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Chapter One
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Shandra Higheagle finished poking white baby’s breath into her friend Ruthie Kerby’s hair. The large tube curls in her usual afro and the flapper style white wedding dress, gave the bride the look of a gangster’s songbird from a 1920s movie. 

“Maxwell is going to faint when he sees you,” Shandra said, hugging her friend. “I still can’t believe you two are finally getting married and I get to be your maid of honor.” Shandra swung her hips, making the fringe on her red flapper dress swing. 

Ruthie laughed. “Maxwell was beginning to wonder if this would ever happen as well.” She peered at a spot above the floor length mirror in Shandra’s bedroom. “I’ve only told Maxwell this, but I never intended to marry and have kids.” Her gaze landed on Shandra. “You can’t trust a man to stay when the going gets tough.” 

Shandra shook her head. “There are many men who do stick around. Look at Ryan, and Dr. Porter, and even Maxwell. He’s hung out a lot of years waiting for you to finally give in. I think that means a lot.”

A soft smile tipped Ruthie’s full lips and her eyes sparkled. “Yeah, he has proven he’s not going anywhere.”

A soft knock and the door opened. Naomi Norton, another close friend, stuck her head in. “There’s someone here who wants to see the bride.”

“Not Maxwell!” Ruthie cried, ducking behind the full-length mirror. “That’s bad luck.”

Naomi shook her head. “It’s your mother.”

Ruthie’s eyes narrowed. “My mother? I didn’t tell her—”

A thin, crinkle skinned, African American woman with more gray than black in her short dreadlocks, stepped in the door. “Your wonderful young man invited me.” The woman’s voice was stronger than her appearance. 

“He had no right. If I wanted you here, I would have invited you myself.” Ruthie didn’t budge from her spot behind the mirror as if she needed it to shield her from the woman.

“You are beautiful. I always knew you would grow up to be a beauty like your grandmother.” Mrs. Kerby didn’t appear to take the hint she wasn’t wanted. 

“Why don’t you wait to reminisce until after the wedding,” Shandra said, steering the older woman back toward the door. 

For a woman who looked so frail, she dug her feet in and wouldn’t be budged. “I came to tell my daughter I’m sorry for the years I lost to drinking. I’m sorry for the years I wasn’t there for you.”

“You left me on Nattie’s doorstep. You didn’t want to be there for me after Daddy left. You abandoned me just like he did.” Ruthie’s voice no longer sounded grownup. 

Shandra had never seen her always cheerful, upbeat friend look so sad and lost. 

“Mrs. Kerby, you’ll have to leave.” Shandra physically grabbed the woman by the arm, led her to the door, shoved her out, and closed her away from Ruthie. 

She crossed the room and put an arm around her friend’s shoulders. “Are you okay?”

“What was he thinking inviting her?” The lost little girl was now a fuming woman. “How could he invite someone I told him I didn’t want here?”

“I’m sure it was a loving gesture on Maxwell’s part.” Shandra tried to soothe her friend. 

Naomi stuck her head in the door. “Ten minutes.” She peered at them and entered the room. “What’s wrong?” 

“It wasn’t a warm reunion,” Shandra said, handing Ruthie tissues to keep her tears from ruining her make-up. 

“Oh! I’m sorry! If I’d know that I wouldn’t have allowed her to come see you.” Now Naomi had tears glistening in her eyes. She plucked tissue from the box and dabbed. 

“Take a deep breath. Maxwell didn’t bring your mother here to upset you or the wedding. He’s been waiting a long time to make you Mrs. Maxwell Treat,” Shandra said, picking up the small bridal bouquet of red and white roses. She was glad that while Ruthie and Maxwell had picked the 1920s for the theme of their wedding, they hadn’t gone with a gruesome Halloween theme to go with the holiday coming up in four days. 

Ruthie breathed in deep and took the bouquet. 

Naomi smiled. “Come on, Maid of Honor, you need to take your place.” Her eyes sparkled. “You are going to make Ryan’s pinstripes stand up and take notice.” 

Shandra grinned. Ryan had reluctantly agreed to be Maxwell’s best man, only because Ruthie had insisted he wouldn’t want any other man being paired with Shandra once he got an eyeful of her dress. 

“I’ll see you in the barn.” Shandra gave Ruthie a hug. “Maxwell’s eyes are going to pop when he sees you.”

Naomi led the way out of the bedroom and walked with Shandra across the area from her house to the barn. A wedding planner had arrived the day before and set up chairs, tables, and an altar in the barn. Maxwell’s family was small and Ruthie only had Nattie, the Indian woman who took her in and her daughter, Chea, whom she’d invited. Her mother also sat on the bride’s side, looking fidgety. 

Naomi stood to the side as Ryan stepped up and took Shandra’s arm. 

“You are stunning,” he whispered as they walked down the aisle together. 

“You’re not too bad yourself, gangster,” she retorted. She glanced up at Maxwell waiting nervously beside the preacher. 

She gave him a smile and a thumbs up. 

He nodded back and stared down the aisle. 

The song At Last by Etta James began. The two had picked this over the traditional wedding march. 

Everyone stood and faced the open barn doors. 

The song played on, but the bride didn’t arrive. Shandra caught a glimpse of the back of a man ducking behind the studio as Naomi hurried as fast as she could in heels to the house. 

The song ended. 

No Ruthie in her white flapper dress.

Maxwell strode down the aisle, his head pivoted toward Mrs. Kerby before he took out of the barn at a lope. 

Shandra kicked off her heels and ran after him. The pounding of feet behind her told her Ryan was right behind.

Shandra hurried through the front door. 

Naomi stood at the bedroom doorway looking overwrought. 

“Where’s Ruthie?” Shandra asked as Maxwell charged out of the bedroom.

“Where did she go?” Maxwell shouted.

His shout caused Naomi to burst into tears. “I don’t know.”

“Yelling at Naomi isn’t going to tell us anything,” Ryan said, putting an arm around Maxwell’s shoulders and leading him to a dining room chair. 

“Did you see the man?” Shandra asked Naomi.

Maxwell’s head popped up. “What man?”

“When Naomi was headed to the house to get Ruthie, I spotted a man ducking down the side of the studio.”

Ryan jumped to his feet. “I’ll check it out.”

Maxwell surged to his feet. “I’m coming.”

“No, you’re not. You stay here and see if you and Shandra can figure out what happened. She was with Ruthie up until she walked to the barn.” Ryan kissed her temple and whispered, “Keep him calm.”

She nodded. “Naomi, why don’t you go let the guests know there is a bit of a delay.”

Her friend nodded, and dabbing her eyes, walked out of the house. 

“Why did you invite Ruthie’s mother against her wishes?” Shandra decided to start in with what had upset her friend. 

Maxwell had the decency to give her a sheepish glance. “I thought her mother should be at her wedding. We talked about it. I told her family should be at weddings. She said her only family was invited. Meaning Nattie and Chea.” 

“Her mother came into the house before the wedding to try and talk with Ruthie.”

His eyes widened, making a stark white contrast to his mahogany skin. “You think that’s why she didn’t show up? She’s mad at me for inviting her mother?” 

“I don’t know. I had her talked out of being mad at you when I left the room.” She wandered into the kitchen and brought them both back a glass of water. 

He took the glass and downed half in one gulp. He wiped the back of his hand across his mouth and peered at her. “Do you think I ruined my own wedding?”

She shook her head. “We won’t know until we find Ruthie and know what she’s thinking.” Shandra sat on the couch next to Maxwell. “What I gathered from Ruthie’s conversation with her mother, Mrs. Kerby abandoned her after her father left.”

“Yeah. She’s felt like no one could love her. I know she kept putting the wedding off, thinking I’d leave her, too.” His eyes sparkled and his voice went warm. “I’ll never leave her. She makes me happy just thinking about her. I like that I can chase her doldrums away and make her laugh.” He sighed. “She has the best laugh.”

Shandra smiled. This man would never do anything to lose Ruthie. His need to have family at the wedding had pushed him to invite the unwanted mother. 

Ryan came through the still open front door. “I can’t find any sign of the man or Ruthie.”

Shandra stood. “I guess I better tell the guests there won’t be a wedding today.”
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Chapter Two
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Two hours after the wedding was to start, the guests had all left. Naomi and Ted stayed to help clean up the chairs and streamers. Shandra didn’t see any sense in waiting for the crew the wedding planner had hired. They weren’t to show up until tomorrow. 

“That was a short wedding,” Lil, Shandra’s employee, said. The woman came with the ranch like the stray cat usually around the eccentric woman’s neck.

“There wasn’t a wedding. The bride got cold feet,” Ted said. 

“I don’t know if it was cold feet or that she needed to deal with the shock of her mother caring before she could get married,” Shandra said, stacking chairs. Sheba, her pony-sized mutt, followed her back and forth as if afraid she would get locked up in the studio again. It had been the consensus of everyone involved in the wedding plans to leave the clumsy dog in the studio during the wedding. No one had wanted her to knock over guests, food, or cake. 

Ryan stacked the two chairs he had and faced Lil. “Did you happen to see anyone milling around behind the studio or barn before the wedding?”

“Wouldn’t know. I was bent over the glazing table glazing coasters.” She wadded up the red streamers she’d pulled from the rafters. “Didn’t know anything was wrong until I heard the cars start up and knew it was too early for the reception to be over.”

Shandra folded two more chairs and carried them over to stack along the wall. “It doesn’t make sense. Ruthie was smiling and ready to marry Maxwell when I left the room. There wasn’t that much time between when I left and Naomi went looking for Ruthie.”

“She had to have gone out through the forest.” Ryan said, placing two more chairs in the stack. “All the vehicles were accounted for.”

“What would make her run out through the forest?” Shandra stared out the barn doors to the trees surrounding her meadow. “Do you think she went to their new house? It’s only four miles down the road from here?” 

“I’d think that would be the first place Maxwell would look for her,” Ryan said. 

“I feel like we aren’t doing enough. We should be looking for her.” Shandra had a bad feeling about her friend. And what about the man she’d seen? “You didn’t see any footprints or anything when you looked behind the studio?”

Ryan stopped folding chairs and shook his head. “I didn’t see anything unusual.”

“Then where did that man go?”

“Lewis, where have you been?” Lil walked toward the side of the barn where Lewis, her orange cat sat. “What’s this? Where did you get red paint?”

“Don’t touch!” Ryan said, striding across the barn to the cat. “I don’t think that’s paint.”

Shandra knelt beside Lewis. Fear tingled her spine. Sheba sniffed at the cat who hunched his back and hissed. “I don’t think so either. Lewis rubbed up against someone who is bleeding.” Her chest constricted. “Ruthie!”

Ryan took photos of Lewis with his phone. If this turned into a homicide he’d need more than photos of the cat. “Lil, put the cat in your room and Sheba back in the studio.” He walked to the barn doors. “Everyone spread out and look for what this cat rubbed up against.” If they were lucky they’d discover one of the horses had injured themselves. But with the events of the day, his gut said they were looking for a person. He saw the panic in Shandra’s eyes thinking it could be her friend. If it was Ruthie, they needed to find her and get to the bottom of her disappearance. 

“Shandra, you look around the house. Ted, Naomi, you look around the studio.” Ryan strode along the side of the barn scanning for signs of blood or a struggle. He glanced at the corral and noticed the horses all staring at something on the far side. Stepping up on a rail, he climbed over the fence and crossed the corral. 

He stopped short at the sight of an arm hanging over the bottom rail of the fence. It wasn’t Ruthie. The hand was too large, and she wouldn’t have been wearing an army jacket. 

Ryan climbed over the fence. One look and he knew the man was gone. Someone had knocked him alongside the head good enough to tear his ear and skin and spill a lot of blood. He placed his fingers on the man’s carotid artery but didn’t feel a pulse. The body wasn’t cold, the blood still dripped from his head wound. 

He pulled out his phone and dialed the county dispatch.

“Hey Ryan, I thought you were in a wedding today,” his oldest sister, Cathleen, said. That was the problem with having a sibling working the county dispatch when you were a detective with the sheriff’s department. You couldn’t get away from your family. 

“Wedding didn’t happen. I just discovered a body behind Shandra’s barn.” 

“Another body at Shandra’s? Are you sure you want to marry that woman?” 

He understood his sister’s concerns. While Shandra believed this ranch to be her bounty, having the clay she used in her pottery, he was beginning to think it and the mountain that housed the ranch were cursed. There had been too many bodies found here in recent years.

“I’m marrying the woman, not the mountain.”

“But you two plan to live there after the wedding.” Cathleen always liked to see the cup half empty rather than half full.

“What matters now is I need a couple of deputies, the ME, and an ambulance out here.” He would deal with the fallout from his family about a death on Shandra’s property later.

“On their way,” Cathleen said. 

Ryan hung up the phone as Shandra, Ted, and Naomi came around the side of the barn. 

“What did you find?” Shandra asked, climbing over the fence. 

“Stay there. It’s not Ruthie. It’s a man.” Using the handkerchief dangling from the breast pocket of his pinstripe suit, he put his hand into the man’s back pocket and pulled out a wallet. With a flip, it opened and the man’s face stared back at him from an Oregon driver’s license. Donald Kerby. 

“Who is he?” Shandra asked, sitting on the top of the fence. The Nortons stood beside her.

“From the birthdate and the name, I would surmise he is, or was, Ruthie’s father.” Ryan didn’t like this at all. The man found dead and most likely killed about the time that Ruthie came up missing. 
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Chapter Three
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Shandra felt her body tense. “Where are you Ruthie?” she whispered. At a time like this she wished her deceased grandmother would come to her out of the blue instead of in dreams. If she could communicate with Ella when she was awake, Shandra could ask her where to find Ruthie. 

This wasn’t a good sign that a man Ryan presumed was Ruthie’s father was killed and she was missing.

Ryan stood. “Now I wish we hadn’t sent everyone home.” He glanced her direction. “Do you have a list of the guests?” 

“No, but I’m sure Maxwell can call them, most were local, except for Ruthie’s mom.”

“That’s who I’d like to see first.” Ryan waved a hand at the dead man. “I have to stay here, now that I found the body. Shandra, would you go to my work SUV and get my forensics kit?” 

She nodded and climbed down off the fence and faced her friends. “Why don’t you two go in the house and get some coffee going. Naomi, pull out the reception food. We can feed the police who show up.” 

The couple nodded, and walking close together, headed to the house. 

Shandra hurried between the barn and the studio toward the far side of the house where they had parked the tractor, her jeep, and Ryan’s work vehicle and his pickup. They hadn’t moved his vintage car to the ranch yet. 

She knew which backpack in the SUV Ryan wanted. It seemed since meeting him, all she managed to do was get caught up in murders. They’d met when she was a suspect in the killing of a gallery owner, and she’d been a suspect when her ex-lover ended up dead at Huckleberry Ski Resort. She sighed. This time she couldn’t be a suspect. But she feared for her friend. 

Ruthie didn’t have an alibi, and she’d look even guiltier if the man did turn out to be her estranged father. 

A jazz tune tinkled from Shandra’s phone. 

“Hello?”

“It’s Maxwell. I found Ruthie. She’s curled up in a ball on her bed above the restaurant. She’s covered in scratches and won’t talk to me.” The pain in his voice tugged at Shandra. 

“Don’t touch her or do anything. I’ll be there as soon as I can. But Maxwell, we found a body by the corrals. Ryan thinks it’s Ruthie’s father.”

The big man on the other end of the conversation, cursed. She’d never heard him say the words the like of which came from him now.

“Maxwell. Keep her there and keep her calm. Don’t say anything until we are sure.” She could feel the man’s agitation through his silence. “Maxwell. Did you hear me?”

“Yes. She didn’t do it. Ruthie wouldn’t hurt a fly.”

“I know. Wait for me. I’ll be there as soon as I can.” She hung up the phone and jogged the backpack over to Ryan. 

Her first glimpse of the dead man, he looked as if he were sitting with his back to the corral. 

“Don’t come any further.” Ryan met her, taking the pack. 

“Maxwell called. He found Ruthie curled up on her bed above the diner. I want to go talk to her.” She peered into Ryan’s eyes, hoping he understood her need to be there for her friend. 

“Did you tell him about the body?” 

“Yes. But I also said we weren’t sure it was her father and to not tell her.” Shandra had butted into enough of Ryan’s investigations since meeting him to know she had to tell him everything she did or said. It was the only way to keep him from getting into trouble with his superiors. He believed in her dreams and her grandmother. Those dreams had helped solve several murders. 

“You can go, but tell Ted and Naomi to stick around. It will be easier to keep this contained if the people who know aren’t running around spreading what they’ve seen.” Ryan unzipped the outside pocket on the pack and started snapping photos. “When I finish here, I want to get photos and samples of the blood on the cat.”

“If Lewis hasn’t licked the blood off already.” She stated what was obvious. The feline wasn’t likely to remain dirty for long. 

Ryan’s gaze snapped around to her. “True. Times like this I wish you didn’t live so far from everything. It takes too long for law enforcement to get here.” He glanced to the barn. “Have Lil bring Lewis out here so I can take more photos now that I know it is a homicide. I can’t leave the crime scene. It’s too fresh to have someone come along and muck things up.”

She walked over and kissed him on the cheek.

“Not that I mind, but what’s that for?” His all business manner softened.

“Because you understand I need to be with Ruthie.” She spun on her heel and strode along the side of the barn and through the open doors. At the tack room, she knocked once and entered. Lil had refused to move into the apartment above the studio. She claimed she preferred living in the tack room. Shandra had a notion it was because in the tack room she didn’t have to be neat and could smell the leather and horses. 

“Police comin’?” Lil asked, holding Lewis on her lap. There was still blood on his fur.

“Yes.”

“Then you found a body.” Lil’s spiked white hair stuck out from her head like a cat that had been dunked in water. She wore a purple paisley blouse, purple jeans, and had on the purple cowgirl boots Shandra had given her for Christmas the year before.

“Ryan did. He can’t leave the body alone until reinforcements arrive and he would like you to bring Lewis out so he can get more photos.” She put her hand on the door handle. “I’m headed to Ruthie’s. Maxwell found her in her place above the diner.”

Lil squinted one eye and stared at her. “What aren’t you tellin’ me?”

“We think the dead person is Ruthie’s father who left when she was ten.”

“Donald Kerby?”

“Yes. You knew him?” Shandra should have realized Lil would know the man. She’d lived in Weippe County all her sixty plus years. 

“He was the star basketball player for Warner High back in the seventies. He married Ruthie’s mom and never went on to college.” Lil stood, draping Lewis around her neck like a mink stole. The blood smeared side of him up. 

“Any idea why he left Ruthie and her mom?” Shandra was curious to know this before getting a little girl’s version. 

“He was known to like the ladies. I always figured he found someone to shack up with who didn’t care if they married. As far as I know, he never divorced Zelda.” 

“Thanks.” Shandra walked out of the barn and climbed into her Jeep. 

Out on the country road she passed two county cars and a state police car with their lights and sirens going. 

~*~
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Ryan had known Shandra would go to Ruthie’s aid as soon as the woman was found. What he feared was her friend had killed her father. 

Lil approached him with the orange cat around her neck. No matter how many times he’d seen the woman wearing the cat this way, he still found it fascinating to watch the animal lounge around her neck. 

“Shandra must have told you I need more photos of Lewis now that this is a homicide.”

“Yeah.” Lil removed the animal from her shoulders and set him on the ground, keeping hold of his scruff. “Don’t want him runnin’ off before you get your pictures.”

“I’ll get those photos now.” He took photos from three to four feet away from the animal, getting a disgusted look from both the animal and the owner. 

When he finished, Lil released the cat and stood, studying the deceased. “Yep. That’s Donald.”

“You knew the man?” Ryan pulled out his notepad and poised his pen. 

“He was in school a little behind me. Good ball player.”

“Have you seen him lately?” Ryan had to figure out how the man had known about his daughter’s wedding when it was believed the man had disappeared.

“No. Not since he walked out on Zelda and Ruthie. Couldn’t blame the man for walking out on Zelda, but I never did figure out why he didn’t take Ruthie with him.” Lil turned from the man and leaned her arms over the top railing of the corral.

“Why did he leave his wife?”

“Back then she was a mess. Sloppy drunk and word was she was taking drugs, too. Can’t blame him for walkin’ away from that, but leavin’ poor Ruthie with that woman... That didn’t sound like Donald.” 

“Anyone say where he went?” Ryan wasn’t liking the scenario of this man coming back into Ruthie’s life right now.

“Speculation.”

“His driver’s license said Medford, Oregon. He have any relatives there?” The man had to have a reason to move to another state so far from his child.

“Can’t remember.”

Shrill sirens invaded the tranquil mountain setting. 

“Would you direct the officers back here, please?” Ryan asked, using the P word knowing Lil balked at taking orders. 

She nodded and strolled along the side of the barn. 

Once he had a team gathered, they could look for the murder weapon and start delving into the man’s background. 
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Chapter Four
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Shandra pulled into the alley behind Ruthie’s Diner. 

Maxwell opened the back door of the building. His expression said it all. The sagging shoulders, downturned lips, and wrinkled brow proved he’d not had any luck talking with Ruthie.

She followed him up the stairs out of the kitchen. She’d been to Ruthie’s apartment above the diner a few times over the years. The woman had been one of her first friends when she’d moved to Huckleberry. 

Maxwell stood to the side in the small living room and waved to the bedroom. Shandra stepped through the bedroom door. 

Ruthie was still wearing her wedding dress. Her feet were dirty. Her hose shredded up her legs. The once pristine white dress had dirt smudges. The nicely curled hair was as abstract as a pile of sticks. 

Shandra sat on the edge of the bed. “Ruthie? It’s me, Shandra.”

Her friend opened her eyes and the sniffling turned to sobs as she reached up and grabbed Shandra around the neck, hanging on. 

“Why did they come back into my life today?” she asked between sobs.

“Who? Your mother and who?” While Shandra knew the answer, she wanted to find out how and when Ruthie had seen her father. 

“My mother and father. Why today and why all the lies?”

“Lies? What lies?” Shandra held Ruthie away from her. “What are you talking about and when did you see your father?”

Maxwell arrived by her side with a glass of water and a box of tissues. Ruthie took the tissue, blew her nose, grimaced when she stole a peek at Maxwell, and took the water. She sipped then shifted her attention to Shandra.

“Nearly as soon as you left with Naomi, Father stepped in the bedroom. He told me I looked beautiful and was so happy for me.” She frowned. “I asked him where he’d been all these years. He said he’d realized if he stayed with mother they’d always be fighting and that wouldn’t be good for me. He joined the army and sent money to her to take care of me. I called him a liar.”

She spun her gaze to Maxwell. “He looked hurt and confused. He said, ‘I sent your mother money and you letters.’ I told him I never received any letters and mother left me at Nattie’s. His face turned a dark color and anger lit up his eyes. He said he’d get to the bottom of this and stormed out of the house.” She put her hand out to Maxwell. “I ruined our wedding, but I didn’t know what to think, to feel. First mother shows up for the wedding, then father. And him saying he had sent money and letters... I needed to think. I ran through the woods to our place, found the keys to my car, and drove here. I just needed to think.”

Shandra stood, allowing Maxwell to embrace Ruthie. The two would have to work things out. “I’ll be in the other room,” she said, walking into the living room.

She pulled out her phone and dialed Ryan.

“What did you find out?” he asked, not even saying hello.

“Her father approached her at my house when I left to walk up the aisle. He told her he’d sent money to her mother and letters to her. Ruthie said she never saw the letters and didn’t know about the money. She said when her father left her, he was mad. She didn’t know what to think, with her mother who she didn’t want at the wedding and her father who she thought deserted her, both showing up. It unnerved her and she ran through the woods to their new house and drove her car here.”

“I’ll request Mrs. Kerby be brought in for questioning, but I still need to talk with all the other guests. Someone might have seen something when they arrived.” His voice dropped. “You might stay there until I come to tell her we’ve found her father.”

Shandra’s heart ached for her friend. To finally see her father again and to learn he was dead, would be one more shock today. “Yes. I’ll stay.”

~*~
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Ryan finished relaying what he knew to the two deputies who’d arrived. Dr. Porter, the local doctor and one of the county medical examiners, had arrived along with Mr. Treat, Maxwell’s father. 

“Ryan, what happened?” Mr. Treat, the local mortician, asked. “I couldn’t believe when I received the call, that it was here, where we’d all gathered this afternoon for the wedding.”

“I’m afraid someone didn’t like the fact that Ruthie’s father came to the wedding.” Ryan watched the older man’s face for any signs he had seen the deceased earlier.

“Donald Kerby? He was here? Neither my wife or I saw him. Was that why Ruthie changed her mind—” His eyes grew rounder. “Oh my! Does my son know about this? Have you found Ruthie?” 

Dr. Porter walked back to them after having knelt by the body. “He is dead. Wasn’t very long ago the blunt force trauma happened.” The always professional and sometimes cold sounding doctor put a hand on Mr. Treat’s shoulder. “Tell Maxwell and Ruthie, I’m sorry we missed the wedding. Mrs. Dobbins took a fall. With all your family at the wedding, I didn’t have a nurse. Since Chandler was attending the wedding, Miranda assisted me.”
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