. As they walked towards the patio by the storage room, she could see the drinks she’d previously poured for David, untouched in a golf cart.

“Is that David’s golf cart?” She asked.

“Yes, it is. Where the hell has he gone?” Steve stood by David’s cart, looking around with a totally perplexed look on his unshaved face.

Becky was also now puzzled, and also a little apprehensive. She was well aware of various residents falling over sometimes, and even though David seemed to be in good health, well, you just never know. She looked around at the nearby green turf, dearly hoping to not see a prone David. 

Relieved, Becky happened to glance over at the storage room and noticed the door wasn’t latched. She immediately thought that Annabelle must have been in there and left it open, as Becky had closed the bar last night and had checked the door on her rounds. These kids, she thought to herself, are so irresponsible these days.

To close the door properly, you had to step inside the storage room to access the latch, and then return outside via one of the banquet room’s fire doors.

Stepping from strong sunlight into the dark room, Becky didn’t notice anything at first with her eyes, but she knew she’d stepped into something.

Oh come on, Annabelle, you could at least have mopped up after yourself, Becky complained to herself, stepping back outside and opening the door wide to see what had been spilled.

Her scream alerted everyone within a 100-yard radius that something really serious had happened.

CHAPTER 4

 

 

Everybody it seemed, came running. The new general manager, the new chef, the half-dozen remaining lunch customers, the sous chef, Annabelle, the golf shop employee, golfers, and even folk from the adjacent social club.

Becky was being consoled by anyone who could get near her. She’d been encouraged to sit down at one of the patio tables that was out of sight of the storage room. She was shivering, ashen-faced, and felt sick to her stomach. Her consolers, apart from wanting to hold one of her hands, or give her a hug, were also curious to hear about what she’d found. Although both doors to the storage room were now open, nobody was getting too close.

Simon, the manager, couldn’t believe it. Since recently taking over, it had been one thing after another. On his first day at work, he learned that the chef had abruptly quit the Friday before his Monday start. Following instructions from the corporate office in L.A., he had to give Ginny her notice just days later. Becky was leaving. The sous chef had recently been arrested for drug possession and was now on bail. He was also very weird. Annabelle and the other servers bitched to him every time he passed their way, usually about each other, or the food and beverage manager, or the customers. He’d found a new chef and a new bartender. The chef had already started, and the bartender was a returning barkeep. The golf course was a mess, and yet corporate was wanting him to cut costs on its upkeep. The resident golfers were all complaining to him because the green fees were being increased. Now, one of the residents was lying dead in a storage room, probably murdered.

“Any chance of getting some service?” Shouted someone from the direction of the bar.

Simon looked toward the source, a look of contempt on his forty something unshaved face. Although it wasn’t hot, beads of sweat were running down his totally shaved head, dampening the collar of his yellow polo shirt. 

“I just need a couple of beers, and maybe a hot dog,” explained the golfer. “We’re just making the turn.”

Simon stared him down. He couldn’t believe that the golfer was showing no interest in the hubbub just yards away from him. He was dressed in the customary golf shirt, shorts, white golf shoes, and baseball cap, an anxious look on his face. He was probably worried that the next group would jump ahead of his own on the tenth tee. Simon could tell from the man’s apparent age that he wasn’t a resident. He only looked to be in his thirties, and probably wouldn’t really care about the apparent murder, until he’d finished his round.

“Annabelle?” Simon asked in a slightly raised voice to garner her attention. “Will you go and see to him.”

Annabelle had seen and heard the golfer and chosen to ignore him. She was the complainer-in-chief as far as staff members go, even though she was a more recent employee, and had been informing one of her lunch customers that David was her favorite customer. Which wasn’t true. Normally, she accused David of spreading gossip. Neglecting the fact that it was gossip that originated from herself. 

“What do you need?” Annabelle asked a little rudely, after leading the customer into the bar.

“I’ll have a couple of Bud’s and two hot dogs if you have them,” he replied, looking at the beers on tap.

“You want them to go?”

“Yeah. So what’s going on out there?” He asked curiously. 

Annabelle didn’t think the guy was that concerned, nor did she think he was particularly pleasant to look at. His clothing was worn and creased, and he smelled of tobacco. Annabelle smoked weed, but she hated the smell of cigarettes.

“A resident has been killed,” Annabelle told him, as she poured the beer into plastic cups.

“You’re kidding me!” he replied, glancing over his shoulder.

“No. Why do you think everyone is upset? That will be nineteen dollars,” she told him, putting the beers on the counter in front of him. “I’ll just go and get your hot dogs from the kitchen.”

Nobody else was in the room as Annabelle headed to the kitchen, and she wondered what she was missing outside. The hot dogs had been pre-cooked and were in a warming drawer.

“Well that’s one less complainer,” declared the very weird sous chef, Pat, who’d just returned to the kitchen after taking a look at the death scene. “Maybe we should change the special to steak tartare.”

“God, you’re a sick bastard,” Annabelle told the smug Pat, who at 6ft. 3in. towered over her. He was in his late twenties, black curly hair, and black framed glasses that he was always adjusting. Pat was dressed in his usual black chef jacket over black and white striped pants.

“You haven’t sent a ticket through for those,” he admonished, as Annabelle helped herself to two hot dogs.

“I haven’t done a ticket on the register yet. It will come through in a minute,” Annabelle replied tersely.

“Make sure you do. We’re not giving food away you know,” Pat called after her. He didn’t have any say or control of the food budget, but Pat was always policing the servers. It drove them all crazy, especially when he demanded a ticket for any extras they’d manually included on a ticket. He would even refuse to do the order until they’d charged the customer an extra dollar or so.

“Fucking dick,” Annabelle muttered to no one as she returned to the bar. “Here you go sir. Let me get you some ketchup and mustard.”

She got the condiments from behind the bar and placed them down on the counter by the two foil packs that contained the hot dogs. The golfer hurriedly added both, put down a twenty bill, and with his arms full with beer and food, left, after telling Annabelle to “Keep the change!”

With no customers in the bar and restaurant, and hearing the sirens now very clearly, Annabelle went back outside. She was sure the police would want to interview her.

CHAPTER 5

 

 

The tiny city that was Rio Vista, sent all its first responders. The Police, Fire, Paramedics, all raced to the Golf Club along Highway 12, and on approaching the manned entrance, were waved through by the security guards.

The first officer on the scene, quickly assessed the situation after speaking briefly with the waiting manager, Simon. After carefully entering the storage room, the officer checked for a pulse before retreating. On meeting the fire crew and paramedic, who had to wait for the police officer to declare the scene was safe for them to enter, the officer informed them that the storage room was now a crime scene. They fully understood the implication, but they had to confirm the victim’s death, and make sure that CPR wasn’t needed. David Jenson was too severely beaten for any resuscitation.

As another police officer arrived, a cordon was set up with barricade tape which everyone retreated behind, and a call was made to the Chief of Police, and to the Coroner of Solano County.

It is the job of the first responding officer to manage the scene, take notes, conduct initial interviews, and even point out suspects. Sometimes, and more often than detectives like to admit, the first responder actually solves the crime. As Rio Vista is a very small city, it doesn’t have any kind of detective on the city’s payroll. Instead, and unless the workload gets too much, the police officers do the investigating.

Officer Julie Morales had been with the Police Department for twelve years, the last six in Rio Vista. Originally she had been in Vallejo, in the same county, but had moved because she’d wanted to be more of a community officer. That it also came with more investigative responsibilities was also a plus, and although she hadn’t been to Detective School, she had already solved two murders. She knew how to collect evidence and manage a crime scene.

Although Julie was of Mexican descent, on her father’s side, her mother’s side was Irish. Not that she related to either culture as she and her parents had all been born in California, but she had visited Mexico and especially Ireland. She did though have natural light brown skin, black hair that she kept in a tight bun on the back of her head, and green eyes. She was also fairly tall at 5’ 9”, attractive, and slender. However, that was hard to tell when she was working, as the vest she wore, added bulk and a lot of weight. 

Away from duty, Julie remained unmarried, with a lot of suitors, and quite unrecognizable out of her black uniform.

The other officer who had arrived was Julie’s partner. Julie was senior, so in a more serious crime, she would take the lead. They drove separate black and white Ford Explorers, but always backed each other up. If one of them made a traffic stop, or responded to a dispatch call, the other wasn’t far behind. His name was Officer Jed Moore.

Tall, at 6’ 3”, short brown hair parted down the left side, blue-eyed, early thirties like Julie. He was married and had two little girls, who showed no respect to his uniform and had him twisted in their tiny hands.

After Officer Moore finished up helping the fire crew create a barrier, he approached his partner.

“Hey Julie. Has anyone confessed yet to make our life easier?”

“No such luck, Jed. Take a look at the crime scene and let me know what you see. I need to go and get my camera, so while I take some photos you can start taking statements. Start with the bartender over there,” she pointed, “with the short blonde hair. She found the victim.”

“Do you want me to call out for reinforcements to canvass the area?” Jed referred to the much larger Sheriff’s Department.

“See if you can find the murder weapon first, but watch where you step. It’s pretty messy in there, but I’m thinking it was some kind of blunt instrument.”

Jed had taken a look by the time that Julie returned with her forensic case, and she was putting on a coverall with fresh latex gloves, to avoid contamination. Although she and her partner both wore body cameras, she now had a digital camera as well.

“Did you find anything?” She asked Jed.

“No. A couple of partial footprints was all.”

“We need to canvass the area. Before you interview the bartender, close everything down and have the fire crew help to expand the crime scene. Get the Sheriffs in here to help.”

Simon, the general manager, was none too pleased to hear that his golf club was closing for all further business. He was already getting hassle from the corporate office about financial losses, and today was now going to be an unmitigated disaster. He was told by Officer Moore to send all the remaining guests and staff outside, to await interviews, and to lock the doors. He sighed and grumbled to himself. It was going to be a long day.

It didn’t take long for the Deputy Sheriffs to arrive en masse. As Officer Morales was still collecting evidence, Officer Moore gave out the instructions.

All those who were anxious to be interviewed were, along with everyone else.

Barry Mize felt much sorrow, but was also a little aggrieved. He bought and sold golf carts to his fellow residents and had an appointment with a new tenant, who was supposed to meet him in the bar. Barry had put new wheels on the cart, along with headlights and an enclosed cover for the winter and fall. He had recently had dinner with David and his wife. They were good friends, but business was business. 

At eighty-one years old, Barry was liked by everyone. Although he didn’t need to keep working, he liked to make a deal, as much as he liked a glass of wine and golf. He had even sold David’s cart to him. A really nice one that included a music system and storage in the small hood. Barry stroked the small tuft of hair beneath his chin and then ran the same hand through his thick, black, barely grey hair. He’d left the golf cart in front of the clubhouse, so the tenant may well be looking it over. He made his way over, commenting about the tragedy to his many friends as he passed by them.

Fitz, which was short for Fitzler but everyone knew him as Fitz, really wanted a beer. He came to the bar every day for at least one beer, sometimes played golf, and also liked to organize pools. Football, baseball, basketball, pro or college. A raffle for the teams, or the points, and someone would win the pool. With the bar closed, Fitz would have to drive into town and risk getting a DUI. Living in a gated community eliminated that, as it was extremely rare that the Police patrolled inside the gates. Sometimes, a resident would have a drink too many after golfing and have a little accident in their golf cart. It had never been fatal, but it was something they would never get away with in they lived in town. Fitz didn’t want to go beyond the gates, but he really wanted a drink and watch some baseball. Anything really, to get his mind averted from the senseless killing. A Vietnam Vet, Fitz had seen too many lives cut short, and this reminded him of those days. 

Neither Barry or Fitz had seen anything that seemed remotely suspicious. Both had been in or around the golf club, but couldn’t recall hearing, or seeing much, apart from golf carts. Some with clubs on the back, some without. Nothing unusual in that as a lot of non-golfing residents used golf carts to get around.

Pat Gorsuch the sous chef didn’t like all the cops around the place. They made him nervous and he hoped they didn’t want to search his car. He was still on parole and they wouldn’t have to ask him for permission. They did take his name, and the kitchen’s close proximity to the crime scene was of great interest. Pat maintained that he had seen or heard nothing, above the noise of his rap music radio station.

Officer Morales finished up her evidence gathering and allowed the coroner to take away the corpse. She would now have to go and meet the widow and inform her of her husband’s death.

CHAPTER 6

 

 

All police officers hate being the bearer of bad news. Sometimes they can learn a lot when informing family members of a death, especially when they’re suspects, but it was still a horrible task to have to do.

David’s widow, Lorna, thought it was an elaborate hoax.

A tiny, very slight woman who could probably buy children’s clothing, Lorna nervously giggled when Officer Morales sat her down and broke the news. She thought for sure that there must be a hidden camera somewhere, and David and all their friends would soon appear, laughing, and teasing her.

Lorna was a little older than her husband, more wrinkly with wispy shoulder length brown hair, but just as friendly. Finally seeing and hearing the seriousness in the Officer, she screamed in disbelief.

“NO, NO, NO. He’ll be home soon, you’ll see. It can’t be my David, it’s someone else. He’ll be here in a minute, he’s just having another beer that’s all. This is all a big mistake.”

Julie Morales waited and watched as Lorna fidgeted on her armchair, and kept getting up on hearing an imaginary garage door opening and her husband returning home. It was heart-wrenching for Julie to watch, but it totally convinced her that Lorna was not the perpetrator.

It was only when the next door neighbor came round to see if her friend was okay, that Lorna accepted the news. She wasn’t able to think of any reason why her husband was killed, and it didn’t make any sense to her. 

Officer Morales left the Jenson home, after being told that she wouldn’t be required to inform the rest of David’s family about his demise. More friends arrived to console Lorna, who by now was sobbing uncontrollably.

“Did she confess?” Asked her partner, Jed, when she returned to the crime scene.

“She didn’t do it. We need to find the motive, because someone obviously had one to beat him to a pulp. Did you send all the evidence I collected to the lab?” 

“The Sheriffs took them. We found nothing else. No clothing, no murder weapon, no witnesses. All we have at the moment is the partial footprint. It doesn’t look conclusive, but we think it was made by either a small man or a woman.”

“Are they going to analyze the shoe print for make and size?”

“As well as they can. We’ll see what the lab comes up with.” Replied Jed.

“Okay,” responded Julie, who was unfazed about having nothing to go on. It was still very early after the crime so it wasn’t a worry. “We’ll keep interviewing. Something will come up.”

“What about the golf club? Do you want to keep it closed?”

“I’ve collected everything I’ve needed to, so let them open up in the morning. Keep the crime scene taped off until they get a clean up crew out here. I think we’ll learn more if we allow the residents to go about their lives, and we can listen to the gossip. Whoever did this had to know their way around this place and how to get in and out without being detected. I think a trap was set for Mr. Jenson and that it was set by a resident or a member of staff.”

“So what do you want to do Julie?”

“We’ll hang out here when we can, listen, take notes, and do background checks. I doubt it, but maybe Mr. Jenson was having an affair and the jilted husband got wind of it and exacted revenge. Someone must know why this was done,” reasoned Julie.

CHAPTER 7

 

 

Since showering, Ginny had been glued to her computer and the Facebook page. Instead of the usual postings of food and family pictures, the gossip was all about the suspected murder of David Jenson.

Although it had yet to be announced as a murder inquiry, the locals all believed a homicide had been committed in their own little town. Postings were being made, and they were saying the barmaid had told a trusted friend that David had been battered to death. Others were saying he had put up a fight and the police were looking for a man with facial bruises. Somebody else was saying that a guy had been arrested already and had confessed. Another suggested that David had obviously been in debt to a loan shark, and that his subsequent beating for not paying his dues had gone too far.

This was all very entertaining to Ginny, making her laugh as she went through all the comments and new postings. The more fanciful the comment, then Ginny would hit the ‘like’ button.

Hearing her husband arrive home, as he entered the adjacent kitchen from the garage, Ginny went to greet him.

“Hi Babe, how was your day?” She greeted him, kissing him briefly on the lips.

Her husband, Jonny, worked on a road crew operating heavy machinery. Older than his wife by over ten years, he was delaying his retirement. A wiry guy, with a good head of brown hair that was only tinged with grey, and a weather-beaten face, Jonny defied his age. Away from work he liked to keep busy in the garage, which was basically his man cave. His neat man cave. Ginny would not allow him to leave it disorganized, and although she wasn’t as finicky about the garage as the house, it always looked pristine.

Jonny had, as usual, discarded his work boots before entering the kitchen, and normally would head straight to the shower on his arrival. After putting on clean clothes, he would then take his work clothes to the laundry room and Ginny would put them in the washing machine. She would do the laundry, as she was the expert.

“It was okay,” he replied, amazed to see Ginny in a bathrobe at this time of the day, “how was yours?”

“It’s actually been very exciting today. Have you heard the news?” She said, almost breathless.

“You can tell me about it after I shower.” 

“That can wait. There’s been a murder! Come and look at the news on Facebook.” She’d grabbed his hand and was leading him to the computer.

“Who’s been killed?” Jonny asked, his curiosity now peaked. Not only by the news, but also by his wife kissing his unwashed face and holding his unclean hand.

“One of the residents at the country club. He was killed at the back of the banquet room.”

“Do you know who it was?” Jonny was now being allowed to sit at the computer in his work clothes, which was another no-no.

“Yes, I do. I served him in the restaurant. He was called David Jenson. A good tipper, a bit loud sometimes, but a good guy.”

Jonny had rarely seen his wife so excited. Sometimes like this after windsurfing on a great wind day, but not otherwise. As usual for a food server, she first recalled him by how much he tipped.

“Do I know him? Are there any pictures of him on here? How was he killed? Was he shot?” He asked as he scrolled down the comments.

“I don’t know if you ever met him,” Ginny said into his ear, as she bent over his shoulder to read more comments. “He was apparently battered to death.”

“Holy shit,” replied Jonny. “When did this happen?”

“This morning it seems. I’ve only just heard about it myself,” Ginny lied.

“Wow. Are you okay? It must have been a shock.” He glanced around at her.

“I’m fine, babe. It was a shock but I’m okay.”

“Does anyone know why he was killed?”

“As you can see, there are lots of theories, but I think they’re all guessing. The police haven’t said anything yet. I was thinking we should go out for dinner tonight. See what everyone is thinking.” Ginny replied.

“Okay, we can go out. Let me go and shower first.”

Jonny went and showered. Much to his amazement and delight, for the first time in his memory his wife joined him.

CHAPTER 8

 

 

 

The restaurant at the country club was busy the following day. Apart from the interest in the murder, it was the usual day for the Women’s Nine-Holers to play. En masse. As there were so many of them, two servers had been scheduled to work, as well as a bartender.

It wasn’t that the women ordered a lot of food. Most of them just had a cup or bowl of soup, or a side salad. The difficulty for the servers was that the women insisted on having separate checks. Making sure that the tables had water and silverware negated some of the work, but it still took an age to take their orders and get their food. The servers were responsible for making the individual salads, which consumed time, as well as putting all the orders into the computer and taking the payments.

The kitchen would see all the food orders after they were entered into the computer system as they were printed out onto a small machine atop the preparation counter. The line cook would tear off the printed order, and cook what was needed.

All the servers who ever worked at the country club complained about having to take individual orders. Especially as they weren’t allowed to add on a tip. Virtually every restaurant has a policy about the number of tickets a table can have, and if they also number over 6 or 8 people at the same table, then a mandatory tip is enforced. Usually 18%. The country club had no such policy, so the servers bitched to everyone in earshot when they were left pennies by the golfers, especially when they’d paid $4 bills by credit card.

With the banquet room closed off, the women golfers were now situated in the main dining room on two, put-together tables, that literally consumed the whole room. With them all arriving almost at the same time, because of a shotgun start (everyone starts on a different hole but do the same nine), it was quite a hubbub in the restaurant. The women passed along the menus as they each ordered, and those that didn’t keep it simple invariably changed the menu item.

“Can I just have half a shrimp salad?

“I want a turkey sandwich on wheat, but no lettuce, with swiss cheese, and the whole thing grilled.”

“Instead of the sides that are offered, can I have avocado instead? Or fruit” 

“If you have any fruit, what kind is it? I don’t want honeydew melon.”

“I don’t like the soup you have today. I want a different one.”

“I know it’s not on the menu anymore, but I want calamari.”

“Don’t put croutons on my salad, I’ll have extra tomatoes instead.”

“I want romaine salad, not iceberg.”

“A chicken quesadilla with onions, green not red, and sliced thinly.”

“A BLT on sourdough, with crispy bacon and fries, and I’m sharing with Nancy. She doesn’t want her fries crispy.”

Everything that alters from the menu has to be typed into the computer, which takes time, and also affects the speed in the kitchen. Then the food service slows. Then, the customers who have changed the menu items complain. The language that is spoken in a kitchen is not for the faint-hearted.

“That fucking woman hasn’t even sat down, yet she shouts at me to get her a bowl of soup and wants the check already.” Complained Annabelle, who was working again today.

“I heard her.” Agreed Felicia, who was the other server today. Looking like a teenager, Felicia constantly had to show her ID when she was out. She looked like a pixie, without the pointed ears, and was small and slender. “She does that every time she comes in and then leaves an 11cent tip.”

“Whose shit is this?” Yelled the chef.

The 300 lb chef was actually the head chef and he was working the line. With his black hair shaved to help him stay cool, the overweight cook called Nigel was referring to the food that he’d cooked, and was now sitting under the heat lamps, waiting for a server to take it to the appropriate table. Nigel used the word ‘shit’ a lot.

“Can you get this shit out of here. I’ve got more shit to cook!” He shouted again, ringing the bell to signify an order had been completed.

“Okay, okay, I hear you,” yelled back Felicia, checking her orders to see who’s food it was.

“86 the onion rings,” Nigel informed them both. 

86 meant there were no more.

“Oh fuck. I’ve just taken an order for them,” complained Annabelle.

“Sorry. I thought I had another bag of them in the freezer. We keep running out of shit in here,” Nigel answered, above the noise of the extractor fans in the hood.

“Whose fault is that?” Accused Annabelle, who was putting six different salads together.

“When corporate keep telling us to order less food then it’s their fault that shit doesn’t get replaced.”

The country club was owned by an outside entity in Los Angeles. They didn’t invest any money in the kitchen or restaurant, which needed it, and kept cutting corners. They wouldn’t pay overtime, delayed paying bills, repaired rather than replaced, and culled staff. The golf course was suffering, as was the restaurant. Yet they still demanded more from everyone.

“I tell them every fucking week that if I can’t order more food then we’re going to keep running out of shit. Then the customers get pissed and don’t come back. The assholes in LA won’t listen. They just keep saying we’re losing money all the time so we have to cut costs. Whose order is this? A French dip doesn’t come with red peppers and onions.” Nigel read from the order.

“I know it doesn’t but she wants them in it. Grilled,” replied Annabelle, smiling at Felicia as she passed her by, carrying a large tray laden with plates of food.

“I hope you’re fucking charging them more for this shit,” Nigel complained. 

“I am. I just wish that whoever killed David Jenson had done a couple of these women instead. He was a nice guy, but I could name a couple of these women as total bitches who deserve everything he got.”

“How are you doing today? I know I talked to you earlier about it but are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine now. I’m just glad I didn’t see his body. Becky took it real bad. I’m not surprised she didn’t come in today, poor thing.” 

“Is SueEllen doing the bar okay?”

Nigel was referring to the Food and Beverage Manager who had to tend bar today. Annabelle, like all the other servers, didn’t like SueEllen. She was bossy, loud, lazy, and always leaving memos for the servers to do this or do that. Annabelle also didn’t care that SueEllen was Nigel’s friend.

“She’s fine at the minute, but she’ll probably disappear when the men arrive. ‘Big Tits’ always goes on break when it gets busy.” Annabelle had referred to a nickname one of the regulars called SueEllen. A discriminatory name that derived from her huge breasts.

Nigel ignored her comment and instead rang the bell a few times.

“Get this shit out of here!”

 

CHAPTER 9

 

 

 

Officers Morales and Moore were also at the restaurant during lunch, sitting outside drinking sodas.

“Have you been taking notice of what they’re saying on social media?” asked Jed, as he watched a golfer put his ball into the lake in front of the 18th green.

“You know I take no notice of that Jed. So what’s the gossip? Anything useful to us?” Julie replied as she watched the same man put yet another golf ball into the water.

“No, not really. I thought someone might have come up with a plausible reason for Mr. Jenson to be killed the way he was, but there was nothing. He still got along with his ex-wife who was nowhere near here. His kids adored him and vacationed with him. No problems with his wife or her relatives. No financial worries or debts. No enemies that anyone knows about. I even went through his phone records and there is nothing out of the ordinary there, nor are there any threatening messages. Maybe he wandered into something he wasn’t supposed to see,” Jed surmised, thinking he should be selling golf balls at the rate this foursome was losing them.

“That’s a thought. But I was looking at the crime scene again and it doesn’t make sense. I’ve been assured that those doors at the back of the banquet room, and the door into the storage room are always locked. Or at least secure from the outside. Unless they are using the banquet room, they keep it closed off and the bartender always checks the doors when they close. So someone, yesterday morning, opened that door to the closet from inside. That kind of rules out the inopportune meeting. Somebody planned this. Maybe they got Mr. Jenson into the storage room by gunpoint, or he went there voluntarily. Which means he knew them. What reason would a resident give Mr. Jenson to get him into the storage room?” Julie replied, wondering why the golfers were now taking off their caps and shaking each other’s hands.

“So you’re thinking it was a member of the staff?”

“Maybe. Maybe not. A resident can easily get into the restaurant and the banquet room just by walking into the building. There are no serving or cooking staff on duty until at least 10 am, so anyone who knows the place can easily wander around with no interference. I need you to check out the cameras, see if we can find something on them. There aren’t that many cameras from what I could see, but talk to the manager and get the tapes for yesterday morning.”

“Okay. I’ll get onto it. Did you know that the Mayor and Deputy Mayor live here?”

“I did know that Jed, thanks for reminding me.” Julie frowned, not wanting to bump into either of them. “I’ll go and talk to the staff and get their schedules.”

As they got up to leave, the foursome who had just finished came by, said hello, and one of them went to get a pitcher of beer. The women golfers inside were starting to leave and empty glasses were piling up on the side of the bar. The two servers were still running around with checks and credit cards, and the joined-up tables were a mess of dirty plates, used napkins, and mostly empty glasses.

As the two police officers entered, Julie heard the large bartender tell everyone she was going on her lunch break.

CHAPTER 10

 

 

 

Julie discovered that the bartender was, in fact, the food and beverage manager, after introducing herself. SueEllen didn’t seem too impressed having her break interrupted, but she was nonetheless very helpful. Although she hadn’t been at work yesterday, she supplied Officer Morales with the staff schedules, even the pro shop, and the files on each worker.

SueEllen knew David Jenson, thought he was a nice guy, and had no idea why he would be killed. None of the staff to her knowledge had violent tendencies, nor had they ever shown any animosity toward Mr. Jenson. It was all just the usual stuff with a restaurant. Certainly, there were gripes with customers who didn’t tip enough, or rudeness, or over demanding diners. Nothing out of the ordinary, and Mr. Jenson was actually one of the better tippers, so everyone wanted to serve him.

Seeing the two servers were still very busy, one of them now bartending as the other cleaned and rearranged tables, Julie headed into the kitchen.

“Chef Nigel?” Julie consulted the files she was carrying as she entered the hot kitchen.

“That would be me,” replied Nigel, from the other side of the counter.

“Hi, Chef. I’m Officer Morales from the Rio Vista Police Department. Can we have a quick chat please?”

“Sure.” Nigel was still single and looked at the officer with interest. Not that he thought she’d be interested in a big blob like he thought of himself, but she was good to look at. “Step into my office.” He pointed toward where it was. “It’s a bit cramped,” he apologized as they stepped inside. It was also as hot as the kitchen.

Right by the office was police tape, preventing entry into the banquet room.

The room was very uncomfortable to Julie, so she tried to make it quick.

“How accessible are the kitchen and the banquet room to the residents and also the staff?”

“Very. Anyone can get in here and the residents think they can walk into the kitchen whenever they please. We put signs up but they just ignore them, and when they use the banquet room they’re even worse.”

“Even in the morning when no one is around?”

“Well, the back door into the trash area and the car park is locked at night, but the golf staff comes in here early in the morning for ice, so they open the doors. There are no locked doors between here and the pro shop, so once the shop is open then so is everything else. We generally keep the door from the bar to the patio locked until the bartender arrives, but if someone exits through that door, then it usually stays open. Until a cook or a server arrives, then this place is basically open to anyone.” Nigel explained.

“What about the storage room?”

“Hmmm. The storage room is known to everyone, but it’s rare to find a resident in there, as far as I’m aware. It is, though, the same as all the other doors, in that the one that leads onto the patio has to be opened from the inside. The only difference is that door has a latch, so it has to be left ajar.”

“What do you know about David Jenson?” Julie asked.

“Nothing much. I knew his name, even spoke to him a couple of times, but that is all.”

“Do you know why anyone would hurt him?”

Nigel looked aghast. “No idea.”

“Did anyone have a grudge against Mr. Jenson? Maybe he mistreated them or was rude to them?”

“I never heard anything,” said the defensive chef.

“I haven’t had time to go over the files, but do you know of any member of the staff who has displayed any sign of violence?”

“No, never. You think a staff member did this?” Asked the appalled chef.

“Not necessarily. We’re just looking at everyone who may have had a reason to harm Mr. Jenson is all. Does anyone come to mind?”

“No, absolutely not.”

“Okay Chef, that will be all for now. I saw another chef in the kitchen, can you send him in please?” Julie smiled.

“That was Pat, my sous chef. He was here yesterday and was interviewed then by somebody.”

“Well, maybe he remembered something. Send him in will you.”

Pat wasn’t at all perturbed by Officer Morales. Even though he was sitting down, she felt like he was looking down on her, and his answers maddened her.

“Did anyone go into the banquet room while you were on duty?”

“No, but they could have done. I might not have seen them.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that someone could have done, but not in my vision.”

“Did you see anyone?”

“I saw Annabelle and Becky when they arrived for work. They both said ‘Hi.’I saw a Deputy Sheriff who asked me questions.”

“Do you know who harmed Mr. Jenson?”

“No. Maybe it was someone who disliked him, or thought he deserved to be killed.”

Julie thought Jed would have better luck with this guy.

“Why would he deserve to be killed?”

“Perhaps he was on a hit list for not paying his debts.”

Julie couldn’t tell from his expression if he was serious or not.

“Did he have debts?” She asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“What does that mean?”

“Doesn’t mean anything. I was just saying he could have had debts, or even someone had a grudge on him. All things are possible in this disconnected world.”

“Okay, you can go for now,” said the exasperated Julie.

Making her way into the much cooler pro-shop, she waited as the man behind the counter with a name tag that said, ‘Larry’, deal with a golfer who was checking in for his tee time.

“Can I help you?” Larry asked as the golfer left after giving Julie a curious look.

“I hope so. It’s Larry, is it? I’m Officer Morales. I just want to ask you a couple of questions is all.”

“Larry McCall.” He confirmed. A tall, fully grey haired senior man, with what appeared to be a slight limp as he moved toward the end of the counter where the Officer had waited.

“Were you on duty yesterday morning?” Julie already knew from the schedule that he was, but she wanted him to confirm.

“Yes, I was. A terrible morning.” Larry was shaking his head.

“Did you open up?”

“I did, just like I did this morning. I open the doors, make the coffee, turn the lights on, and check in the golfers.”

“Do you check that all the doors are still locked?” Julie asked.

“No. They should all be locked at night by either the bartender or dishwasher. I just open the front door, the door into the pro shop, and the door that the golfer has just exited from.”

Julie looked at the door he was pointing to.

“They were all locked and alarmed?”

“Locked but not alarmed. We’ve been having problems with the alarm and it’s supposed to be fixed soon, but we haven’t been able to set the alarm for some time.”

“I see. So feasibly, a door leading outside could have been left open and you wouldn’t be aware of it. Is that right?”

“Well like I said. The bartender or the dishwasher check all the doors before they leave, but the doors I open were all locked.” Larry confirmed, wondering where this was leading.

“Who opens the door from the kitchen into the outside yard, and the yard door into the car park?”

“That would be the cartman. He gets the carts ready every morning and brings them over here for the golfers. Most of the time we don’t need many because the residents have their own, but some days we need a lot if there is a tournament going on. Once he has the carts ready to go, he generally gets ice for the water dispensers around the course, and goes and fills them up.”

“Did you know Mr. Jenson well?”

“I did. A nice guy. He came in most days and I even golfed with him sometimes. Not often, but now and again. A good guy. I can’t believe this happened to him.” Larry answered, a little confused at the change of questions.

“Who was on cart duty yesterday? Can you have him come over for a few minutes?” Julie asked Larry.

“It was Lenny yesterday. I’ll get him over here.” 

As Larry walked back toward the register, he picked up a walkie-talkie and instructed Lenny to report to the pro-shop, pronto.

As Julie waited, she noticed Jed and went to have a quick word.

“How’re you doing?” She asked.

“I’m not getting very far. No one has a bad word to say about Mr. Jenson, nor are there any motives. How are you doing?”

“Pretty much the same. I still need to talk to the cartman, but that’s about it for now. You want to get something to eat before we leave?”

“Sure, I can eat something. How long will you be?”

“Only a minute or two. Grab a table outside and we’ll compare notes.”

Lenny was a happy guy but made Julie feel awkward. He seemed to have two lazy eyes so she didn’t know where to look. He had unlocked the kitchen door to get ice but hadn’t seen anything, and was genuinely distressed at the death of one of the fellow residents. Like the other golf staff, he too lived on the course, but worked part-time.

CHAPTER 11

 

 

 

Monday was Ginny’s last day at the golf restaurant. She had thought of calling in sick, but that would have meant not being able to experience the anguish being felt. Ginny had actually bumped into a few of the residents in town, and she had gladly shared their grief.

The weekend had been quiet at the club, and although they had done dinner on Friday and Saturday night, they had been funereal. 

Most of the regulars had stayed away, and the golfers who went to the club didn’t even know a murder had happened there. It was only when they saw the police tape and then asking questions that they learned about it. It seemed to the staff that worked, that it was the only subject that anyone could talk about.

Officer Morales didn’t go over to the course that weekend, and although her partner did, he didn’t learn anything new. Julie pored over the statements that had been taken, hoping to find something out of the norm.

Barry Mize and Fitz had dropped in for a glass of wine and a beer respectively, but apart from those two stalwarts, it had been strangers only. 

By Monday, it was almost business as usual.

Ginny was her usual busy self, and complaining at how everything had been left for her as she opened the restaurant. Counters not wiped down properly, the salad dressing containers not being changed, very few silverware rolled in napkins. The tables didn’t look clean and nobody had vacuumed. Ginny grumbled aloud as she hustled from here to there, the Chef, Nigel, taking no interest in her constant comments.
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