
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


GRANNY SKEWERS A SCOUNDREL

(A Fuchsia, Minnesota Mystery)
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CHAPTER ONE
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When Granny ran out of her house into the middle of the street, all she could do was stare. She forgot she was wearing her purple and red velvet-trimmed nightie decorated with pink bows. She forgot she left home without her umbrella to protect her. She forgot Mavis’ shade was closed and George’s boxer shorts were hanging on the pole outside of Mavis’ house. All Granny could do was stand frozen in the middle of the road, staring at Sally’s house.

In all the years Granny had known Sally, she had never seen Sally’s yard looking like this. Granny shook her head to clear out the cobwebs, wondering if she was hallucinating, or still suffering lasting effects from the perfumed smell that had knocked her out in the tunnels underneath Fuchsia yesterday putting her in the clutches of the kidnappers and thieves.

Granny tried to remember if she made her usual bed check of her friends’ houses the night before, as she usually did. It was Granny’s job to keep the neighborhood safe. Every morning and every evening Granny checked on her neighbors.

Each morning Granny hauled out her binoculars and made sure that Mavis, who lived right across the street, was up and kicking and also ready to get some shut-eye in the evening. Mavis usually put on an exhibition or a show for Granny so Granny knew she was ok. Mavis dreamed of being in a reality television, so she created her own pretend TV program for Granny’s eyes.

George, who lived next door to Mavis and catty- corner on one end of the street from Granny, hung a pair of boxer shorts on a pole outside his door each morning so Granny would see George was ready for the day. Although lately, George’s boxer shorts looked a little unusual and had gotten very colorful as of late. Sally, the neighbor on the other side of Mavis and across the street on the corner from George always put her shade up in the morning and down in the evening so Granny would see Sally was up and as Sally would always state, “The grass is still talking to me.”

In all her excitement, Granny didn’t remember if she checked on her neighbors last night. It wasn’t unusual for Granny to be forgetful. Occasionally Granny forgot she forgot. Granny’s memory would hiccup and be a little foggy. She would forget her car, she would forget her cane, or her umbrella, which she occasionally used for a cane, and sometimes she would forget the correct spelling of the name of the town she lived in––Fuchsia, Minnesota. On occasion Granny would spell it Fuschcia. When people called her on getting the name wrong, she would tell them that she was reinventing the name Fuchsia because there were too many other things that used the spelling such as the color Fuchsia or the flower Fuchsia. Granny even went so far one time to cover up the fact that she couldn’t remember the correct spelling of Fuchsia by trying to get the town council to give Fuchsia a double name, stating that the citizens of Fuchsia would then have a choice whether they wanted a pink Fuchsia town or the strange Fuchsia name. 

As far as forgetting her cane, she really didn’t need it; it was part of her undercover persona. She didn’t want everyone to know that she could sprint with the best of them. Who would think that a little old lady like Granny could hook a crook?

All Granny could do was to stare at the weeds that were everywhere in Sally’s yard. Weeds were starting to climb over the windows on the basement of the house. There were purple weeds and pink weeds and weeds that wove their way through what had been grass just the other day, but now looked like viney snakes waiting to catch someone in their lair. How had that happened?

Forgetting that she was standing there in her purple and red velvet-trimmed nightie, Granny offered up a silent prayer as she proceeded to Sally’s door. Sally would not have let her yard get like this. Sally meticulously took care of her grass. She had recently told Granny, “The grass speaks to me,” as Sally was down on her hands and knees with her scissors snipping a little here and there. Granny never could hear the grass talk, so she chalked up Sally’s conversation with her grass to Sally having too much time alone since she didn’t appear to have any family.

As Granny neared the door, she could see that it was partially open. Why had she left her umbrella at home? Gently Granny eased the door the rest of the way open. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a long knitting needle lying on the floor. Granny quietly bent down and picked up the knitting needle and put it in jab pose. She called out, “Sally, Sally, are you here?” No answer. Granny opened the door wider and quietly stepped into the house calling one more time, “Sally, Sally, where are you?” Hearing no answer, Granny got into her swat team mode and proceeded to check the house, room by room, poised with knitting needle in hand in case she met a worthy opponent.

After checking all the rooms and finding no sign of Sally or a dastardly despicable villain, Granny put down the knitting needle and looked around. The window shades were up which meant Sally had either already been up for the day or she hadn’t put the shades down last night. Granny couldn’t remember if she had checked last night.

Granny smelled the dishes in the sink. They couldn’t have been there too long because they only smelled a little like leftover tuna. Granny looked down at the floor when she realized she was still wearing sexy night clothes. Maybe Sally had something in the closet she could borrow while she investigated what happened.

Granny walked back to the bedroom and opened Sally’s closet. A sea of green hit her. Most of Sally’s clothes were green. Granny supposed they reminded Sally of her grass that talked to her. Muttering to herself, Granny grabbed Sally’s green trench coat and threw it on. It was a little big and as Granny was rolling up her sleeves, a loud wail sounded from the back yard. The wail kept building into a loud crescendo.

Granny knew that sound anywhere. Baskerville, an old dog that Granny had inherited last night when his owner was carted off to the hoosegow, must have gotten out when Granny rushed out the door of her house.

Granny picked up the knitting needle she had put down just in case, ran back out the door she had come in and ran to Sally’s back yard, coat flapping as she tried to find Baskerville in the midst of the growing weeds. How could it be so hard to find such a big dog? The weeds were overtaking everything. It was like looking for a needle in a haystack. Granny blindly plowed her way through the weeds, some as tall as corn right before harvest, until she came to the spot where Baskerville was howling. There was Baskerville standing by Sally, who was on the ground covered with weeds.

“Sally, Sally, wake up, wake up!” There was no response. “Baskerville, lick her face.” If that didn’t wake her up, nothing would.

Baskerville licked Sally’s face, occasionally nuzzling her neck and whining in her ear.

Sally finally started stirring.

“Sally, what happened? How did you get here? Where did these weeds come from?”

Sally weakly lifted her head and shakily grabbed Granny’s arm. “The grass,” she whispered, “It quit talking to me.” That was all she could say before she fell back on the ground, silent.

Granny jumped up. “Baskerville, go for help.” Baskerville, jowls hanging, sat and looked at her and howled. “Not now. We need help.” Just as the words came out of Granny’s mouth, she heard people tromping through the weeds toward her. 

“Help, someone help us!” Granny yelled as she looked for her cell phone. Dagnabbit! She had left home so fast that she forgot her phone on the table.

At that moment, George and Mavis tromped through the weeds to get to Granny and stopped quickly, almost falling on top of Granny when they found her.  Being so short, Granny had also been hidden by the weeds. They were followed by the shysters: Fish, Little White Poodle, Furball and Tank, Granny’s menagerie of furry creatures who lived with her.

Fish was Granny’s male cat rescued from a Fish Tank, thus the name Fish; Little White Poodle (female, the name says it all); Furball (huge furry female cat); and Tank (male, short, hulky, stubby-legged dog)  were brought home by Fish and had recently helped Granny solve the mystery of disappearing store clerks and mysterious shifty people who showed up in Fuchsia.

When the shysters, as Granny always called her group of furry creatures since they were always in trouble, saw Granny and noticed Sally flopped on the ground with closed eyes and not moving in the midst of the weeds, bedlam ensued. Fish meowed loudly, Little White Poodle yapped, Furball curled up hissing and clawing and Tank snorted as if he smelled something bad. George and Mavis started yelling.

Granny pointed the long knitting needle that she held in her hand straight at George’s chest. “Stop that hollering or I will stick you up on the end of this needle and leave you to the weeds. Do you have a phone? We need to call for help. I think she’s dead.”

George and Mavis looked at Granny in shock. Mavis had been about to call 911 when Granny said the dreaded word “dead.” 

The phone dropped out of Mavis’ hand and she burst out with the worst caterwauling Granny had heard since Hildy Buckshaw opened her eyes one morning to find out Granny (Hermiony Vidalia Criony) as she was called in her middle school years, had dyed Hildy’s hair red and blue during the night while she was staying over at Hildy’s house. Hermiony had always wanted to try red and blue hair but her parents said proper young ladies didn’t do that so Hermiony decided to experiment on Hildy to see what it would look like. 

Granny caught the phone just as George grabbed Mavis and put her in a huge lip lock to stop her caterwauling. Granny wanted to stare to figure out what was going on between the two of them but she figured she better see if she could save Sally first.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

“We need an ambulance at Sally Katilda’s house, pronto.” In Fuchsia, everyone knew where everyone lived so there was no need for addresses.

“Would that be across from Hermiony Fiddlestat’s house?”

“Quit wasting time, Fern. Sally’s dying. The weeds got her. We need that ambulance.”

“Did you say weeds, Granny?”

“I hear the sirens!”

“Weeds, Granny?”

Granny hung up the cell phone and directed Baskerville “Howl, Baskerville. Howl!”

Baskerville wailed the saddest howl Granny ever heard. He kept howling until the ambulance crew found them among the weeds. They were followed by the Big Guy as Granny called him, also known as Cornelius Ephraim Stricknine, Fuchsia’s Lead Detective/Police Chief.

“Good thing Baskerville was howling or we would have never found you,” the Big Guy stated. 

As the ambulance crew worked on Sally, the Big Guy turned to Granny, George, and Mavis.

“I should have known you couldn’t stay out of trouble for very long,” the Big Guy chided Granny.

“Me? Can I help it if Sally got tangled in some weeds when I wasn’t looking? I have been a little busy you know, helping you keep Fuchsia safe.” Granny tapped the Big Guy in the chest and gave him her best put out look. “And this is the kind of thanks I get.” Granny purposely sniffed and hung her head. “After all, there is Sally, laying there like a lump and you’re accusing me of having something to do with it.”

Granny turned and watched as one of the paramedics looked up at the Big Guy and shook his head, indicating there was nothing more they could do for Sally. Granny saw the slight gesture the paramedic made and marched over to him and began jabbing him lightly in the chest with the knitting needle she still held in her hand. “You’re wrong; keep working! You can’t give up; you can’t give up!” Granny screamed at the paramedic. “Sally still has too much grass to talk to.”

Just as the Big Guy started over to grab Granny, another large man stepped in, seemingly out of nowhere and grabbed Granny away from the startled paramedic who thought he was going to be jabbed to death by an out of control 100-pound old woman.

“Granny, stop, stop.” The man shook Granny gently. “Sally is talking to her grass in heaven now.”

“Franklin Gatsby, unhand me.” Granny stepped away and put the knitting needle between her and Franklin.

Mavis and George huddled in the corner watching Granny unravel, Mavis weeped loudly. George stoically stared, keeping his eyes turned up to the sky, trying to be brave with his emotions for Mavis’ sake.

“What are you doing here, Franklin?” asked Granny, still holding him off with the knitting needle. 

As Granny’s attention was directed at Franklin, the paramedics quietly put Sally’s still body on a stretcher and wheeled her through the weeds, occasionally getting tangled in the mangled mess of vegetation that seemed to envelope the stretcher at times; finally reaching the bright-colored Fuchsia Ambulance that would take Sally to the morgue for an autopsy.

“You didn’t meet me at Ella’s Enchanted Forest at 10:00 a.m. like we had planned. I heard sirens and for some strange––I can’t imagine why––feeling, I knew it had to have something to do with you.” Franklin raised his eyes to the heavens and shook his head unbelievingly. “And I was right. You were about to skewer a paramedic!” Franklin yelled reaching for Granny as if he wanted to shake her with exasperation.

Granny held up the knitting needle again in defense. “She’s dead, Franklin, she’s dead. I failed. I failed. I was supposed to be keeping an eye on Sally. Every day I get my binoculars out and I check on them––George, Mavis and Sally. And last night with all the hoopla of hooking the crooks, I must have forgotten, and now Sally is dead; she’s dead.” Granny dropped the knitting needle, dropped to the ground, uncharacteristically sobbing uncontrollably. Baskerville came over beside her and howled his saddest howl. Fish licked her face, little white poodle climbed into her lap and nuzzled her hand, Furball jumped on her head and started purring to comfort her and Tank rolled over on his back, which was a hard thing to do for such a hefty lug of a dog, right next to her side to give her comfort.

The Big Guy turned to George and Mavis to usher them through the weeds back to Mavis’ house to question them, turning to Franklin before they left, “I will question Granny after Mavis and George. You can have a few minutes. It appears that Sally died of natural causes trying to take care of her yard. My team will go over everything but I suspect there isn’t anything unusual here.”

Watching the others leave, Franklin sighed and sat down in the weeds next to Granny. Franklin Jester Gatsby had moved to Fuchsia, Minnesota, from New York City. He had been a detective and after his wife died wanted to move somewhere quieter. He met Granny a few weeks ago while she was doing her undercover work for the merchants of Fuchsia. She literally kept falling for him. Then Itsy and Bitsy, Franklin’s two pets, whom Granny called Furball and Tank, got into the act by teaming up with Fish and Little White Poodle who were constantly finding clues for Granny to follow about the kidnappings and break-ins in Fuchsia.

It was hard to believe Franklin had only known Granny for a few weeks. She was so much like his mother who drove him crazy. He had no intention of getting drawn in to Granny’s investigations but it seemed he couldn’t help himself. She drove him crazy too and he never felt so alive.

“Hermiony.” Granny gave Franklin that look; no one called her Hermiony and got away with it, “Hermiony,” Franklin repeated, “You can’t blame yourself. You probably checked on Sally last night; you just don’t remember. You do have that problem occasionally. It was a rough day, you almost got killed, you saved three people and you got yourself a new ‘57 Corvette Convertible. So you see, you can’t remember everything.”

“But, Franklin, you would think we would have all noticed all these weeds. Sally’s yard is always perfect. How did they grow so fast?”

Franklin helped Granny up off the ground, taking the knitting needle out of her hand and setting it on the ground, just in case she got her feisty second wind back and decided she was in jabbing mood again, and started to lead her home. The shysters––Franklin also called the menagerie of animals by the shifty name––led the way.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Fish, Little White Poodle, Furball and Tank scooted into the house through the pet door that was installed in Granny’s front door. Baskerville started to try to scoot in but Granny opened the door before he could get his big lug of a body stuck in the door. 

“Franklin, remind me to expand that pet door for Baskerville,” said Granny, momentarily forgetting about Sally’s death in her concern for Baskerville.

“Granny, if you expand that door to fit Baskerville you might as well take the door off of your house and invite the whole country to ‘come on in.” Franklin chided.

As they stepped into the house, Franklin attempted to help Granny take off the bright green coat that Granny had borrowed from Sally’s closet to cover her attire. Granny, realizing the nature of her attire under her the green coat, slapped Franklin’s hands and sprinted into her bedroom and slammed the door.

“Dagnabbit, woman, you are just like my mother.” Franklin turned and went into the kitchen and started rummaging around, thinking Granny needed something to calm her down.

Granny slumped against her bedroom door and took a breath. “What to do? What to do?” 

Granny could hear in her mind Sally’s last words to her. “The grass quit talking to me.” She had failed Sally. She should have noticed the weeds. She would have known something was wrong and maybe she would have found Sally earlier. Granny wiped the tears from her eyes with the sleeve of Sally’s coat. 

Giving herself a little time to sniffle and cry seemed to help. 

“Hermiony, are you ok in there? Let me in, Hermiony. Let me help you through this.”

Hearing Franklin’s voice through the door brought Granny straight out of the sniffles, especially hearing him call her Hermiony. No one called her Hermiony anymore. Granny pulled herself away from the door, stood up as straight as someone who is 5 foot tall could, and answered, “Don’t come in or I’ll tell the shysters to trip you. Can’t a girl have a moment to herself?” Granny asked as she remembered why she had locked herself in her bedroom.

Granny ripped the bright green coat off and hung it in her closet. She discarded her purple and red-trimmed nightie on the floor of her closet and absent mindedly donned her polyester skirt, a clean blouse and her old lady hosiery, pulling the stockings down around her ankles. She was ready to go back to work in her undercover detective job for the Fuchsia merchants. Maybe by catching a few shoplifters her shock at finding Sally would wear off a little and she could figure out what on earth had happened at Sally’s house.

Franklin took one look at Granny and stated, “Why are you dressed in your work getup?”

“I’m going to work.”

“The Big Guy isn’t going to expect you to patrol the town today after your experience catching the kidnappers yesterday, plus finding Sally today. And no one else will miss you if you’re not there. No one in Fuchsia, except now me and the merchants know what you do. No one else in Fuchsia is going to miss an old lady shopping.” 

Granny gave no inkling that she had heard him and walked over to pick up her umbrella that she used for a cane when she wanted to look feeble. It was also her weapon of choice when she needed to hook a crook.

“You walking or driving?” Franklin asked Granny with a twinkle in his eye and then he winked at Granny.

“Are we back to that winking nonsense, Franklin Gatsby? You should know by now it doesn’t work. Now get out of my way. And for your information, I’m walking.”

“You might want to change into your sparkly high tops. We’re supposed to get rain later today and those feathers that you have on your feet might get a little soggy. They might even start honking if they get wet.”

Granny looked down at her feet to see that she had on her feet her designer goose feather slippers. The feathers had been dyed red, and little purple rhinestones sparkled in between the feathers. She had the slippers designed specifically to match her red and purple nightie. They were made out of the goose feathers that the geese had dropped at Blue Bird Park. The edges of the slippers were trimmed with pink feathers and on the bottoms of the slippers, which Franklin couldn’t see, were embroidered the words, “I’m fluffy, so don’t get huffy.”

Granny lifted her eyebrows at Franklin, lifted her umbrella as if to strike, turned on a dime, shot into her bedroom, slammed the door and found her red, sparkly high top tennis shoes. She checked herself in her mirror, muttering to herself. “He seems to be more trouble than he’s worth, and to think I thought he might be attractive.” Granny plopped one of her hats on top of her head and ran right into Franklin as she opened her bedroom door.

As she nudged Franklin out of the way, Baskerville, Fish, the Little White Poodle, Furball, and Tank watched Granny and Franklin, and decided to take control of the situation. Baskerville grabbed Granny’s hand in his mouth and pulled her to her chair, Little White Poodle nipped at her heels, Fish and Furball both jumped at her lap at the same time, so she fell back onto her chair, giving Tank the opportunity to hurl himself into her lap if she tried to get up.

At that moment, Franklin handed Granny a glass of warm milk. Granny looked at the milk as if it were something from another planet. Granny never drank milk unless her kids were at her home or they took her out to eat. They wanted to make sure that she got enough calcium and they insisted she drink her milk. Granny always thought it was their way of getting back at her for all those years she spent “raising them up in the way they should go” and making them drink milk to make their bones stronger and not letting them have pop.

“What is this, Franklin? You know I don’t drink this stuff. You’re not my kids.”

“I thought milk might be just the thing to calm you down.”

“Calm? Don’t I look calm?” Granny took a deep breath, sighed, gave Franklin that meek smile that she always used when she wanted everyone to think she was meek and mild. “Oh, my, Franklin, you are so right; I feel weak. Maybe my kids are right. Maybe I need the wrinkle farm.” Granny pretended to take a sip of the milk. “Franklin.” Granny winked at him. “Would you mind? In all of my sorrow, I left my knitting needle behind at Sally’s. Could you see if the police are done with it yet? I don’t think I have it in me to go back over there right now.” Granny dabbed at her eyes with the hem of her blouse. “I’ll quietly drink my milk and maybe I will take a day off.” Granny lowered her eyes and made a small sobbing sound.

“Finally, you’re being sensible. I didn’t know you were in to knitting. While I’m there, I think I’ll look around too. I miss my detective days in New York. Never know when the Big Guy could use another eye.”

Franklin looked at the shysters and Baskerville. “Keep her here, Itsy and Bitsy. Baskerville, guard the door and don’t let her out. Little White Poodle, sit on her feet, Fish, on her head. Got that?”

The five furry creatures wagged their tails in understanding. Franklin took one look back at them and walked out the door to Sally’s house.
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Granny watched Franklin walk out the door. “Itsy, Bitsy!” Granny looked at Tank who was sitting at her left arm and petted Furball who was sitting next to Fish on her lap. “He still hasn’t learned that you have new names fitting your hero status.” Furball and Tank were actually Franklin’s furry pets but Fish had brought them home one day, and now they spent their days, all four of them, alternating between Granny’s house and Franklin’s abode. Granny wondered what choices Baskerville would make since he became a part of this menagerie yesterday when his owner was carted off to the hoosegow.

Granny stopped petting Furball and reached underneath her sofa cushion with her hand. She pulled out a large bone and a pack of tuna treats. This got the shysters’ attention. First she threw the bone into the kitchen. Tank, Baskerville and Little White Poodle took off, all three reaching the bone at almost the same time. Little White Poodle grabbed the large bone and dragged it across the floor, Tank and Baskerville trounced behind Little White Poodle trying to catch up and steal the bone. 

Granny saw her chance and dumped the entire bag of tuna treats on the floor. Furball and Fish meowed their ninja attack meow and pounced on the treats. Granny hopped over the cats, grabbed her umbrella and sprinted out the door, darting off the front porch and in and out of the bushes until she got to her garage. She took one glance across the street before she slipped through the side door and into the garage. Franklin was heading to Sally’s back yard with the Big Guy.

Yep, both ‘57 red Chevy Corvettes were there. She hadn’t imagined that she had acquired a second red Chevy Corvette yesterday. She hadn’t imagined she had parked in her garage last night. Occasionally, Granny forgot where her car was and lately other people had made her think that she was more forgetful than usual by playing tricks on her with her car. 

Granny started her car, revving her engine inside the garage with the garage door closed, before putting it in reverse. She wanted to make sure that she made her getaway while Franklin was still in Sally’s back yard, or if he was nearby, he didn’t know she was making her escape.

“One, two, three,” Granny counted as she hit the remote for her garage door on the count of three. The minute the door was raised, just high enough so her car could get out of the garage, Granny put the pedal to the metal, backed up quickly, turning the wheel to the right when she hit the street. Granny slammed on the brakes to stop her backward descent, hit the foot feed and peeled away with a screech that could be heard for blocks.

Not bad for an old lady, Granny thought. She only had a brief moment to look in her rearview mirror and see Franklin and the Big Guy running out from the side of Sally’s house before she was out of their sight.

As Granny cruised past Mrs. Shrill’s house on the way to town, out of habit, she slowed the car to see what she could do to aggravate Mrs. Shrill and get a “tut, tut, tut” out of her. Then Granny remembered that Mrs. Shrill was no longer there. She wondered what would happen to the house.

Granny parked in front of AbStract, the department store in Fuchsia that sold anything and everything, plus items unique to Minnesota. Usually it was her first stop on her undercover detective meanderings, but this morning Granny only peered in the window. She stopped and turned around to check to make sure the top was up on the car because it looked like rain. Granny never could remember once she left the car if the top was up or down without looking, unless her hair was covering her eyes from the wind whipping her hair while cruising with the top down. Once she was sure all was well with her red ‘57 Chevy convertible, she meandered down the street and into Ella’s Enchanted Forest to have a cup of coffee and a twirled, lemon meringue donut.

Ella’s Enchanted Forest had the most delicious coffee drinks and sweet goods in this part of Minnesota and probably the entire nation except for Latte Da in Illinois. Granny had heard that this coffee house in Champaign was the best. Latte Da featured coffee made with beans roasted at their other business called Boneyard Coffee & Tea, but Granny hadn’t had the time to take a trip and visit since catching the crooks in Fuchsia took all of her time. Ella’s also had plants and a forest growing out of part of her building; at least she did until recently when the forest had disappeared. Ella’s had always been an oasis with the ambiance of a garden atmosphere. Granny wondered, as she walked in the door and saw the empty Forest Room, what Delight Delure and her daughter Ella, who the establishment was named after, would do with the room now. Maybe she would ask Granny for her forest back.

When Granny walked in the door, Delight threw her hands into the air and ran up to Granny, hugging her, and lifting Granny off her feet. Delight was a little hefty and Granny, being a tiny slip of a thing, was easy to lift off the ground and twirl around. Granny held on to her hat with one hand and used the umbrella she was holding in the other hand to reach out and hook the edge of the counter so Delight would stop the twirling.

Delight set Granny down and while Granny held on to the counter for dear life to stop the spinning, Delight gave orders to her daughter Ella. “Granny gets free coffee and lattes for the rest of her life. Bring her a latte and the specialty donut I made for her full of whipped cream, caramel, chocolate drops, and put five scoops of five different ice creams on top.” Delight held out a chair. “Sit here, Granny, and we will take good care of you,” Delight said as she dusted off the chair.

Granny, having never been accustomed to being greeted this way when entering Ella’s, kept Delight in line’s eye as she slowly lowered herself down on the chair. “You feelin’ ok, Delight?”

At those words, Delight swept down and again grabbed Granny in a bear hug, rocking back and forth and back and forth as she hugged Granny.

Granny, feeling like a banana being squished out of its peel, managed to slide her umbrella up far enough to touch Delight’s arms and unhook Delight’s left arm from her body. Granny then was loose enough to slide down to the ground off the chair and out of Delight’s arms.

“Oh, my goodness, what happened Granny?” 

Granny lay down on the floor on one arm, looking up at the underside of the table, trying to come up with an explanation to not hurt Delight’s feelings. “I was thinking that you should paint the underside of your tables’ fuchsia and carry the color up the edges to accent the white on the top of the table. It would brand your coffee nook as the Fuchsia of Minnesota coffee houses.”

Delight lay down on the floor next to Granny and looked at the underside of the table. “You’re right, Granny. What a great idea!”

Delight did not see Granny roll her eyes while using her umbrella to hoist herself back up to sit down in the chair. “Delight, what’s with the hugging?”

“You saved my daughter’s life, Granny. She could have died all because she fell for some good looking, fast talking, and present bearing lothario.” Delight sobbed.

“She’s safe now and did you see that cute policeman I had escort her home from the crime scene?” Granny replied trying to distract Delight onto another subject as Ella set the latte and dessert on the table in front of Granny.

Granny was about to take her first bite when the Mayor of Fuchsia, Horatio Helecort, and the entire Fuchsia City Council strolled in the door and headed for the former Forest Room in Ella’s.

“What’s that all about?” Granny asked Delight.

“They told me they were coming. They have to make some big decisions about what they should do with the new streets that you discovered underneath Fuchsia. Should they be boarded up? Should they be used? I bet this is something in their wildest dreams that they never ever thought they would have to deal with.”

Granny could tell Delight something about wildest dreams but a girl still needed to have some secrets. 

“Here you are, Granny.” The Big Guy bustled in the front door. “What was with the screeching tires? Did you want a ticket?”

Granny sighed and took a swig of the latte, wishing something stronger had been put in the latte. It was only 9:00 a.m. and it felt like the midnight of doomsday.

“I had to work, Cornelius. I kept seeing Sally tangled in the weeds so I had to work and I knew you and Franklin would try to stop me.”

“Or you knew I would want to question you and you were trying to avoid me because you know more than you’re letting on.”

“What could I know? Sally’s dead, the grass quit talking to her and I failed to help her in her time of need.”

“Granny, tell me why you went over to Sally’s house.”

“I took my binoculars and looked out my window and Sally’s lawn was covered in weeds. Sally does not let weeds grow. I ran over to her house and her door was unlocked. I called her name and she didn’t answer so I went in. There was no one there.”

Granny decided to leave out the part of sneaking into Sally’s closet and borrowing Sally’s green coat. The coat didn’t have anything to do with it anyway and why expose her eclectic bedroom attire to the one who hauled the crooks away after she caught them. She didn’t want him to be distracted by thinking about her in lingerie from Red Hot Momma’s Boutique.

“Then I heard this awful caterwauling. Baskerville must have followed me out of my house and he was in the back yard making this gad awful noise. I ran back to where he was and there was Sally, all tangled in weeds.” Granny coughed to hide the fact that she might be ready to break down crying, and Granny never cried unless she wanted to fool someone.

“What happened next, Granny?” the Big Guy inquired handing her a glass of water.

Granny took a gulp, wishing again it were something stronger. “I knelt down beside Sally. She woke up, grabbed my arm, lifted her head and said to me, “The grass quit talking to me.” Her head fell back and she was gone. Granny hung her head in silence.
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