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DIGGER’S COVE...2019...

ABBY...

Abby parked her red Volvo S90 in the driveway of her parents’ house. Her mother had passed away a couple of years ago. So it was only her dad now. Her car looked out of place in Digger’s Cove. Everyone in Digger’s Cove drove vintage cars passed down through generations. Every house in town is from another era. It was like stepping back in time.

Some people came out of their houses to study the young woman, who thought they knew but was confused by her new look. Abby was wearing a stylish black pencil skirt and jacket. The short black jacket had red embroidery on its lapels. Her blouse was black with red buttons. An expensive brooch was pinned to the blouse collar. Her blonde hair was expertly styled to fall away from her face, reaching to her shoulders. Abby's lipstick and fingernail polish were perfectly manicured. Both were bright red. She wore a simple gold chain necklace. Red sunglasses covered her blue eyes. Abby looked around the street. "What hell am I doing here?"

Abby pulls her phone out of her pocket, looks at the screen, rolls her eyes, and puts it away. Abby gets two rolling suitcases out of the trunk and enters the house. All the neighbors are still watching until she shuts the door. She looks around the room. Nothing has changed. All the furniture is old but polished and in excellent condition. It was good to know the woman she hired was still coming in.

Abby makes a beeline for the rotary phone on a side table, picks up the handle, and dials. “Hi, I’ll be at this number. Nope, I have no idea how long I will be here. Be sure to give this number to Darlene. I want to stay on top of the Elliot deal. We will have to do it over the phone. She can call me here anytime. No, you can’t tweet me, but you can email me. You just can't. Thanks. Bye.” 

Abby reaches into her jacket pocket and pulls out a gold cigarette case and a matching lighter. She pulls out a cigarette but stops, looks around the room, and puts them away. Abby takes a deep breath and walks down the hallway. She stops at an open door and stares at the older man sleeping in the bed. He is thin but not in a healthy way. "You're not supposed to get sick, Daddy, and definitely not supposed to die."

The phone rings by the bed. Abby frowns and picks up the handle. “Hello.”

“Abby, how long has it been?"

Abby listens while rolling her eyes, “Yes, it has been a while.  Can I help you?”

“Could we have a chat?”

“Chat about what?” Abby asked.

“We would rather talk face to face. We could meet at the sheriff’s station.”

Working on Wall Street, Abby had developed a sense for bad news. The hairs on the back of her neck stiffen. “We?”

“Abby, please, we just want to talk.”

Abby picked up a tan shirt with a sheriff's badge hanging on the back of a chair and fingered it. "Is this about my dad?"

“Yes.”

“He may be sick, but he is still the sheriff. So, he is still covered by the department’s insurance. You don’t want to get into a fight with me over that. I’ll win.”

“No, it’s not that. Could we just talk?”

I don’t like going into meetings blind, but this is Digger’s Cove, not New York. I have to get settled and check on dad. We can talk tomorrow around noon.”

“That’s perfect. Thanks, Abby.” 

Abby hung up, wondering what they wanted. 

“Is that you, Blair?” her father rolled over. 

“No, it’s me, Abby.” Abby hated seeing her dad like this. He had always been strong—one of the few men she respected 
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PART ONE        

CHAPTER 1 

[image: ]




DIGGER'S COVER...2005... 

RUSS... 

Russ Anderson sat on his bed holding up a boot with a small hole in the sole. He was wearing a tan sheriff’s uniform shirt and boxers. “I just got these worn in.” 

The sheriff looked at the mirror his wife had hung on the wall. He didn’t look bad for his age. Actually, he was in great shape, with a flat stomach and strong arms. He had no gray in his hair, but with blond hair, it was hard to spot. He wasn’t balding. Russ wasn’t in the shape he had been when he played basketball. Basketball had been his first love. He played in high school and college. It had been a college not known for its sports program.

How the hell had he ended up a sheriff? Granted, he had been born and raised in Digger's Cove. He liked it enough to live there, and inheriting his parents' house helped. Driving almost an hour to the university had been a pain, but he didn't mind. Russ liked being sheriff; it wasn't his first choice. God had a different path for him. He knew he wasn't a good enough player to go pro. After graduating with a bachelor's in sports management, I then earned a master's. He was offered a coaching job because of her leadership abilities. The pay was good, and so were the important benefits. He was going to marry his high school sweetheart, Blair Warner, who was in his mind the prettiest girl in town. She was also a small-town girl who wanted to stay in Digger's Cove. Blair would inherit her parents' house, giving them enough money to put away for whatever life handed them. 

His life course had changed when Foster Briggs retired as sheriff. Sheldon Lynn had been Briggs's sometimes annoying but had been Briggs' right-hand man, so he was easily elected. The problem was that Sheldon always seemed to need money. Sheldon discovered a clause in the city charter that the sheriff got to keep all fines collected. Suddenly, everyone was getting tickets. Everyone hated this, including the deputies who were giving out the tickets. Only Sheldon was happy. The city council had to decide whether to remove all the 'no-parking' signs that were meant for visitors, not locals, or remove Sheldon as sheriff. It would be cheaper to get rid of Sheldon. A special election was set up. 

You must understand three things. First, Russ helped as Foster’s deputy when he was home on breaks from college. In people’s minds, that gave him the experience. Second, all the deputies were over sixty and retiring. This meant the sheriff would have to hire all new deputies, which was good. No one would question Russ’s authority. Third, Virgil Zimmerman was running unopposed. 

Virgil, like Russ, was from Digger's Cove. Virgil wasn't dumb, but seemed to think more of himself than he really was. He was on the football team but spent most of his time on the bench. Yet, he still bragged about being on the team and taking credit when the team won. He ran for student council, vice-president, and president, losing every time.  Virgil always had an excuse for losing. Jane only won because she was the head cheerleader. Tucker won because his dad was on the city council. When people pointed out he was the problem, Virgil didn't seem to hear. The strangest thing was that Virgil considered Russ his rival. Russ never gave Virgil much thought. He wasn't in his circle of friends. Russ had only run for president because it looked good on his student record. He had won because everyone liked him.   

Throughout high school, Virgil told anyone who would listen why he was better than Russ. Everyone ignored him, including Russ. He didn't make some jokes at Virgil’s expense. That was until Virgil started to flirt with Blair, continuously asking her out and walking her to class even though she told him to stop bothering her. Blair had made it clear she wasn't interested; more importantly, Russ was her boyfriend. Virgil just wouldn’t take no for an answer. In his mind, he would eventually win Blair over. Russ was the nicest guy you could meet, but old-fashioned in many ways. Being who he was, Russ wanted to ‘have a talk’ with Virgil behind the gym. Everyone agreed it might be good for Virgil to have this chat. It was Blair who saved Virgil from a beating. This was probably where Russ started to learn to be more patient with people.            

No one wanted Virgil to be sheriff. They wanted Russ. The problem was that Russ was happy with his coaching job. He loved basketball; it paid better and had better benefits. In time, there was a chance he could get a coaching job at a major university. The only problem was that Blair made it clear she had no interest in leaving Digger's Cove. Since Russ was about to ask Blair to marry him.  The pressure grew when the city council matched the college's pay and benefits. Only when Blair complained about Virgil dropping by did Russ want to have that long-overdue chat with Virgil, but he ran for the office and won. 

How many years had gone by? 

Russ tossed down the boot and picked up his tanned slacks. They needed to be ironed, he thought, as he looked over at the closet. 

A thirteen-year-old Abby sat at the breakfast table, her nose in the novel, THE MURDERER OF ROGER ACKROYD by Agatha Christie. Her slender face had blue eyes and freckles across her nose. Long blonde hair fell to her waist. She was wearing jeans and a black T-shirt with the words printed, AND SATAN SAID LET THERE BE LETTERS IN MATH, with a complex algebra problem below it.   

Blair Anderson stood at the stove, scrambling eggs in a pan. She was attractive, wearing white pants and a plaid blouse that fit her slender figure. Her blue cat-eyes, turn-up nose, and freckles made her look like the girl next door. Her red hair fell in soft waves to her shoulders. She scooped some eggs onto a dish, picked up a bottle of ketchup, and put them both on the table. 

Abby puts down the novel and puts ketchup on her eggs. She looks up and asks, “No bacon or sausage.” 

“I need to go shopping,” Blair said, taking an English muffin from the toaster. She puts the muffin and butter on the table. “You and your father used all the bacon for the BLTs you made last night. Do you know who the murderer is yet?” 

“I figured it out last night,” Abby said, buttering her muffin, “I read the end.” 

“Doesn’t that ruin the book?” Blair asked. 

“No, I always read the ending after I figure out who the murderer is,” Abby said, eating a mouthful of ketchup-drenched eggs. “For me, it is all about solving the mystery. I am finishing it because I like Hercule Poirot. The guy is so funny. He is so conceited and condescending, but you still like him. Poor Hastings is so nice but dumb. You must be alert when reading Christie. She will hold back clues. Take this one. The murderer turns out...?” 

“Stop,” Blair said. I want to read it because you like it so much.” 

“I got into an argument with Miss Garner again,” Abby said. 

“That’s your math teacher.” Blair asked, “What was it this time?” 

“Same as last time. She wants me to show my work.” Abby said. 

“Why don’t you show your work?” Blair asked. 

“It’s a waste of time,” Abby said. “I can do it in my head. She never asks Keanu to show his work.” 

“We both know why that is. Abby, some of us mere mortals don’t have a gift for numbers like you. I think you find it easier to show your work.” Blair said. 

“Fine,” Abby muttered, “But you’ve got to talk to her. She keeps calling me Abigail. My name is Abby. It is right there on my birth certificate.” 

“That I can talk to her about." Blair said, "Your grandmother wanted to call you Abigail. Your other grandmother wants to name you Bea.  Abby was a compromise." 

“Dad wanted to call me Kobe,” Abby said, “Which would have been a way cooler name.”

"I pointed out to your father that Kobe was a boy's name," Blair said.

"That would have made it even cooler," Abby said.

Russ comes into the kitchen wearing jeans and sneakers. He is holding his holster. “Morning.” 

“My fault. I’ll get the laundry done today.” Blair said, kissing Russ on the cheek. 

“Don’t bother, I think I will start wearing jeans and sneakers.” Russ said, “I decided I want to be comfortable.” 

“The city council won’t be happy,” Blair said. 

“What are they going to do? They can’t fire me. I am an elected official.” 

“I think you look cool,” Abby said. “If I ever become sheriff, I will wear jeans and sneakers. I probably won’t wear a gun.” 

“You are not going to be sheriff! You are destined for greater things.” Russ said, pointing his finger at Abby. Russ sits at the breakfast table, smiles when Blair hands him a cup of coffee, and watches his teenage Abby read the paperback novel. She is completely absorbed in the book, only stopping to sip her orange juice. “You bet you don't solve this one.”

“Here, we go,” Blair said, sitting with a cup of coffee. “Why do you always do that?” 

“This time she cheated. She looked at the end,” Russ said, looking at Abby with a grin. “I saw you look last night. Cheater.” 

“I am not," Abby said, looking up. "Most people read the books because they like the characters. I just read them to solve the mystery. It is a good exercise for the brain. Most books I toss after I've solved the mystery. I enjoy some writers' style, so I keep reading, but my main goal is solving the mystery." 

“Do you ever go back and finish the book because you were wrong?” Russ asks. 

“Always, when I get the solution wrong. I want to find out why I was wrong. Most times, the writer has held back a clue, or the murderer turns out to be a character who turns up at the end of the book. That is just wrong. Usually, once I get all the clues, I must know if I am right. It’s like an itch that needs to be scratched,” Abby said. 

“How often are you right?” Russ asks. 

“I say seventy-five times out of a hundred.” Abby said, “Christie, Doyle, and quite a few others are tricky because, like I said, they sometimes hold back clues. That isn’t very fair. But in this book, I pretty much figured out who the murderer was before the murder. I just kept reading until the murder. I was checking to see if I was right. If I am right, there is no point in finishing the book unless I enjoy the writer’s style. I like Christie’s style. Chandler, Spillane, Parker, and Hammett, I love their dialogue. But their mysteries are usually easy to solve.” 

“Who is the murderer in this book?” Russ asks, looking interested. 

“That is really interesting," Abby said. "In this book... 

“No, you don’t,” Blair said, “I am going to read that book since you like it so much.” 

“You read DEATH ON THE NILE?” Abby asked. 

“Yes, but I want to hear how you solved it,” Blair said. 

“It was the husband and his ex-lover," Abby said. "I suspected them from the beginning. The husband and lover were poor at the beginning of the novel. The rich woman steals her friend's lover, and they honeymoon in Egypt. The poor friend follows them and starts to harass them everywhere they go. Remember, the ex-lover is dirt-poor and barely makes a living. Right after the wedding, she suddenly has the money to follow the couple all over Egypt while fashionably dressed. How can she do that? Someone is giving her money and leaking the couple's plans. The question is, who? There is only one person who wants the wife dead. That would be his ex-lover. The questions are, who is giving the ex-lover money, and who knows the honeymooner's plans? The husband. Who is it obvious? They are really in love and need money." 

“Okay, see it now,” said Blair. 

“I kept reading that book to see what their plan was. It was their lack of patience and arrogance that got them caught. Would you murder someone on a ship where supposedly the world’s greatest detective was on board? No, you wait and come up with another plan. I must give them credit for committing the murder in Egypt. The local law wouldn’t have been able to solve the murder if Poirot hadn’t been there. They would have gotten away with it. They should have called it off the moment they realized he was there. Poirot even tried to warn them off, but they went ahead with the murder. They should have waited, but like all mystery novels. The killer always thinks they are smarter than whoever is investigating.” 

“Abby, you will find most criminals are not that smart." Russ said, "They always think they are smarter than the police and do make mistakes. The cops usually know who did it, but can't prove it. I am guessing because we haven't had a murder here since I have been sheriff." 

“Coming to Digger’s Cove would be stupid.” Abby said, “Everyone knows everyone’s business. I figure if there was a murder here. It would be someone visiting here. You would catch them easily. Strangers in Digger’s Cove are noticed right away.” 

“From your lips to God’s ears,” Russ said. 

“Sometimes the writer makes his plots too complicated.” Abby said, “Take Chandler’s novel The Big Sleep. By the end of the book and movie. There is one murder unsolved.” 

“I love that movie.” Russ said, “I have watched that movie a dozen times. All the murders were solved.” 

“Come on, Dad, it was obvious who the murderer was. Although technically, Eddie Mars didn't kill anyone. Camino did all the killing." Abby said. "We never find out who killed the chauffeur and pushed the car into the ocean. Every murder is solved except for who killed the chauffeur." 

“You’re wrong.” Russ said, “I am going to re-watch that movie tonight.” 

“Great, we’ll make some popcorn and watch Bogart and Bacall exchange quips,” Abby said. 

Blair gets up to refill her cup. She glances back and says, “No, Abby, you cannot have a cup of coffee. You are too young. If you drank coffee, you would be bouncing off the walls.” 

“When I am an adult, I will drink all the coffee I want,” Abby said. “Gallons. How can you expect me to go to high school without coffee?” 

“Kid has been doing for years,” Blair said. “So, you will survive. So, we are watching the Big Sleep.” 

“I am going to prove our daughter wrong.” 

“She is probably right," Blair said. "Remember, those two silly men drove into town and tried to steal Ed Marley's Corvette. Like no one won't notice a brand-new green Mustang going through town." 

“Wait, are you saying Abby is better at solving puzzles than me, Russ said. 

“When was the last time you played chess with her?” Blair asks. 

“I stopped playing because she got bored with the game,” Russ said. 

Abby says nothing but rolls her eyes and then sips her orange juice. Russ looks at her, grunts, and drinks his coffee. Then glares at her. “I saw that look.” 

“Mom promises to talk to Miss Crawford,” Abby said. She keeps calling me Abigail, even though I keep telling her my name is Abby. She shakes her head.” 

“Speaking of school,” Brianna said. “Your teachers don’t think you are applying yourself enough. You should be an A-plus student.” 

“I get A’s and B’s,” Abby said, shrugging. “Grades don’t count until high school. That’s all colleges look at. They don’t care if I got a B in math in Middle School.” 

“You should be getting A’s, especially in math,” Russ said. “You are good with numbers.” 

“I get bored in my classes.” Abby said, “I don’t see the point in getting A’s right now.” 

“Maybe we should talk to the school about moving you up a grade or two,” Blair said. 

“I don’t want to move up.” Abby said, “I am not a genius like Keanu.” 

“I agree, Keanu is a genius but a little off," Russ said. 

“Dad, he is off because he is ten years old and in high school,” Abby said. “He should be in college, but his mom wants him to stay at Digger’s Cove. Eric and his buddies don’t make it any easier.” 

“Those boys are still bullying him,” Russ said. “Looks like I need to have another chat with them.” 

“Waste of time. They are all graduating and leaving town.” Abby said. “I hear Keanu is threatening his mom to declare himself an adult so he can go to MIT.” 

“Keanu should be in college,” Blair said. “Most teachers don’t understand what he is talking about.” 

“Hello!” 

“Come in, Merry Jo,” Blair said. 

A teenage Merry Jo comes into the kitchen. She is wearing a midriff top and tight jeans. A red bandanna holds back her angry black hair. Even at this age, Merry Jo emits a vibe that makes her even more attractive. She puts the cardboard box she is carrying on the floor before sitting by Abby.   

“How are you, Merry Jo?” Blair asks. 

“I have been better,” Merry Jo said, “My dad won’t buy me a welding torch.” 

“Why do you need a welding torch?” Blair asks. 

“She needs it for her art,” Abby said. “She is getting into metal sculptures.” 

“You can only do so much with a soldering iron,” Merry Jo said. I have ideas for some statues, but I need a welding torch.” 

“I kind of side with your dad,” Russ said. “A welding torch sounds kind of dangerous.” 

“I can handle it,” Merry Jo said. “I will get one even if I buy it myself.” 

“Where are you going to get the money?” Russ asks, “A welding torch is expensive, and I am not sure they will sell one to you. You are not an adult.” 

“Come, Dad. You sound like her dad," Abby said. "Merry Jo is an excellent artist." 

“What about your painting?” Blair asks. 

“I have moved on to sculpting. I am going to sell some of my paintings and smaller stuff at the art fairs in Cornwall." Merry Jo said, bending down, opening the box, and taking out a statue that resembles a deer made of black, red, gold, and silver wire. The head is a nightmarish, twisted thing with two gold unicorn horns coming off the top of its head. Two Silver wings are fanning out from the side of the body. The strange deer seems ready to take flight. It sits on a polished wood base. "I call it Santa's Reject. I wanted to use redwood or mahogany for the base, but couldn't afford it. I had to use some oak branches I found by Old Ben."   

“I assume the branches were on the ground," Russ said, leaning in for a closer look at the statue. 

“Dad!” Abby gasped, “Merry Jo wouldn’t damage Old Ben. She is an artist.” 

“I found it under Old Ben and asked Mr. Logan if I could have it.” Merry Jo said. “He said I could have all I could carry. Abby, will you help me go back up and get some more?” 

“Sure,” Abby said, looking at the statue. “No offense, but I don’t get it.” 

“It is kind of strange,” Blair said. “But I am not a big fan of modern art.” 

“You have to realize this is supposed to be much bigger,” Merry Jo said. “I had to use what I had. You would get the full impact if I had the right metals and a welding torch.” 

“I like it,” Russ said, giving the statue a good look. “Can I buy it from you?” 

“Russ, I’m not sure I want that in the house,” Blair said. “It’s kind of creepy.” 

“I’ll keep it at the office. I really like it.” Russ said. “How much?” 

Merry Jo is a little taken aback and stares at Russ. “You really want to buy it. You would be my first sale ever.” 

“Merry Jo, I want it,” Russ said. “I’ll give you twenty bucks for it.” 

“Twenty bucks,” Abby said, “That’s a fortune.” 

“Ah, Mr. Anderson, that’s a lot of money.” Merry Jo said. “I could just give it to you.” 

“No way, twenty bucks.” Russ pulls out his wallet and counts out some bills on the table. “I bet you are famous one day. Then, this will be worth a fortune. It will help when I retire.” 

Merry Jo stares at the money, unsure if she should take it.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Anderson.” Merry Jo hesitantly took the money, looking at it with huge eyes. 

“No, thank you,” Russ said, picking up the statue with a smile. “This looks so cool.” 

“You’re the best dad,” Abby said. 
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CHAPTER 2 
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DIGGER’S COVER...2020 

ABBY... 

Abby stood in front of her parents’ graves. Her father’s tombstone was new with fresh flowers. A misty rain was falling, but it didn’t bother her. The red trench coat with a hood was part of the reason. “Pops, what do I do now?” 

After a few more minutes, she walks away from the grave. A beautiful 1955 black-and-white Chevy is illegally parked at the gate. It has a gold sheriff’s badge on the doors. An old-fashioned rack of lights and a siren are mounted on top. Abby gets in and drives off. 

The sheriff’s department wasn’t far from the cemetery since you could walk around Digger’s Cove in less than an hour. Everything was close by. It was a red brick building with white wood trim around the windows. Abby parked in front of the station and walked in.     

The main room was large, with four desks behind a wood railing and a gate that could be locked but rarely was. Everything looked new. A fifth desk had been placed by the gate. A radio system from another era has been set up on a table behind a woman sitting at the desk. Shirley Smith is very old and has snow-white hair. Her blouse hangs loosely on her slender frame. She watches a young deputy pack everything from his desk into a box. He is young with blonde hair and a skinny mustache. Raymond is wearing the tan sheriff’s uniform along with a pistol in a holster. It looked clean and pressed. There is an amused smile on Shirley’s lips. “Raymond, she will make you put it all back. She will not be happy that you packed her stuff into a box.” 

“Shirley, she is returning to New York,” Raymond said, looking through his desk drawers. I am the only one running. So next month I will be the sheriff. I may as well take over now.” 

“She just buried her father,” Shirley said. “Then there is the house and the family cars. Abby has a lot to do. Jolene says she hasn’t asked him to put her house on the market. She hasn’t told anyone when she is leaving. I think she is staying for a while.” 

Abby comes in and goes straight to a small table across from Shirley’s desk. There, an old coffee maker and cups are on it. She pours coffee into a cup and then adds sugar and milk. Abby asks without looking back. “Shirley, anything going on?” 

“Nope, everything is quiet,” Shirley said, holding up some forms. “Some more applications were dropped off.” 

“I am not sure I have the authority to hire people,” Abby said, sipping her coffee. “I think the new sheriff would be doing that.” 

“Abby, that is a month away,” Shirley said. “I am retiring. You need to hire someone so I can train them. Paige dropped off an application. Bruce came in about one hour ago and said he would prefer to work in the graveyard. The mayor dropped by and said I trust Abby’s judgment.” 

“Bruce?” Abby said, turning around. “He would be a great hire.” 

“I would sleep better knowing he was patrolling at night,” Shirley said. 

“Call him, tell him to come by. I doubt any of the uniforms in the back will fit him. We will probably have to order giant-sized uniforms. I don't know about Paige." Abby said, noticing the box outside the open door. "What with the boxes by my door?" 

“Ask Raymond,” Shirley says.   

Abby looks at Raymond, who is standing by his desk, and looks guilty. She asks, "What are you doing?" 

Raymond gets hold of himself. “I am moving my things into my office.” 

“You touched my dad’s stuff?” Abby snapped, “You don’t touch my dad’s stuff.”  

“I might well move into the office,” Raymond said, sounding bolder. “I will be the sheriff next month.” 

“You are not the sheriff right now,” Abby said, moving closer. “You touch my dad’s stuff again. I will fire your ass.” 

“You can’t fire me.” Raymond snapped. 

“If I can hire people,” Abby said. “I am pretty sure I can fire you. You may not be as popular as you think. People may write someone’s name in instead of voting for you.” 

“They can’t do that,” Raymond said. 

“Sure, they can.” Abby said, “That’s what the blank spot below your name is for. Why aren’t you over at the school? The kids are about to get out of school. You are the crossing guard until I hire some more deputies. Now go do your job.” 

“Abby,” Raymond growls, but Abby moves closer, making him stop talking. He grabs his hat and walks out. 

“I was thinking of leaving, but he touched my stuff,” Abby said, putting down her coffee and pulling off her coat. She wore a sheriff’s shirt and jeans, but no holster around her waist. Abby picked up her coffee and headed for her office. 

“You’re not wearing the full uniform.” Shirley said, “You are carrying on the family tradition.” 

“Dad, technically, was the sheriff until he died. Besides, I look dumpy in the full uniform,” Abby said, picking up one of the boxes. Jeans are more comfortable. So are my sneakers. It’s not like they can fire me.” 

Abby comes into her small office with an old wooden desk and filing cabinets. Behind the desk is an old-fashioned wood office chair with thin cushions. She puts down her box and sits down—the chair creaks. Abby tries to get comfortable. “I would buy a new chair if I were staying.” 

A small stack of envelopes sits on the desk. Abby looks through the envelopes, stopping at one. She opens it, pulls a letter, and reads it. Abby picks up the phone and dials. 

After two rings, a man picks up. “Rose Favor, how can I help you?” 

“Hi, Rose," Abby Anderson said, but her voice was hard and cold. There is nothing friendly about it. "I just got your charming letter informing me that there will be a delay in my dad's life insurance payout." 

“Ah, Miss Anderson, I was expecting your call. We ran into some difficulty...” 

“Stop right there," Abby said. "I know this song and dance. I am an executive vice president at Campbell Investments. I have dealt with CEOs and New York lawyers. If you have run a background check on me, you would know I have a take-no-prisoners attitude regarding money. I expect my check by this Friday. I promise you that not only will you regret it, but so will your company." 

“Are you threatening me?” Rose said. “I am not so easily intimidated.” 

“A threat is implied,” Abby said. “You will be dealing with New York lawyers. I promise you. When I am done, it will have cost you and your company more than one hundred grand.” 

“Miss Anderson...” she said. 

“There’s nothing more to talk about. I get my money by Friday, or we’ll go to war. Bye,” Abby calmly said and hung up. Shirley stood by the door, looking a little afraid. Abby looked up and asked, “Yes.” 

“You seemed like a different person while you were just on the phone,” Shirley said. “Is that how you talked when you were in New York?” 

“I guess you might say that is New York, Abby.” Abby stopped to look at the small deer statue in a glass case.” Dad, only you would keep that on your desk.” 

“That ugly statue has been on his desk as long as I can remember,” Shirley said. 

Abby stood up and unpacked the box. She pulled out a thick file and stopped. For a few seconds, she stared at the file. Then, she dropped back down into her chair and opened the file. 

“Abby, Bruce is here. Lucy is filling out an application.” Shirley said. 

“What?” Abby said, looking up from the file. 

“Bruce is here, and so is Lucy.” 

“That’s right, Lucy is back in town.” Abby said, “She would be a good hire. Send in Bruce. Tell Lucy to wait.” 

“Abby, is that true?” Shirley asks, “About the voting ballots? You can write in someone’s name even if they are not running. That doesn’t sound right.” 

“Yes, but it is usually used as a vote of no confidence for the candidates on the ballot," Abby said while still studying the file. "Technically, you could write in anyone's name, even if they weren't running. The trick is to get the person to accept the job if they are elected." 

“I never knew that," Shirley said.   

Shirley leaves. Abby goes back to reading the file. “Wow, Dad, you just couldn’t let this one go.” 
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DIGGER’S COVE...2005... 

RUSS... 

Russ was sitting at his desk doing some paperwork when a much younger Shirley came to the door and knocked on the frame. He looked up. 

“Trudy wants to see you for a minute,” Shirley said. 

“Send her in,” Russ said, leaning back in his chair. It squealed, making him look down. Trudy came in. A woman, thirty, beautiful in a small-town way. She had big blue eyes and freckles across her nose and cheeks. Her strawberry-blonde hair fell to the middle of her back. She had a slender figure with nice curves. “Hi Trudy, I have a seat. What can I do for you?” 

“I feel silly coming to talk to you and wasting your time,” Trudy said, sitting and holding her hands in her lap. “It’s more of a feeling, but I think someone is watching me.” 

“You mean like a Peeping Tom?” Russ said. 

“Not exactly,” Trudy said. “I am aware some men find me attractive. They sneak a look at me, but this feels different. Does that make sense to you?” 

“Yes, it does,” Russ said, “I’ve had a couple of complaints. I have a pretty good idea who it is. I’ll talk to him.” 

“So, I am not being paranoid,” Trudy said. “That is a relief. I have noticed that Eric Edwards and his friends will drive by my house, slowing down when I am out front gardening. They never say anything, but how they look at me makes me shiver.” 

“They are about to graduate.” Russ said, “They will all be leaving town soon after that. It’s Eric who is the worst of the bunch. The others follow his lead.” 

“Issac says they confuse him.” Trudy said, “Eric and Tommy are on the honor roll. Both have scholarships. Eric is going to Harvard. Tommy is going to Stanford. I heard Benny is going to play football at UCLA. I don’t know what Greg is going to do.” 

“Greg joined the Navy. He will be leaving right after graduation." Russ said. "I'll talk to them. I am pretty sure they don't want me to screw up their plans. Abby says they are still bullying Keanu. I can't see Eric peeking through your windows. A kid might do that, but I will have to do something about it." 

“Poor Keanu, he should be in college. Issac and Barney have talked to him. Both admit sometimes they don’t understand what he is talking about.” Trudy said, “He actually thinks he can build a time machine. He just needs to work out some problems.” 

“Keanu is a really sweet kid," Russ said. "It's just his genius that scares some people. Abby thinks he should be in college." 

“Issac has talked to his mother,” Trudy said. “She has got it in her head that Keanu should be around kids his age. She thinks it will help him socially.” 

“I don't think Keanu will ever really fit in anywhere. That is the downside to being as smart as he is." Russ said, "I have heard some guys from Oregon Tech have come to town just to talk with him." 

“MIT is practically begging him to study there,” Trudy said. “They have offered him a full scholarship.” 

“According to Abby, he has some sort of plan to get himself declared an adult, so he doesn’t need her permission,” Abby said. “One way or another, he will get into MIT.” 

“Issac says Abby should be bumped up a couple of grades,” Trudy said. “You do know she is not trying as hard as she should. Abby and Merry Jo are both just cruising through school.” 

“Funny you should say that." Russ smiled, "My wife and I were just talking to her about that. Abby says she is not a genius. She is just good with numbers and solving puzzles. She promises to put more effort into it when she is in high school. According to Abby, that's the grades colleges look at. She is not a genius like Keanu. Abby is just detail-oriented. That and her gift for numbers are why she is so good at solving puzzles. This morning, I discovered she would only read a mystery novel halfway. Then, look at the ending to see if she figured out who the murderer was. We're watching The Big Sleep tonight because she says one murder in the movie was unsolved. I am hoping to prove her wrong." 

“She is probably right,” Trudy smiled. 

“Yeah, but it would be nice to prove her wrong,” Abby said. “How pathetic am I, right, competing with my daughter to see who is smarter?” 

“I have the same problem with Stacy. She is just so fussy. Her room is not only clean, but everything is right where she wants it to be. God, forbid I move something.” Trudy said, noticing the small statue sitting on the desk and frowning. “What is that?” 

“Merry Jo made it. I brought it from her.” Russ said. “I really like it.” 

“I am not sure I do,” Trudy said, leaning closer. “It is quite beautiful in a strange way. I’m not big on modern art, but the art teacher, Miss Carson, thinks Merry Jo has real talent. I thought she was just into painting.” 

“She is going to start sculpting,” Russ said. “She wants to get a welding torch. This statue needs to be bigger to appreciate it fully. I doubt she will make a living at it. Very few artists do.” 

“I bet you she ends up a model or actress.” Trudy said, “She is just thirteen and already a beautiful woman.” 

“You may be right.” Russ said, “Whatever happens, Abby and Merry Jo will end up in New York or California. Those two are joined at the hip.” 

Trudy starts to say something, but stops herself. Then said. "I'd better go. Issac and I are going out to dinner. We have some things to work out. Let me know if you find out something." 

“Count on it,” Russ said, watching Trudy leave and leaning back in his chair. He looked at a picture of him and Abby. She was holding up a big fish, looking very pleased with herself. Russ rubs his chin. You’re not my little girl anymore. 
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DIGGER’S COVE...2020 

ABBY... 

Abby is leaning back in her chair and studying the headline on DIGGER’S COVE GAZETTE: 

ABBY ANDERSON ELECTED AS SHERIFF.   

“In a landslide victory, the acting sheriff and daughter of Sheriff Russ Anderson was elected as sheriff with 98% of the votes. The victory is more amazing than all the votes for Sheriff Anderson were write-ins.” 

Abby sighs and tosses the newspaper onto the desk. She leans forward and yells, “Shirley, get in here.” 

Shirley appears at the doorway, smiling. “You bellowed, sheriff?” 

“This is your fault," Abby said, holding the newspaper. "You were the only person I talked to about writing in a name on the ballot." 

“You didn’t say it was a secret,” Shirley said sweetly, “I only told two people.” 

“Who did you tell?” Abby said. 

“Just Emily Rogers...” She shrugging. 

“Emily Rogers is the biggest gossip in town.” Abby said, “She was probably on the phone ten seconds after you told her. Who else did you tell?” 

“Just Wilma Baker,” Shirley said, trying to look innocent. 

“Wilma?” Abby said, “Wilma is taking over the Gazette when her father retires. I read the paper every day. I didn’t see any about write-in votes.” 

“You glance through it. Then, read the WALL STREET JOURNAL from back to front.” Shirley said, “It is not my fault you don’t read the sports page or crop reports.” 

“Sports and crop reports have nothing to do with local elections,” Abby said. “She put it there so I wouldn’t see it.” 

“Then stop yelling at me.” Shirley said, “You should be yelling at Wilma about how her father edits the newspaper.” 

“This puts me in a very awkward position,” Abby said, “How do I tell people who are friends? Friends, I have known most of my life. Thanks, but no thanks.” 

“That’s a problem no politician has ever faced.” David Keaton said, pushing into the office. A handsome man in his forties with a trim body who looks amazing in his gray suit. He smiles at Abby. “The people have spoken.” 

“Mayor, I am leaving town,” Abby said, looking up at him. 

“When?” David asked. “I know you haven’t put your house up for sale. Rumor has it you got a big settlement from the insurance company.” 

“Are there no secrets in this town?” Abby said. “It’s the insurance company’s fault. They should have given me the hundred thousand when they had the chance.” 

“How much did you get?” Shirley asked. 

“None of your business.” Abby said, “A phone call to Jolene, and I am gone.” 

“Back to New York?” Shirley asks. 

“No,” Abby said too quickly. “I don’t know. Maybe Los Angeles.” 

“I’ll make a deal with you.” David said, “Stay on as sheriff until you are ready to leave. Just give me notice. The people just thought you needed a job. Raymond just had a vote of no confidence. You give us enough time to set up another election. Maybe one of your new deputies will want the job.” 

“You should move to New York. You sound like a New York politician.” Abby said, leaning back and looking down, when the chair squeaked. “I want a new chair. This one is killing my back. A good one. Not something from Frank’s used furniture.” 

“Go on Amazon, find your chair and order it,” David said. 

“I want a new coffee maker,” Abby said. 

“Speaking of Coffee,” Shirley said, “You know who makes great coffee. Paige. I know she hates being a file clerk.” 

“How old is she?” Abby said. “Can’t be more than eighteen?” 

“She is twenty-two,” David said. “I happen to know she is looking for a new job. The last offer is a new chair, a new coffeemaker, and Paige.” 

“How do you know Paige will want to work for me?” Abby said, “I like her, but you can’t expect me to pay her what Shirley is making.” 

“Why not?" David said, "The City Council will give your department a bigger budget." 

“That’s if I stay,” Abby said. “New chair, new coffeemaker, Paige, who supposedly makes great coffee, and I am assuming there is a raise somewhere.” 

“A raise?” Shirley asked, “You got your insurance money, and you have that statue that is probably worth a fortune.” 

“No raise?” Abby asks, looking innocent. 

“You get a raise,” David said, “Is this how you negotiated in New York?” 

“No, I was much meaner in New York,” Abby said. 

“I overheard Abby talk to that insurance company. It was scary,” Shirley said. 

“I’ll stay with the understanding I will eventually leave,” Abby said. 

“Done,” David said. I’ll tell the city council. Oh, and last thing, you get to deal with Raymond.” 

“What?” Abby said. 

“You’re the sheriff,” David said as he quickly left. Shirley follows him out. 

“Shirley, call Paige,” Abby said, “I want to make sure she can make a good cup of coffee.” 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 5 

[image: ]




DIGGER’S COVE...2005 

RUSS... 

Russ didn't have to do patrols. He had plenty of deputies for that. He couldn't stand sitting behind a desk all day. Besides, it gave him a chance to look around town. Over the years, he had developed a cop's instinct to sense trouble. He turned the corner and pulled over to the curb. He watched one girl and four boys argue in front of the diner.   

The four boys were Eric Edwards, seventeen, who was arrogant and smart, so smart that he got a scholarship to Harvard. Tommy Henderson, seventeen, was smart in another way. He excelled in science and math classes. Tommy was getting a scholarship from Stanford. Both boys were graduating a year early. Bobby Johnson, eighteen, was not the brightest guy, but he could play football. He was off to UCLA. Greg Smith was the odd man out. He got passing grades but didn’t seem to excel at anything. Russ figured he was part of the group because he lived next door to Eric. They had been friends since grade school. 

Since the four teens reached high school, they had become a pain in Russ's butt. They got a lot of detentions for bullying other kids. The school cut Eric and Tommy some slack because they were on the honor roll list. The coach protected Eddie because of his skill on the football field. Greg was the tag-along, so he never got in trouble by himself. 

Sometimes they would bully ten-year-old Keanu because he got better grades than Eric and Tommy. That kid was scary smart. 

Russ suspected the boys of graffiti on some town buildings, but never on city hall or the sheriff's office. He found empty beer bottles by the lake behind the Edwards house. Russ was sure Eric and his buddies had stolen the beer. So far, they hadn't been caught. 

The most concerning for Russ was the reports of someone peeking into windows. In the sheriff’s mind, this was crossing the line. He would bust him if he found out it was Eric, scholarship or no scholarship. 

The girl they were arguing with turned out to be Merry Jo.  She would be the hottest girl in high school next year.  Merry Jo was always beautiful, but was now growing up, and boys were starting to notice.

Russ walked toward the group. Merry Jo had her back to him. She wore her usual tight jeans and top, her angry black mane reaching her slender waist. Her hands were on her hips as she argued. A small log was on the ground. 

“Will you leave me alone?” Merry Jo yelled. 

“Come on, MJ, you can’t carry it all the way home,” Eric said. 

“DON’T CALL ME!” Merry snapped. 

“Everyone else calls you that,” Eric said. 

“Only my friends call me that.” She growled, “And none of you are my friend.” 

Russ noticed the 1959 Plymouth Sport Fury double-parked as he walked up. In a cool tone, he said, “She said no. So why don’t you move along?” 

The four boys looked over. Three dropped their heads, Eric said. He put on that two-wide smile and spoke. “We are just offering her a ride.” 

“And she said she didn’t want it.” The sheriff said, “So move on before I give you a ticket for double parking.” 

Eric nodded toward his car. Then muttered something under his breath as the other three walked to the curb. Russ was in front of Eric before he reached the car. He looked right into his face, “You say something?”   

“No,” Eric muttered. 

“No, what?” Russ said. 

“No, sir,” Eric said, glaring at the sheriff.  

“I know you think you are something special," Russ said, "Honor roll, scholarship to Harvard, and all. You don't graduate for a week. Then it will be another two weeks before you leave town. I would hate for your grand plans to fall apart because you did something stupid. So, try to stay on my good side for three weeks. That shouldn't be too hard." 

“You can’t do anything,” Eric said. 

“I'm the sheriff. I will think of something." Russ said, "Like Trudy Heinz told me, she has seen you drive by her house a few times."   

“There is no law against that,” Eric said. “Besides, that is gross. She is old.” 

“Thirty-three to be exact,” Russ said. “Many people still consider her one of the prettiest women in town.” 

“I think so.” Merry Jo chirped in. 

“I’ve had a few complaints about a peeping tom,” Russ said. “I don’t see you peeking into windows, but I would stay away from the Heinz house. Now get out of here.” 

The four teenagers climb into the car and drive off. Russ walks back to Merry Jo and looks down at the log. “Is that yours?” 

“Yeah, I found it behind Jones' place." Merry Jo said, kneeling and rubbing it. "Isn't it beautiful?" 

“It’s log,” Russ said. 

“No, it’s not,” Merry Jo said, looking up. “There is something beautiful inside. I just got cut it out.” 

“Carve it out?” He asked, “What about your painting?” 

“I think my real medium is sculpting. I am limited in what I can create because I don’t have a welding torch.”    

“Like I told you, a welding torch may be a little much for you. It could be dangerous.” 

“Even if I get the welding torch," Merry Jo said, "I still need the metal. So right now, I am limited to wood, stone, and some metal. I will do a couple of paintings and sell them. How expensive is a welding torch?" 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





