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The Killer Wore Cranberry: A Fourth Meal of Mayhem

J. Alan Hartman, Editor


Introduction

Each year since we started publishing our The Killer Wore Cranberry series, I've found that I start getting excited a little earlier in the year. In the past I've done my planning in late spring and everything is assembled in the summer. This year, I was already thinking about the latest installment of the series as far back as February.

I had a rough patch of health woes in the first few months of 2014, and I couldn't help but wonder what that might mean for my future and the future of the publishing career I have that I love so much. What got me through it was the amazing support I received from my sister, my business partner and our authors who genuinely cared how I was doing. Folks wrote in to check up on me and to offer kind words.

This reminded me why I like to assemble anthologies such as The Killer Wore Cranberry. It gives me the opportunity to work with people who I've worked with before, meet new folks and put out a volume of work that people seem to enjoy. Of all the holidays that happen throughout a year, Thanksgiving is truly the one that is all about families of all types coming together and celebrating what they're thankful for. For me, I'm very thankful that my health seems to be ok now. I'm also thankful that I get to work with amazing people like my business partner K.D. Sullivan every day, and that I'm surrounded in my work by some of the most talented people I've ever met.

In terms of The Killer Wore Cranberry, I'm very thankful to have my sister Lisa returning for this volume with her terrific recipes. You'll see a lot of other familiar folks here too, some of whom have been in every single volume along the way and have been true supporters of the series. There are Barb Goffman, Earl Staggs, Lesley A. Diehl, Steve Shrott, Big Jim Williams, Barbara Metzger and Laird Long. These people aren't just writers, they're friends as well. 

Of course, we've invited new folks into the TKWC family this year: Debra H. Goldstein, Rob Chirico and Sandra Murphy. Although Rob and Sandra have published other works with us outside of the TKWC series, it's great to have them joining the fun. Debra is an incredibly talented writer who we're very lucky to have teaming up with us for this year's mayhem.

You can learn a lot about humor, murder and good food from reading the books in The Killer Wore Cranberry series, but most importantly I think the lesson of Thanksgiving and this series (for me, at any rate) is that sometimes it's not about the family you're given from birth, but rather the family you make for yourself.

What's more Thanksgiving than that?

Best wishes to all of you out there for a happy holiday season—with whatever family you make for yourselves.

Now...let's kill some people, shall we?

Jay Hartman

Editor-in-Chief

Untreed Reads

October 2014


Breakfast Pumpkin Bread

Lisa Wagner
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Combine in a large bowl:

1 (15 oz) can pumpkin 

1 cup sugar

1/3 cup light olive oil 

1/3 cup applesauce

2 tsp. vanilla

1/2 cup water

1 Tbsp. pumpkin pie spice

4 teaspoons ground flaxseeds (Purchase ground or use a coffee grinder.)

1 cup oat flour (Grind oatmeal in coffee grinder.)

1 cup unbleached flour

1 cup whole wheat flour

2 tsp. baking powder

2 tsp.  baking soda

1/2  tsp. salt

1 cup raisins or dried cranberries (optional)

Directions:

1. Preheat oven to 350F. Place a wire cooling rack on the counter.

2. Spray a bundt pan with olive oil.

3. Combine first seven ingredients in a large bowl, then stir in remaining dry ingredients.

4. Spoon batter into prepared bundt pan and spread evenly.

5. Place bundt pan in oven and bake for one hour.

6. Remove bundt pan from oven and set onto wire rack.

7. Once cooled, use a small spatula to loosen bread from the pan before inverting onto a plate.

8. Slice and serve. Leftovers can be stored in a lidded container in the refrigerator, or wrapped individually for freezing.

Yields 24 slices


A Foolish Fowl’s Thanksgiving/Cranberry Murder Case

Big Jim Williams

“It was back in 19-and-38 when that big tornado took out our outhouse and—”

“Herbert, it weren’t 19-and-38,” interrupted his wife, Myrtle Clapsaddle, “and it weren’t no tornado. It was 19-and-39 when a big wind flew away our corn crib and your trapdoor long johns off the clothesline down by the turkey pen.”

Herbert didn’t agree but couldn’t remember what they were arguing about. 

“You two have been married how long?” asked the young newspaper reporter from the Prairie Gazette-Upper Country News Beacon. 

“Too long,” whispered Herbert.

“I heard that,” huffed Myrtle. 

“Seventy-seven years,” replied Herbert with confidence.

“Tarnation, Herbert,” grumbled Myrtle. “Can’t you get anything right? It’s seventy-eight years.”

Seems a lot longer, Herbert said to himself. Then aloud, “You sure, Myrtle?”

“Course I’m sure. I was left standin’ at the altar in my long white weddin’ dress when you staggered in two hours late from your all-night bachelor bender. Was wearin’ the same dress Grannie Pickle wore when Grandpa Pickle married her fifty years before.”

Herbert counted on his fingers. “Sure thought we’d been hitched only seventy-seven years.”

“You ain’t got the sense to get in out of the rain when it ain’t rainin’.”

“If it ain’t rainin’ why in the beegeebers would I want to get in out of the rain? Sometimes, Myrtle, you just…”

“Quiet Herbert, you talk too much,” growled Myrtle. 

The reporter sat opposite Herbert and Myrtle Clapsaddle in their farm kitchen. It was the day before Thanksgiving. “I’m writing a series of articles on couples who have been happily married a long, long time,” he explained. “The Reverend Blister B. Bullett of The Good Shepard Church of the Upraised Palm said you two would make a good story.”

“Was he sober?” asked Herbert.

“Seemed to be,” answered the scribe. “Although talking to him was like being inside a whiskey distillery.”

“If you could light his alcohol breath you could turn his mouth into an eternal flame,” added the Clapsaddle matriarch. “He’s usually about twenty Sundays ahead on drinking his church’s sacramental wine.” 

Outside, a big Tom turkey, king of the turkey pen, gobbled and strutted around his domain, not knowing his doomsday was fast approaching. 

“That’s old Strutter,” said Myrtle, pointing out the kitchen widow. “The last of our turkey flock. Had him since he was an egg.”

“He’s gonna be the centerpiece for our annual Thanksgiving family dinner,” explained Herbert. “About time I sent his spirit flyin’ off to the Heavenly turkey pen in the sky.” 

“But ol’ Strutter’s been with us longer than most of our youngins,” said Myrtle. “He’s family.”

“Needs doin’, or it’s the scoop shovel and tryin’ to find fresh road kill again.”

“I know,” sighed Myrtle.

“Reckon I best get doin’ it.” Herbert pushed back his chair. “Got a hatchet and choppin’ block out back.”

“Expecting a lot of people for Thanksgiving?” asked the journalist.

“If the Arbuckles bring Grandpa and Grandma Arbuckle and Uncle Luther and cousin Beulah Wilkes and her freckle-faced, nose-running offsprings, we’ll have to shore up the dining room table and borrow more chairs. They’re all big eaters, especially Beulah, who outweighs a bulldozer. That’ll make…”

“Sixty-four,” interjected Herbert.

Myrtle glared at her husband, and then counted on her fingers, toes, and facial warts. “Yep, sixty-four,” she reluctantly agreed. “Be needin’ to add more salt to the possum soup. The more salt, the less people want to eat it.”

She frequently jumped up and stirred a pot peeled potatoes; churned butter; shucked corn; baked bread, biscuits, and pies; snapped green beans; and did a million other things to prepare for the big meal, actions ignored by Herbert. She also made buckets of cranberry sauce from their own bogs. “This won’t be enough,” she said. “Herbert, we need more cranberries.”

“Oh,” grinned Herbert. “Has our supply of cranberries bogged down again?”

Myrtle chuckled at the reporter. “Just a little inside cranberry growers’ humor,” she said.

“So,” continued the reporter. “It’s definitely seventy-eight years of marriage?”

“Yep, 28,470 fun-filled days of wedded bliss,” confirmed Myrtle. “Not counting leap years.”

Herbert rolled his eyes.

“I saw that!” growled the elderly bride, kicking her husband under the table. 

“Ouch!” declared Herbert, rubbing his shin. 

“So, what’s the secret of a long, happy marriage?”

“Why it’s—” attempted Herbert. 

“Never interrupt when your spouse is talkin’,” interrupted Myrtle.

“Oh,” replied the scribbling journalist. “Any more advice for young couples tying the knot?”

“Don’t do it,” mouthed Herbert.

“I heard that!” exclaimed Myrtle. 

That woman could hear a snail crawl on a greased door, thought Herbert.

“And how many children do you have?” inquired the news sleuth. 

“Ten,” announced Herbert.

“Herbert, we’ve got twelve youngins.”

“We do?” 

“You’re forgettin’ our twins, Rupert and Lupert.”

“By doggies, I sure did. Whatever happened to those two?”

“They live next door.”

“They do? I thought those boys looked familiar.”

“So,” continued the Up-Country reporter. “Give me same sage advice about your happy marriage that I can pass on to my readers.”

“Always be polite,” offered Herbert. 

“Care for the other,” added Myrtle. 

“Be lovin’.”

“Understandin’.”

“Generous.”

“Nonjudgmental.”

“Kind.”

“Generous.”

“Herbert, you said generous before,” scolded Myrtle.

“Well, it bears repeatin’.” 

“And never interrupt when your spouse is talkin’.”

“But Myrtle you do it…”

“No I don’t.” 

Herbert’s eyes spun like cherries in a slot machine. 

Myrtle refilled the news hawk’s coffee mug, but ignored Herbert’s. 

Conversation was halted by a knock on the front door. There stood a short fat man in a trench coat, red sneakers, and a Sherlock Holmes deerstalker flaps-fore-and-aft hat. A stringed black patch covered his right eye. A large magnifying glass filled his left hand, and a big pistol was in his right hand. 

“Don’t be alarmed,” said the newcomer. “I’m Ace Police Detective First Class Sedgwick Segway, nicknamed ‘Scooter’ by my friends down at the police place. I’m a certified crime-fighting graduate of the Barstow Undercover & Murder (BUM) crime-fighters school. Is this the Clapsaddle farm?” 

“Only if you’re not from the I.R.S.,” retorted Herbert. “Since April 15 I’ve had all the government help I need.”

“And you sir, are?”

“Herbert Clapsaddle, owner of this hardscrabble farm. This is my wife, Myrtle. We’ve been married seventy-seven years.”

“Seventy-eight,” corrected Myrtle, wrinkling her wrinkled brow. “Whoever you are,” she snarled, “you’ve interrupted planning for our Thanksgiving dinner.”

“It’s a matter of murder,” proclaimed the detective. He unfolded a small piece of paper covered with scratched words, and read it aloud: 

“HELP! COME AT 

ONCE. I’M GOING TO 

BE MURDERED ON 

THE CLAPSADDLE FARM!”

“Murdered! Has someone been murdered?” asked the novice reporter.

“Not yet, sonny,” replied Sedgwick. “But it may happen.”

“I’m a reporter for the Prairie Gazette-Upper Country News Beacon and…

“Then stop tossing my morning newspaper in my birdbath. Makes it soggy and hard to—”

“Getting a news scoop like this would sure help my career,” cut in the reporter. “Pulitzer Prize, here I come.”

“Preventing a murder would help mine, too,” continued Sedgwick, polishing his badge. 

“Is the note signed?” asked Herbert.

“Can’t read the signature,” replied the detective. “It’s too scratchy. This tear-stained note says a murder is about to be committed on your farm. Do you know anything about it?”

Herbert examined the paper. “Obviously not written on a typewriter,” he said. “The only time it came close to murder around here,” said Herbert, “was when Myrtle hit me with a skillet two years ago.” He rubbed the permanent bump on his head.

“It was three years ago,” corrected Myrtle. “Wouldn’t have hit you if you hadn’t been chasin’ the Wider Brown.”

“Honey,” said Herbert. “At my age I don’t chase. I’m happy if I can breathe.”

“Well,” continued the Sherlock Holmes wanna-be, “may I search your farm?”

“Sure,” said Herbert. 

“Fine,” agreed Myrtle. “If you see any weeds—pull ’em. I can’t do everythin’.”

Sedgwick, magnifying glass in hand, began near the turkey coop. Strutter was doing his usual march, putting one claw in front of the other. 

As Sedgwick walked by he heard, “Pssst.”

“What?”

“Pssst.”

There it was again.

The only living thing in sight was Strutter. 

Sedgwick looked around before cautiously approaching the fat gobbler and asking, “Did…did you say something?” 

“Are you from the police?” whispered Strutter. “Did you get my note?”

“So it was you who wrote it. But turkeys can’t write.”

“It’s okay. I was home schooled.”

“Oh…”

“Scratched it with my claws. Was lucky I had a Forever Stamp. It’s hard to lick an envelope with a beak.”

“Never heard of turkeys than can write or talk,” said an amazed Sedgwick.

“You haven’t? Congress is full of ’em,” declared Strutter. 

“Let’s keep politics out of this.”

“All gobblers can talk,” revealed Strutter. “But we don’t advertise it or farmers would put us to work driving tractors or milking cows. But I do dance a mean Turkey Trot.”

“So you think you’re gonna be murdered for the Clapsaddles’ Thanksgiving dinner?”

“Duh. Do donuts have holes? I’m a turkey, and tomorrow is Thanksgiving, when Americans eat turkeys baked, broiled, barbecued, fried, fricasseed, or in turkey burgers. Today, Herbert Clapsaddle sharpened his hatchet and walked by my cage twice with murder in his eyes. That was a clue.”

“I get your point.”

“Now,” continued Strutter, “would be a good time to double my life insurance if I had any.”

“As a law officer, I’m here to prevent all crimes, especially murder. All of this is covered under Criminal Code Statute 4213-9209, Sub-Paragraph 18, Lines 23 through 43, as written, rewritten, approved, disproved, and re-approved by a big bunch of bumbling bureaucrats who make more money than I do.”

“Wow!” said Strutter. “I’ve finally met a government man at the trough who actually helps taxpayers?” He looked toward the sky. “Thank you Lord! Miracles do happen.”

“Murder is murder!” acknowledged the Detective. “I will speak to Herbert Clapsaddle and prevent this Thanksgiving travesty.”

“Thanks,” said Strutter, wiping his brow, what little there was of it. “Now I feel much better.” Then scratching the earth and not finding any worms, he added, “I think I’ll take another walk.”

“And while you’re strolling, I’ll get busy fighting crime.” Sedgwick moved his eye patch from his right to his left eye. 

“I thought you only had one good eye.”

“Nope. I do this to impress people.”

“Well, it ain’t working. Try something else. Giving Tupperware parties can be effective.” Then Strutter stuck out his wings, fanned his tail feathers, and fully inflated his circular cocoon of leafy plumage before moving across his chicken-wire kingdom. The only thing missing in his strutting was music, a top hat, white spats, and a cane. 

*

Hours later, before Sedgwick Segway could confiscate Herbert Clapsadde’s hatchet—his potential murder weapon—he found the farmer hanging inside the barn, a rope around his neck, a sharpened hatchet in his right hand. 

“He’s been murdered,” declared the gendarme. 

“Herbert, murdered?” gasped Myrtle, entering the barn. “Looks like suicide to me.”

“A carving knife in his back says it ain’t so,” responded the lawman.

“This is terrible, terrible, terrible,” sobbed tear-gushing Myrtle.

“Yes, losing your husband of seventy-seven years is terrible.”

“Seventy-eight,” corrected Myrtle, anticipating Social Security widows’ benefits. “And I’ve still got to make dinner tomorrow for sixty-four guests.”

“Sixty-three now,” corrected Sedgwick. 

Myrtle slapped her fat thigh. “That’s right, Herbert won’t be there.”

“I will find his killer,” promised Sedgwick. 

“Now,” sighed Myrtle, heading back to her kitchen, “I must get on with my life, and also find four and twenty blackbirds to bake in a pie if I can find my Betty Crocker Cookbook.”

Sedgwick carefully examined the area under the dangling corpse. Then he knelt, picked up something, examined it with his magnifying glass, and said, “Hmmmm…what’s this?” 

*

Sixty-three diners arrived for Thanksgiving, including a streetwalker, known to swap favors for Food Stamps. The table was covered with more food than the midnight buffet at the local Chief Wahoo Indian Casino.

The Reverend Blister B. Bullett, who hiccupped through a prayer for the murdered Herbert Clapsaddle, was interrupted when Grandpa Pickle, after two quarts of hard cider, took a swing at his reflection in a mirror. He knocked out his false teeth, fell under the table, found his choppers, patted the streetwalker’s leg, and asked if she gave senior discounts.

A big-breasted, store-bought turkey occupied the middle of the table under a big ceramic dome painted with, Remember the Alamo, a fond Clapsaddle travel memory.

Guests included two male relatives long thought dead. Their stiff expressions never changed, although one smiled while eyeing dessert and the streetwalker. 

The guest of honor at the head of the table was Strutter, whose life had been spared by Myrtle Clappsaddle. A fork and knife were gripped in the tip of each feathered wing, a cloth napkin under the long red wattle that dangled under his beak. 

They say turkeys can’t smile, but there was a wide grin on Strutter’s face while he slurped soup, ate mashed potatoes, green beans, baked beans, sweat potatoes (topped with pecans and those tiny marshmallows), salads, olives, deviled eggs, asparagus, pickles, dinner rolls, butter, jams, jellies, three huge helpings of cranberry sauce, and two big pieces of apple and pumpkin pies. 

“I never eat turkey,” he explained, “unless we’re not related.”

Strutter gave a rousing after-dinner speech about the pilgrims’ first American Thanksgiving, words widely quoted by the reporter from the Prairie Gazette-Upper Country News Beacon. Then, claiming he couldn’t eat another bite, he waddled onto the center of the table prepared to dance the Turkey Trot, when Detective Sedgwick Segway entered the room, raised his pistol, and shouted, “Don’t anyone leave the room! I know who murdered Herbert Clapsaddle!”

“Who?” gasped the guests. 

Sedgwick stretched to his full five-feet-two inches, pointed at the guest of honor, and said, “Strutter…you’re a fowl engaged in foul play.”

“That’s a ter-terrible p-p-play on words,” stuttered Strutter. “Even b-b-beneath a small-town g-g-gumshoe flatfoot like you.” 

“I’ve been saving it,” said the detective.

The accused dashed toward the door.

“Stop that killer!” demanded Sedgwick.

“Got him!” yelled Grandpa Pickle who downed Strutter with a flying tackle. Then, acknowledging applause, bowed and again dropped his false teeth. 

“How did you know it was me?” questioned Strutter.

“Elementary, my feathered friend,” said Sedgwick, who loved quoting Sherlock Holmes.

“Other than the knife in Herbert’s back and the rope around his neck,” asked Myrtle, “what made you think he was murdered?” 

“Beneath Herbert’s hanging remains were fresh turkey feathers, and claw scratches in the dirt that matched Strutter’s note to the police.” Sedgwick pointed at Strutter. “And the only turkey within miles…is you!”

Strutter jumped back on the table and overturned bowls of gravy, mashed potatoes, succotash, and those tiny little bowls of mixed nuts. “Detective,” he pleaded, “minutes after you left my coop, Herbert Clapsaddle came at me with his hatchet. Said he was going to ‘Kill me!’ It was either kill or be killed! I got him before he got me. I plead self-defense!” 

“Self-defense!” retorted Sedgwick. “That’s what all you murderers say.”

“Herbert told Myrtle,” pleaded Strutter, now knee deep in two big bowls of cranberry sauce, “he was going to kill me for Thanksgiving. He said it over and over. I had a legal right to defend myself!”

Myrtle jumped up. “Strutter’s right!” she shouted. “Herbert said he was going to chop off Strutter’s head. I’ll testify to that in court.”

“Well, I’ll be dipped,” said the fuzz. “If what you say is true then it was self-defense, justifiable homicide.” He turned to the accused. “Strutter, if you’ll get your big feet out of those cranberries…you’re free to go. As an officer of the law,” added Sedgwick with a triumphant gesture, “I can say, this murder case is closed!” 

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg





OEBPS/1000000000000C90000010C036811B55.jpg





