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"Author  Joslyn Chase has now confirmed my first impressions of her being a  formidable suspense writer bound to make readers sit up and take  notice."   

~ Manie Kilian (reader, Amazon.com) 



"As  always in her writing, the settings and action scenes are vividly  portrayed and the relationships between the characters are seamless and  authentic. Ms Chase has a talent for bringing characters to life." 

~ ReadnGrow (Amazon.com)  



"There is a reason Chase is an award-winning author. Highly  recommended.”

~ Justin Boote, author of Badass 



“The author is a great storyteller."

~ AstraDaemon



"Joslyn Chase skillfully connects subplots,  then injects a few surprises, then connects things again in an  interesting cycle; weave, disassemble, weave, repeat." 

~ Ron Keeler, Read 4 Fun  



"In the movie Field of Dreams,  there is a now famous line, "If you build it, they will come." Apply  this sentiment to Joslyn Chase--if she writes it, we will come and read  it."

~  William DeProspo, author of Unlikely Outcome  



"Joslyn Chase paints intriguing pictures  with vivid, colorful descriptions…you feel like you have a  front row seat from which to watch as everything unfolds." 

~ Gabi Rosetti (reader, Amazon.com)  



"The flow of her writing is a delight to me, elegant and soothing, woven like fine linen." 

~  Margherita Crystal Lotus, author of The Color Game  
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Because of Louisa




Cathryn stared out the bay window beside her desk, feeling her gaze go fuzzy as her thoughts turned inward. What would Edward do? How would he react in this situation? Why is he standing over the body, reaching down to pick up the murder weapon? 

Because that’s what always happens when the innocent suspect finds the body. No, it just wouldn’t do. Her readers deserved something beyond this low-hanging fruit. She chewed her lip, letting her mind wander over the possibilities.

A cardinal flitted past the window, a bright scarlet blur that caught Cathryn’s attention and sharpened her gaze. She stared out at the empty house next door, a red brick colonial like her own but loftier, featuring a third story and a white-railed widow’s walk above the tall, graceful pillars of the porch. The late afternoon sun glinted off the scattering of multi-colored leaves on the well-trimmed lawn. The realty company had done an excellent job of maximizing the house’s curb appeal. An effective tactic, as Cathryn had watched the agent take down the For Sale sign a week ago, wearing a smart navy pants suit and a self-satisfied smile.

Ana, Cathryn’s salt-and-pepper-haired Cairn terrier stretched and let out a yelping yawn, looking up from her basket beside the desk. The writer in Cathryn had christened the dog with a literary term, Anaphora, and shortened it to the first three letters. Her snarky niece, Margot, suggested she might have named the dog Assonance and done the same thing.

Reaching down to scratch the beloved Ana between the ears, Cathryn pulled her attention back to her work. She glanced at the wall clock, a souvenir from one of her research trips to Bavaria, and winced. Almost four o’clock, and her agent expected to see the new manuscript in his inbox by nine tomorrow morning. Drumming her fingernails on the desk, Cathryn racked her brain, intent on Edward’s dilemma, but she stilled her fingers and leaned forward in her chair when movement from the house next door caught her eye.

Someone was finally moving in.

Cathryn watched the olive-toned compact SUV pull into the driveway and held her breath as the doors opened to reveal her new neighbors. She knew she’d scored a bonanza when Joanne had lived next door and couldn’t expect to be so lucky twice. A twinge passed through her, a trace of lingering grief over the woman’s passing.

A heart attack had taken the eccentric, vital lady. Though she’d been nearly eighty, the sudden death came as a shock to everyone who knew her. Cathryn smiled as she remembered how Joanne used to ride her lawnmower like a racer in the Iditarod mushing his dogs, a red do-rag tied around her iron-gray curls, triumphantly spearing up pine cones with a fireplace poker.

The man unfolding himself from the driver’s seat was neither old, nor gray. Slender and darkly handsome, he stood on the driveway pavement and surveyed the neighborhood as if sizing up his kingdom. Cathryn heard the slam of a car door and a beagle appeared, snuffling along the edge of the lawn, followed by a petite brunette, her sleek hair tinted with streaks of plum. The woman came around the car and slipped her hand into the crook of the man’s arm. They surveyed the sunset for a moment before turning to mount the porch steps, calling the beagle to join them.

Cathryn wrestled with herself. Baking up a batch of chocolate chip cookies would be the neighborly thing to do and taking a plate of them next door would give her a chance to indulge her curiosity. Not to mention her sweet tooth. But the deadline loomed, the manuscript demanded completion.

Reluctantly, she decided the cookies could wait.

Returning to her keyboard, she diligently tapped out another scene, finding a more constructive activity for the hapless Edward. She’d just figured a way to weave a brilliant red herring into the next chapter when the doorbell chimed, sending Ana racing for the front hall, emitting a series of inquiring barks as she descended the stairs.

Cathryn followed, pausing to stretch her calves. They tended to bunch painfully after too long in the chair.

She opened the door to find her new neighbors had beaten her to the punch. Minus the baked goods. Ana rushed to her job of sniffing out the newcomers, memorizing their scent and taking in olfactory clues about the dog next door.

The woman smiled. “Hello, we’re just moving in and thought we’d introduce ourselves. I’m Louisa and this is my husband, Roddy. And who’s this?” she asked, stooping to rub the terrier’s moppy head.

“That’s Ana,” Cathryn told her. “I noticed your beagle when I saw you arriving. Girl or boy?”

“Boy. I’m sure you’ll meet Charlie soon.”

Cathryn stepped back and swept an arm toward the living room. “Please come in. I’m so glad you stopped by.” She shook Louisa’s hand, and then Roddy’s as they entered. “I’m Cathryn.”

“What a lovely home,” Louisa said, her gaze darting around the room. She glanced at the spiraling swirl of plaster on the ceiling and gave a little gasp. “We have that same design in our dining room. The realtor told us it was unique.”

Cathryn laughed. “As far as I know, it is unique—to this area—but you’ll see a lot of it around here. We call it the Tidewater twirl. Where are you from?”

She sank onto a sofa and motioned for her guests to take a seat. Roddy chose the one piece of furniture Cathryn always avoided, a stiff brocaded chair with ornately carved legs and armrests. A beautiful gift from her brother. Cathryn adored the brother and hated the chair.

She looked at the man who occupied it now. Clean-shaven, contrary to the current fashion, with neatly trimmed fingernails and enough dark hair sprouting on the backs of his fingers for Cathryn to notice from five feet away. He wore a dark green polo and khakis, the kind you never had to iron.

“We moved here from Omaha,” he told her. He smiled, revealing an odd crinkle in one cheek that was not quite a dimple. Cathryn swooned over dimples in a man, but Roddy Howell wasn’t bringing out the swoon in her. There was something about him she found…off-putting. Despite his good looks.

“Ah, the Midwest,” Cathryn said. “I visited Omaha a few years back.”

“Really?” Louisa joined Cathryn on the sofa and Ana jumped up between them, butting Louisa’s hand with her shaggy head, asking for a pet. Louisa obliged. “What brought you out that way?”

Cathryn noticed Roddy shake a stick of chewing gum from a packet before returning it to his breast pocket. He didn’t offer it around. Opening the small slab of gum, he placed it on his tongue and folded the silver foil wrapper into neat thirds before adding it to the pocket. She turned her gaze back to Louisa.

“Research for a book,” Cathryn told her. “I write mystery novels. I spent about two weeks in the area visiting museums and historical monuments. I particularly enjoyed the Lewis and Clark visitor’s center on the Missouri River.”

“Oh, you shame me,” said Louisa. “I’ve lived there most of my life and never went to any of those places. I’ll bet there are scads of museums and historical monuments around here.”

“That’s my favorite aspect of living in Virginia,” Cathryn agreed. “I delight in learning about the early American history attached to this area.”

Roddy leaned back in the chair, his face falling into shadow. Louisa clasped her hands. “I can’t wait to visit Colonial Williamsburg.”

“You should take the Jamestown-Scotland ferry from Bacon’s Castle,” Cathryn told her. “There’s a replica of one of the founding ships, the Discovery where the ferry docks. It’s quite a sight.”

“Oh Roddy, let’s go. Let’s go this weekend.”

He gave a short laugh. “Don’t you think we should unpack some boxes?”

“The boxes will wait,” Louisa said. “Cathryn’s made me realize it’ll never happen unless we just go.”

Cathryn smiled at the childlike appeal in Louisa’s eyes. Her husband would have to be cold indeed to remain impervious. She wondered if the couple would spend the weekend sightseeing or organizing the kitchen.

“I imagine it’s a bit of a culture shock,” she said, “moving from a big city like Omaha to a rural town like this.”

“It’s lovely!” Louisa resumed stroking Ana’s head. “Your High Street is made of cobblestone. Makes me feel like I should be wearing petticoats.”

The clock chimed six and Louisa blinked the dreamy look from her eyes. “We didn’t mean to interrupt your dinner hour,” she said. “We just wanted to introduce ourselves and ask about a few essentials like garbage collection and grocery shopping.”

Cathryn jotted the information, along with a few more helpful hints, on a sheet of notepaper. As Louisa reached for it, Cathryn noticed a faint bruise running along the inside of her new neighbor’s forearm. Two possible causes leapt to mind and she decided to probe a little. Holding the woman’s arm, she ran a gentle finger along the purple shadow.

“What happened here?” she asked, watching Roddy’s face. One corner of his mouth lifted in a sardonic smile.

Louisa laughed. “My hobby. Well, our hobby, really,” she said, gesturing to include Roddy. Cathryn knew the hobby she referred to, having sported similar bruises of her own, and Louisa’s laugh and sparkling eyes struck her as genuine. She relaxed, relief trickling through her like a cool drink over a parched throat.

“You’re an archer,” she ventured.

Louisa nodded, pulling her arm from Cathryn’s grasp with a rueful grin. “I usually shoot with my arm bent so I don’t get slapped, but I guess my form was off. Hurt like the dickens.”

Cathryn showed her own forearm, tracing the vestiges of a yellow bruise. “When you’re settled, why don’t we go send a few arrows downrange? I can introduce you to my archery club.”

“Forget about settled,” Louisa said. “Remember—my new words to live by are carpe diem. I’m ready when you are.”

Roddy stirred in his chair. “You can seize the day another time,” he said. “Right now, there are boxes calling your name, Mrs. Howell, and more on the way tomorrow.” He stood. “Good meeting you, Cathryn.”

The two women rose from the sofa and Ana danced at Louisa’s feet, eager for one final pat. At the door, Cathryn stood on the porch steps, watching her new neighbors skirt the flower beds and cross the lawn.

“We’ll be great friends, Cathryn, I’m sure of it,” Louisa called back, her voice lilting in the thin, cooling air of twilight. Roddy said nothing, but Cathryn caught the trace of a scowl, not quite hidden by the falling gloom.

Was it only her writer’s imagination casting him in the role of villain, or something more? Why did she feel so uneasy in his presence? Did Louisa need a friend more desperately than she let on?

Their visit had stirred so many questions and Cathryn wanted nothing more than to settle down with a cup of cocoa and ponder them. But among all these things she didn’t know, one fact reared its persistent head.

She still had a nine o’clock deadline.




      [image: image-placeholder]Cathryn pulled the periwinkle blue cardigan from the back seat and shrugged into it, soothing away the gooseflesh that had risen on her arms as she stepped out of the car. She found the early autumn crispness refreshing, and the soft wool of the sweater made it feel perfect. 

She lifted the stack of books and butted her hip against the car door, swinging it closed with a crash before making her way across the library parking lot. A rain shower earlier in the day had released the bracing scent of pines and maples and Cathryn drew in a deep breath, savoring the freshness.

Fall had long been her favorite season but in the four years since Ryan’s death, frost on the pumpkins heralded the hardest time of the year without him. Football, the holidays, the long wintry months. She turned her thoughts from that avenue and greeted Mrs. Tomkins with a wave as the woman herded her four children along the sidewalk.

The Friends of the Library fundraiser was in full swing as Cathryn entered the vestibule, a warm puff of air billowing her skirt as she passed the heat register. She thought briefly of Marilyn Monroe and smiled. With her sensible shoes and short-cut hair, no one would mistake her for the glamorous film idol. She deposited her armful of books on the donation table and slapped her palms together, ridding them of book dust.

“I hope you included some signed copies of your own work in that stack.” Cal Jenkins said, scooting the books over for perusal.

Cathryn smiled at the librarian and gave the pile of volumes an emphatic thump. “Sweet talk won’t wring any more books out of me, Cal. This is the last of the bunch.”

“Well,” he conceded, “you’ve been more than generous. The Friends thank you.”

Cathryn turned, trying to keep her eyes from straying to the tables filled with books for sale. If she fell down that rabbit hole, she’d be there until closing, and a list of chores waited for her at home. As she approached the exit, she caught sight of Louisa and Roddy at the checkout desk and made a detour to say hello.

“Signing up for a library card?” she asked.

Louisa looked like a kid at Christmas. “Absolutely. What a charming library.”

“Yes,” Cathryn agreed. “It was originally—”

“Rickie?”

The wobbly voice came from behind them, querulous, demanding attention.

“Rickie Fillmore?”

Cathryn recognized the imperious tones, quavering under the ravages of old age. She turned to greet the woman in line behind them.

“Mrs. Lansing, how nice to see you.”

The woman ignored her. Crouched over her walker, she peered up at Roddy and poked an arthritic finger in his direction. “That’s Rick Fillmore,” she stated, nodding her certainty.

Louisa’s eyes went wide. “That’s right,” she said. “Or used to be. He goes by Roddy now. Roddy Howell. How did you know?”

Cathryn studied Roddy’s face, noticing with interest the tightening at the corners of his mouth, the slight flush rising above the collar of his polo.

“Mrs. Lansing,” he said, bowing slightly from the waist. “What a pleasant surprise.” Cathryn was reminded of an English gentleman from another era, but the courtesy rang false. Mrs. Lansing seemed to agree.

“There’s nothing pleasant about it,” she snapped, growing upset. Her hands, gripping the walker like white-knuckled claws, shook alarmingly and the quavery voice rose in volume. “I knew your parents, Rickie. They were good people.” She glowered at Roddy. “I remember what happened.”

Roddy’s eyes glinted like pebbles in the library’s overhead lighting. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“They were so worried,” the old woman said, looking at Louisa, the loose jowls of her face trembling. “It wasn’t right.”

Roddy lifted a shoulder in a half-shrug. “Okay, Mrs. Lansing. It was good seeing you again.”

He turned away, rolling his eyes at Louisa in a sideways glance that said what he thought about the old woman’s sanity. Without another word, Mrs. Lansing spun her walker, tipping library books onto the floor, and made a beeline for the exit. Cathryn went after her.

“Let me get the door for you,” she said.

The metal tubing of Mrs. Lansing’s walker clanged against the door frame as she maneuvered through the opening, shoving the apparatus forward with angry jabs.

Cathryn worried about the health repercussions of such a state. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“I remember what happened,” the woman repeated. “That boy…it wasn’t right.”

“What, Mrs. Lansing? What did that boy do?”

The woman stopped and patted her chest, catching her breath. She closed her eyes and Cathryn watched a shudder pass over her. After a moment, she grunted, glancing up, eyes hard and resigned.

“Let me be, child. I need a cup of tea and a night in bed.”

“Would you like me to see you home?”

“I’m old, but I’m not helpless. See yourself home.”

Mrs. Lansing’s Plymouth was parked in the handicap spot and Cathryn watched her fold and stow the walker before climbing behind the wheel. She leaned out, gripping the door handle, and skewered Cathryn with a caustic gaze.

“It wasn’t right!”

The car door slammed and the engine fired. Cathryn watched as the woman guided the car from the parking lot like a boat leaving its mooring. She wanted to know what Mrs. Lansing had to say about the boy she called Rickie Fillmore. What did it have to do with Roddy Howell? She’d stop by and talk to the lady in the morning.

But by morning, Mrs. Lansing was dead.
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Louisa’s arrow hit the target, just outside the yellow bullseye. Her lips curved in a triumphant grin.

“Fantastic,” Cathryn said, impressed.

“Roddy would have hit it dead center. My only ambition in archery is to beat him.” She laughed and nocked another arrow, curling her fingers around the string.

The day was fine, sky stretching overhead like a dome of translucent cerulean crystal, the hue so intense it almost took Cathryn’s breath. A vee formation of geese winged past, heading west, their warbled squawking fading with them into the distance.

Cathryn’s favorite blue cardigan remained on the back seat of the car, unneeded. She savored the cool, silken touch of the autumn air against the bare skin of her arms, a light, fragrant breeze feathering through her short hair like a lover’s fingers.

She’d helped Louisa choose rental equipment for the outing, since her new neighbor’s own archery paraphernalia was still encased in cardboard somewhere in the garage. They opted to use the outdoor range, a variety of paper targets on hay bales and pock-marked foam deer. A seven-foot grizzly rose in the center of the target area, rearing on its hind legs, most of its chest and head shot away by glory-seeking arrows.

Hay dust floated on the air, tickling Cathryn’s nose and stirring up her allergies. She sneezed, excused herself, and sneezed again.

Louisa regarded her, forehead scrunched as if considering a weighty philosophical issue.

“I’m glad you sneeze like a real woman,” she said. “I hate those tiny, polite sneezes some women put on. Choo!” She imitated the contained, high-pitched kind of sneeze she meant and sent another arrow into the target.

Cathryn laughed. “No, I don’t hold back. What would be the point?” She focused on a paper target, drawing back to rest her thumb against the corner of her right eye. She steadied her aim and loosed the arrow, watching it sink just to the left of the center ring.

“How are you settling in?” she asked Louisa. “Finding it hard to sleep without all that city noise?”

Louisa chose a new arrow from her quiver. “Sleeping is a particular skill of mine. I drop off in seconds and nothing wakes me ‘til morning.”

“Lucky girl,” Cathryn told her. “What about Roddy?”

Louisa shrugged. “It’s an adjustment for him, I guess. If he has trouble falling asleep, he watches TV or goes for a walk.”

“He walks at night?”

“Sometimes. He says the starlight soothes him.” She laughed. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but my first husband used to read mystery novels to put him to sleep.”
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