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Raves for Parnell Hall’s

LAST PUZZLE & TESTAMENT


“[An] homage to the very entertaining, breezy mind-game mysteries of the 1930s and ‘40s. Enjoy the show!”
—Los Angeles Times




“A witty, airy, and busy detective story … filled with love triangles, false leads, and danger.”
—The Dallas Morning News




“Cora is emerging as a lovable and unique sleuth. [She’s] no sweet-natured Jessica Fletcher or wise-as-an-owl Miss Marple.… This series is a joy for lovers of both crosswords and frothy crime detection.”
—Chicago Sun-Times




“[Last Puzzle & Testament] has its merry way with the cozy concept of the small-town spinster-sleuth.”
—Los Angeles Times




“Fun from the first page … This cozy mystery has a slightly different point of view and pair of detectives.”
—The Dallas Morning News




“Takes a sweet-faced grandmother on the gumshoe spree of a lifetime.”
—The Washington Post Book World




“Cora’s heart of gold personality gives Last Puzzle & Testament a special feel that turns this novel into a keeper that will be read many times over in the years to come.”
—The Midwest Book Review




“The author proves himself very adept at constructing the puzzles that are at the core of his mystery. The reader gets a chance to solve the puzzles before the protagonists do, which adds to the fun.”
—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette




“A decidedly different pair of detectives.”
—Creative Logic




“Crossword puzzle fans, this one is for you.”
—The Oklahoman




“This novel’s puzzles within puzzles will charm and so will its attractive cast.”
—Booklist




“Just the ticket for the puzzle addict(s) on your list.”
—Booknews from The Poisoned Pen




“Laced with witty dialogue and enough twists to satisfy the most demanding of mystery fans.”
—Greenburg (PA) Tribune-Review




“Parnell Hall pulls off a clever and entertaining crossword-based mystery.”
—Mystery Lovers Bookshop News



__________________

Raves for Cora Felton’s debut in

A CLUE FOR THE PUZZLE LADY


“Some puzzles are real killers … devious and delightful.”
—Chicago Sun-Times




“Deft … clever … fun.”
—Booklist




“The real lure here is the mystery, whose ingenuity takes quite unexpected forms en route to the final unmasking. Heaven for crossword fans, who’ll rejoice over the solve-as-you-go puzzle!”
—Kirkus Reviews




“Cora Felton is a delightfully different sort of sleuth—hardly the decorous, tea-sipping village spinster. In truth, she’s a hoot. I hope her niece can keep her out of too much trouble so that we can all savor future adventures of the Puzzle Lady.”
—Joan Hess, author of the Claire Malloy and Maggody mystery series




“In addition to his trademark zippy, witty dialogue, Hall provides a dandy puzzle, congenial secondary characters, plenty of laughs, and a true original in Cora Felton, the Puzzle Lady.”
—Publishers Weekly




“A Clue for the Puzzle Lady is fresh, funny, and ingeniously devised. It kept me guessing right down to the end—just like a good crossword!”
—Will Shortz, Crossword Editor, The New York Times




“Parnell Hall’s superb new series dazzles like the Fourth of July, crackling with fun, wordplay, more twists than a maze, and a clever, vulnerable, wild woman sleuth—Cora Felton, the Puzzle Lady. Sheer delight!”
—Carolyn Hart, author of Death on Demand and the Henrie O mystery series




“A twisting plot, an intriguing puzzle, and a surprisingly satisfying romance. This one is hard to beat.”
—Janet Evanovich




“A fresh series with an engaging sleuthing duo … a lighthearted romp.”
—Alfred Hitchcock Mystery Magazine




“A fun and entertaining story to challenge all mystery readers … A great premise … lively characters, an intriguing plot and a well-written story.”
—Rendezvous




“A Clue for the Puzzle Lady is going to please puzzle fans and mystery lovers alike.”
—Romantic Times




ALSO BY PARNELL HALL

A Clue for the Puzzle Lady
Last Puzzle and Testament
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This edition contains the complete text of the original hardcover edition.
NOT ONE WORD HAS BEEN OMITTED.
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For Kate,
who helped me
ditch the body






PUZZLE CLUE?

The Puzzle Lady will encounter the following cryptic clue in the course of this story. If you could help her decipher it, she’d be eternally grateful.
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CORA FELTON PULLED THE HEAVY KNIT SWEATER AROUND her shoulders, crinkled her nose, squinted her eyes against the sun, and declared: “I. Hate. Fall.”

Her niece, Sherry Carter, smiled indulgently. “You don’t hate fall, Cora. You’re just not used to it.”

“I’ll say.” Cora Felton kicked her foot absently at the dead oak and maple leaves that adorned the front lawn. “We don’t have seasons in the city. It’s warmer or colder, and that’s it. Unless you go to the park, and why would I do that? There are no stores in the park.”

“That’s very true,” Sherry agreed. She hiked up the sleeves on her green fleece pullover, stuck her hands in the pockets of her jeans, and tilted her chin up. “Just breathe that morning air.”

“I can breathe it inside,” Cora muttered. “That’s why we have windows. What are we doing out here?”

In point of fact, Sherry Carter had lured Cora Felton out to the lawn of their tidy little Connecticut house in the hope that the brisk November air would take the edge off Cora’s hangover. Sherry’s aunt had been cranky at breakfast and seemed on the verge of mixing her second Bloody Mary, always a bad sign. Sherry loved her aunt dearly and looked out for Cora’s welfare, usually against Cora’s will.

Sherry smiled. “Cora, we’re out here for just the reason you said. To notice the seasons. Something we don’t do in Manhattan. I mean, isn’t this a gorgeous day? And here we are, on a beautiful woodsy lot, on a deserted country road, no neighbors to speak of, the only sign of civilization the power line up the driveway. What’s not to like?”

Cora Felton smiled, her patented trademark smile that lit up the picture that adorned the nationally syndicated crossword-puzzle column that ran under her name. “Sherry, sweetheart, it’s nice. It’s just not New York. I mean, take food, for instance. In my apartment, I open the kitchen drawer, I got twenty or thirty menus from the best restaurants in town that can be there at the drop of a hat. Can you name me one restaurant in Bakerhaven that delivers?”

“You could take a cooking class,” Sherry suggested.

“I’d rather get married again.”

“Aunt Cora.”

“At my age, a husband wouldn’t be nearly as annoying as some teacher telling me what to do.” Cora yawned and stretched. “Well, that’s enough of nature. Time for a drink.”

“Little early in the day to be drinking,” Sherry ventured.

“It’s fall,” Cora replied. “There’s a time change. We set our clocks back. I’m still on daylight savings time.”

“It’s ten in the morning.”

“What’s your point?”

“You remember why we came out here?” Sherry asked. “We were going to walk around the house. So far we’ve managed to get down the front steps. Not good enough, Aunt Cora. We’re going to stroll the perimeter of the property.” Sherry took Cora’s arm, led her away as she talked. “At least the tree line. I like the sound of that, don’t you? The tree line. Doesn’t it sound like we have a couple of hundred acres, instead of only one?”

“You’re awfully talkative this morning,” Cora grumbled. “Without really mentioning anything. And you’re in an awfully good mood. Was Aaron here last night?”

Sherry flushed slightly. Lately she’d been seeing quite a lot of the young Bakerhaven Gazette reporter. “Aaron stopped by after work. Why do you ask?”

“I have no sex life of my own at the moment, I have to live vicariously. I didn’t see his car when I got home. I guess he didn’t stay over.”

“Aunt Cora.”

“And you couldn’t go home with him, since he lives with his parents. It must be tough being young.” Cora stopped, looked around. “Okay, this is the backyard. I remember it from last summer. There’s the picnic table, there’s the grill. As I recall, on various occasions you made hamburgers, steak, and a couple of kinds of fish. How’m I doin’ so far? And look at these leaves.” Cora kicked her feet. “They’re so deep back here you can hardly walk. Tell you what, if there’s a rake down in the cellar, maybe I’ll clean ’em up.”

“There’s no cellar. It’s a prefab house built on a slab.”

“There’s no cellar?”

“You don’t know we don’t have a cellar?”

Cora smiled and patted Sherry on the cheek. Her cornflower blue eyes twinkled. “Then I guess I can’t rake the leaves. Well, it’s the thought that counts.”

Cora took two steps, struck a pose, jerked her thumb. “Come on, pardner. Let’s check out the north forty.”

Sherry Carter smiled to herself. Her plan was working. Once around the house and her aunt was in a much better mood.

Cora rounded the corner of the house and stopped abruptly, looking toward the road. Sherry hurried to catch up with her.

A blue Nissan was coming up the drive, but with the sun glinting off the windshield, Sherry couldn’t see its driver.

“That’s not Aaron’s car,” Cora observed. “Who can that be?”

The Nissan pulled to a stop next to Cora Felton’s red Toyota. The door opened, and a nebbishy little man in a herringbone tweed suit climbed out. He ran his hand over his bald head, pushed thick-lensed glasses up his nose, then turned and carefully and deliberately locked his car door in a decidedly fussy manner.

Cora Felton’s face fell. “Prim, prissy, picayune, precise,” she muttered. “It’s what’s-his-name. The walking thesaurus.”

“Harvey Beerbaum,” Sherry murmured.

It was indeed the noted cruciverbalist, whose crossword puzzles often graced the pages of The New York Times. He spotted Cora Felton, smiled, and waved.

“Oh, my God, look at his face,” Cora muttered under her breath. “He wants to marry me. Sherry, promise you won’t let me.”

“Aunt Cora—” Sherry hissed.

“Promise me.”

“He doesn’t want to marry you.”

“What, you think I’m too old?”

“Don’t be silly.”

“Sherry, you let me marry that man, I’ll never speak to you again.”

“You’re not going to marry him.”

“What if he asks me?”

“Just say no.”

“What are you, Nancy Reagan? I have a problem with marriage proposals. You know how many times I’ve been married?”

“I lost count after Henry.”

“So did I. Back me up, Sherry. Here he comes.”

The puzzle-maker came bustling across the lawn on little cat feet, with a neatly tied bow tie around his chubby neck and a beatific smile on his baby face. All he needed was a fat bouquet of flowers or a jeweler’s box with an engagement ring to pass as a hopeful suitor. Harvey Beerbaum was empty-handed, and yet he looked so animated that for a split second Sherry began to share her aunt’s apprehensions—the man was going to ask for Cora’s hand.

Fortunately, on reaching Cora Felton, Harvey Beerbaum did not fall on one knee. Instead, he grabbed both of her hands, clasped them joyously, and declared, “Miss Felton! Miss Felton! Have you heard the news?”

Cora’s brain was not working at lightning speed, yet she was clearheaded enough to grasp the concept that a marriage proposal as yet unmade was unlikely to have been reported by the media. “No, I haven’t,” she replied. She extracted her hands from his, straightened her sweater. “What news?”

Harvey Beerbaum could scarcely contain himself. He grabbed Cora’s hands again and positively beamed as he made his announcement.

“We’re a team! You and I! We’re cohosting a charity crossword-puzzle tournament!”
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“I WON’T DO IT.”

“Aunt Cora.”

“I hate crossword puzzles.”

“That’s not the point.”

“And I can’t do them.”

“You don’t have to do them. You’re not a contestant, you’re the host.”

“How can I be the host when I don’t know squat about puzzles?”

“You don’t have to. It’ll be just like your TV commercials. You just smile in a knowing way and everyone thinks you’re smart.”

“It’s not like my TV commercials. My commercials are for breakfast cereal. They’re thirty seconds long, and I have a script. I don’t have to ad-lib. I don’t have to pretend to know anything I don’t. You put me in a roomful of cruciverbalists who think I’m a crossword-puzzle whiz, we got major trouble.”

“Drink your coffee.”

Sherry and Cora were seated at the kitchen table. The large, eat-in country kitchen was the best feature of the modest ranch house. Sherry and Cora hung out in it more than they did in the living room, which was still cluttered with unpacked boxes from when they’d moved in the previous spring.

Cora took a sip of coffee, made a face. “This is bad, Sherry. Is it decaffeinated?”

“Cora, don’t start.”

“Sherry, I need the caffeine. You talked me out of the Bloody Mary, then you give me decaffeinated coffee? Have a heart.”

Cora’s enormous drawstring purse was on the table in front of her. She pulled it open, rummaged inside, came out with a pack of cigarettes.

“I thought you weren’t going to smoke in the house,” Sherry said.

“No, you lost that battle.” Cora pulled out a yellow plastic lighter, fired up a cigarette, took a greedy drag. “In fact, it was in the prenuptial agreement.” Cora ticked them off. “You don’t tell me what to drink. You don’t tell me I can’t smoke. You don’t criticize my choice of men.” She waggled her finger. “Unless I ask you to. For future reference, if I say, ‘Don’t let me marry that man,’ the correct response is not, ‘He isn’t going to ask you,’ it’s, ‘Don’t worry, I won’t let you.’ ” Cora exhaled noisily. “I don’t see why that’s such a difficult concept to grasp.”

“I stand corrected.”

Cora blinked. “You mean I won the argument. Something’s wrong here.” Her eyes widened. “Of course there is. You got me off the subject. The crossword-puzzle tournament.”

“It’s not a big problem.”

“Not for you. You’re a whiz at crosswords.”

“Yeah, but no one knows it,” Sherry pointed out serenely. “Our problems are really the same. I have to hide my expertise. You have to hide your lack of it.”

“What a load of bull,” Cora shot back. “You don’t have to stand in front of a roomful of people and say, ‘Hi, I’m Sherry Carter. I’m a very famous person who knows nada about crossword puzzles. I’m pleased to meet you. Now then, do any of you have any questions about crossword puzzles that I won’t know the answers to? I’m eager for an opportunity to demonstrate my abysmal lack of knowledge on the subject.’ ”

“See, Cora, you have a way with words. You’ll do just fine.”

“That’s sarcasm. I can do sarcasm just fine. But I can’t use it as a host.”

“Oh, no? If Harvey Beerbaum’s cohost, I certainly could.”

“And so could I,” Cora agreed. “But would you want me to?”

“No, of course not. But you don’t have to. It’s a charity event. You smile, look pleased, and shake the winner’s hand.”

“Oh, yeah,” Cora snorted. “Easy for you to say. How about working with Harvey Beerbaum? He’s a nerd and a nudge and all he wants to do is talk shop. I mean, how long can I keep nodding and smiling before he realizes I haven’t the faintest idea what he’s gabbling about?”

“You’re getting all worked up.”

“It’s the caffeine in the coffee.”

“It’s decaffeinated.”

“I knew it! Sherry, I need the caffeine.”

“Clearly you don’t.”

Cora had a horrible thought. “And what if that’s the point? What if he knows I can’t do crossword puzzles? What if asking me to be his cohost is just a ploy to prove I can’t?”

“Boy, are you paranoid,” Sherry scoffed. “Which is it? Are you afraid he wants to marry you or afraid he wants to expose you?”

“Sherry, please. Let me turn it down. When did he say it was—first weekend in December? We call up, we say we’re sorry, we didn’t realize we’re going to Spain that weekend, then we book a flight and go.”

“Spain?”

“Wherever. You name it. The point is, we’re not here.”

“You can’t do that, Cora.”

“Why not?”

“It’s for charity. And it’s your hometown. You do it, it’s nothing. You back out, it’s news. PUZZLE LADY THUMBS NOSE AT CHARITY, WON’T HOST LOCAL EVENT.”

“They wouldn’t print that.”

“You know they would. PUZZLE LADY WON’T WORK UNLESS PAID. REFUSES TO DONATE SERVICES TO HELP THE HOMELESS.”

“Is this for the homeless?”

“It’s for charity. What charity is not really important. What’s important is what’s-his-name already said yes. Accepted in your behalf. Now, I agree, he had no right to do that, he’s way out of line. But, unfortunately, in this case that doesn’t matter. Harvey Beerbaum put you on the hook and there’s no tactful way to get you off.”

“But I didn’t say yes. I told him I’d have to think about it.”

“He took that as a yes.”

“How do you know?”

“If he hadn’t, he wouldn’t have left. Right now he’s downtown telling everybody you agreed to do it.”

“Why didn’t you stop him?”

“Because I couldn’t. It’s a no-win situation, Cora. It’s just one of those things. As long as you’re the Puzzle Lady, there will be situations we can’t control.”

Cora took another drag on her cigarette. “Maybe it’s time to admit that I’m not the Puzzle Lady.”

“I don’t think so, Cora.”

“Why not? The column’s established. People love it. Who cares who writes it?”

“People don’t like to be fooled. There’ll be a backlash.”

“Maybe initially. But once it dies down—”

“Your career will be over. Maybe the column will survive, but the column doesn’t pay for this house. Aren’t you filming another TV spot?”

“Yeah. Next month.”

“As the Puzzle Lady?”

Cora frowned.

“See?” Sherry said. “You admit you’re not the Puzzle Lady, and it’s bye-bye TV ads. There goes our best source of income, and what would we do then?”

Cora stubbed her cigarette out in the saucer of her coffee cup. “I’d probably have to get married again.” She took her glasses off, rubbed her eyes, groaned. “What a nightmare. Okay, so I don’t admit I’m not the Puzzle Lady. So what do I do now?”

Sherry smiled and spread her arms.

“You cohost a crossword-puzzle tournament.”


[image: ]

FIRST SELECTMAN IRIS COOPER WAS ALL SMILES. “THIS is wonderful,” she gushed. “This will put Bakerhaven right on the map. Not that we’re not on the map already, but you know what I mean. If there’s two things a town can’t have enough of it’s publicity and goodwill. Not to mention the opportunity of aiding a worthwhile cause.” Iris raised an eyebrow in Harvey Beerbaum’s direction. “Just what cause are we aiding?”

“That is yet to be determined,” Harvey answered. “But that’s the least of our worries. There’s always someone willing to take our money.” He laughed at his own joke and turned to include Cora Felton, who favored him with a frozen smile.

Cora and Harvey were on display, sitting on folding chairs in the front of the town-hall auditorium, along with the five Bakerhaven selectmen. Iris Cooper had called a special town meeting to deal with Harvey Beerbaum’s proposal, and the turnout had been good. Over a hundred people had jammed into the meeting room to find out what was up.

Or to put in their two cents’ worth. “That’s all well and good,” a cranky voice said from the middle of the crowd. The speaker stood up, proved to be a man in a red-and-black plaid hunting jacket, with a blond mustache under a flattened nose that accentuated his quarrelsome quality. “Before I donate my services to anything I want to know exactly where my money is going.”

Cora Felton, who recognized the man as a mechanic from the service station on the edge of town, wondered just what services he might be donating to a crossword-puzzle tournament, but she held her tongue.

Iris Cooper, at the lectern, nodded. “That’s a good point, Mr. Haskel. One of the first things we want to pin down is what charity we are representing.” Iris turned to Cora Felton. “And I think I’ll let our celebrity cohost do that. Miss Felton, would you care to choose a charity for this event?”

Cora Felton, stunned at being called on, racked her brain for her last charitable contribution. The fact that her husbands had always taken care of the family finances didn’t help. Cora was painfully aware that Sherry was in the crowd and would take her to task for the damage done to the Puzzle Lady image if she came out and admitted she couldn’t think of a single charity. “Well, that’s a problem,” Cora said. “I’m familiar with New York City charities. But something like this should be national. Let me look into it and see which national charity would be best.”

“Fine,” Iris agreed, nodding again. “We appreciate that.”

“I’d appreciate an answer more,” Mr. Haskel grumbled. When it was clear none was forthcoming, he sat down.

“Well,” Iris Cooper said. “I would imagine most of you have never seen a crossword-puzzle tournament before. I know I never have. So I’d like to turn the floor over to Harvey Beerbaum to tell you what it’s all about. Mr. Beerbaum.”

Harvey Beerbaum sprang from his chair, pranced to the lectern. “It’s extremely exciting,” he informed the crowd. “You start off with a roomful of contestants and wind up with only three. Standing onstage in front of everyone. Solving the same identical puzzle. On giant grids for all to see. Positively thrilling.”

In the back of the hall, Aaron Grant grinned and leaned closer to Sherry Carter. “Your aunt doesn’t look happy. You think she can survive this?”

“Relax,” Sherry replied. “She has nothing to fear from a man who would use a redundancy like same identical.”

“Even so, Beerbaum’s formidable. I hear he’s contributed to The London Times.”

“He’s British.”

“That makes it easier?”

“No, just more likely. Yes, The London Times is a tougher puzzle of a different type than the Puzzle Lady’s. And, no, I’ve never created one. But that doesn’t mean I couldn’t.”

“You’re rather touchy this evening.”

Sherry opened her mouth to retort, then closed it. “You’re right, I am. Teaming Cora up with that man is my worst nightmare. It’s funny in one respect. But in another, one little slip and that’s the ball game.”

“Your aunt’s pretty quick on her feet.”

“Yeah, but she doesn’t know the first thing about crossword puzzles.”

“So what? With Harvey in charge, she’ll be lucky to get a word in edgewise.”

Sherry looked toward the lectern, where the little cruciverbalist was carrying on blissfully, totally oblivious to the fact someone in the room might not care.

“In order to draw attention to our tournament,” he was saying, “I have invited some of the brightest luminaries in the crossword-puzzle community, and they are here today to lend their support to our little endeavor and to assure us that they intend to compete. Ladies and gentlemen, may I introduce Mr. Paul Thornhill, Ms. Zelda Zisk, and Mr. Craig Carmichael.”

Heads swiveled as the three experts stood and waved.

Paul Thornhill was a handsome, personable young man in a stylish sport jacket who seemed perfectly at ease, but Zelda Zisk was an enormous woman in a pink print dress the size of a circus tent who appeared to be sweating profusely, and Craig Carmichael was a pinched little man in a tweed suit and red bow tie, who had a twitchy nose and shifty eyes and who gave the distinct impression he’d much rather have been somewhere else.

Mr. Haskel from the gas station was certainly not sold. He jerked a thumb in their direction and challenged Harvey Beerbaum. “Now, just a minute here. You say you’ve invited these people? How can you have invited these people when we haven’t even set a date for this thing yet? When we haven’t sanctioned a tournament yet? Don’t you think it premature for you to take it on yourself to invite people? And just what have you invited them to?”

Harvey Beerbaum was clearly not used to having his good works flung back in his face. He tugged at the collar of his crisply starched shirt. “I inquired as to their availability as to a crossword-puzzle tournament I was organizing for the weekend of December fifth. I merely pointed out if such a tournament could be arranged we would be honored by the presence of such celebrities. In organizing an event of this nature it is requisite to make preliminary inquiries into the availability of the contestants in order to assess the feasibility of the venture.”

Haskel digested this barrage silently, then countered sullenly, “Oh, yeah? Suppose I don’t want these people here? Suppose I’d like to win the thing myself?”

“Oh, do you do crossword puzzles?” Harvey Beerbaum inquired. His tone implied he would be less surprised if Mr. Haskel ran shuttle buses to the moon.

“That’s not the point,” Haskel snapped. “The point is, if I wanted to do crossword puzzles, I should be allowed. I shouldn’t have to compete against professionals. I mean, is this an amateur contest or what?”

Harvey Beerbaum’s smile was superior. “The words don’t apply. They are basically all amateur contests. The prizes aren’t large enough or the contests frequent enough for anyone to do it professionally. But if you mean a novice contest, no, it is not. It’s a charity contest, open to everyone, beginners and experts alike. However, your point is well taken. And in addition to the first-, second-, and third-place winners, I see no reason why we shouldn’t have a trophy for the highest-ranking novice contestant.”

“A consolation prize?” Marty Haskel snorted. “Gee, isn’t that just great!”

A rather attractive young woman with glossy red hair and honey-colored freckles sprang to her feet. “I’m with Marty on this. I’ve been listening to what you’re saying, Mr. Beerbaum, and I’m not sure I like it.” She batted her eyes in Paul Thornhill’s direction. “Not that I’m not delighted to see these professionals you’ve brought in, but are you planning on giving them the prize money?”

Harvey Beerbaum’s smile became somewhat forced. “You must remember we’re doing this for charity. The monetary awards are negligible.”

The feisty young woman with the flame red hair was not so easily dissuaded. “Just how negligible are they?”

Harvey Beerbaum cleared his throat. “Two hundred to the winner, a hundred to the runner-up, and fifty to third. Just enough to defray expenses, really.”

“I don’t understand. If the prizes are so small, why are these celebrities willing to come?”

Harvey Beerbaum nodded. “That’s an extremely good point. I’d been saving this as a surprise, but since you bring it up …” Harvey positively beamed. “In order to make our little event more attractive, I have arranged for the Channel 8 news team to film a documentary of the tournament, including of course an in-depth profile and interview with the winner.”

If Harvey had hoped to appease the woman, he was sorely disappointed. “Oh, is that so,” she said. “Well, isn’t that wonderful. You mean the whole purpose of this tournament is to get your celebrities on TV? And we all get to be extras? Unpaid extras? That doesn’t sound so good to me. Maybe we should call the whole thing off.”

That pronouncement was greeted by a rather loud murmur and much nodding of heads.

Iris Cooper pushed forward, hands raised, to calm the roiling waters. “Now, now, let’s not get carried away here. TV coverage is certainly a wonderful thing. But I would like to point out, we are not doing this to get on television, we are doing this to aid a charity. Even if we’re not sure which charity.”

Cora Felton, who had been surreptitiously rooting through her bulging drawstring purse, stood up. “With regard to that … I have recollected one of my favorite national charities, which I think would be most appropriate. It’s always nice to do something for children. Sets the right tone, shows our heart’s in the right place. Not to mention helping the kiddies. So I propose that we donate all charitable contributions raised through this tournament to the National Children’s Placement Fund, an organization devoted to the welfare of underprivileged children.”

Iris Cooper was instantly all smiles. “Well, I think that should settle the matter,” she said firmly, elbowing Harvey Beerbaum away from the lectern. “We have a date set, we have a charity selected and celebrities invited. It remains for us to organize committees to get this under way. Now then, I’m going to ask for volunteers.”

It was nearly an hour later when Cora Felton managed to sneak offstage and she and Sherry were able to steal away.

“Good Lord,” Cora fumed, as she peeled out of the parking lot in the Toyota. “How could they be that stupid?”

“You mean to put Harvey Beerbaum in charge?”

“No, I mean in general. Did you hear them picking committees? Are communities always this selfish and dense?”

“Come on, Cora. Didn’t your apartment house ever have a co-op meeting?”

“You think I ever went? When I had a perfectly good husband to go for me?”

“Which husband?”

“What’s the difference? If I was married, he went.”

“What about when you were divorced?”

“You couldn’t expect a woman in marital turmoil to care about an apartment.”

“You always managed to hang on to them.”

“I had good lawyers. Not that they’d go to co-op meetings for me. Say, who were those dodos Harvey Beerbaum brought in?”

“Crossword-puzzle experts.”

“No kidding. I mean, do you know them?”

Sherry frowned. “I’ve heard of Zelda Zisk. I don’t know the men.”

“Too bad,” Cora said. “That one guy looked dreamy.”

“You thinking of getting married again?”

“No, but you might.”

“Cora.”

“Right, you got Aaron. But, trust me, you can never have too many men.”

“Oh, for goodness sakes!”

“Hey, until someone proposes, you’re single. It pays to line up prospective suitors.”

“What a charming philosophy.”

“Anyway, if you haven’t heard of the men, then they’re not that famous, and I won’t lose points for not knowing them. I’ll have to know what’s-her-name though.”

“Zelda Zisk.”

Cora grimaced. “What a name. No wonder you remember it.” She shook her head. “This whole thing is a nightmare. I’m constantly improvising, and I never know where I stand.”

“Where’d you come up with that charity?” Sherry asked. “The National Children’s Placement Fund? I never heard of it. You didn’t make it up, did you, Cora?”

“It was on a flyer in my purse.”

“A flyer?”

“Yeah. From before we moved up here. I know it’s been some time, but you don’t expect a charity to just go away. If it has, big deal, we’ll quietly substitute another.”

“Don’t tell me you don’t even know what the National Children’s Placement Fund is?”

“It’s a charity for kids. A national one. And it shut the gas-station jerk up. That’s good enough for me.”

“Aunt Cora, before you endorse something, you ought to know what it is.”

“Sherry, I know I got that brochure from an earnest-looking young girl outside D’Agostino’s handing out leaflets. Clean, presentable, attractive. An all-American girl.”

“Even so …”

“Sherry. Sweetheart. Relax. It’s a charity for kiddies.” Cora shifted gears, whizzed around a turn, smiled sideways at her niece. “What could possibly go wrong?”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_015_r1.jpg
10

&l

2

0

3

&






OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_059_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_058_r1.jpg
w - .S uSTlNK
EEE = -“EAGER
=] =] = AYH_HOME
Ll @] | < o[ ol > <[]
= <[> MG
= O] x| > > <luwlZz|<
HEE EREEER R
nEE BEEE SNEE
o[ w| < <] EEEE
O] = 2 o[ Ofolu)®
w S w HEEEE
- z ol » MV'NV
Sl = = 2 EEEE
[ <0 @ = R R

2

B
B
B






OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_057_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_056_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_055_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_054_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_053_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_052_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_051_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_050_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_018_r1.jpg
13

10

©

22

v
T

21

&

for

%

50

o
7

&

&

2

&
53

&





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_049_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_048_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_047_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_046_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_045_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_044_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_043_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_042_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_041_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Puzzled to Death

Parnell Hall





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_039_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_027_r1.jpg
C|LIE|W|S|
T| E| N| S| E|

E)
B

8

E|E|P| S| Al K| E|

N/ D|S|E[T|T| E|R|

6
O|G|LIE

o

K

RIA|N[E|E
Y E|S|E|lS

4

%

&

2

S|P|OJU[S|E

T|O|P|P|A[G|E

PlA| T|H[S

S|H|A|D|O|W|B|O|X|E|R

i

E

o
L
Z

S






OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_tp_r1.jpg
PULILED
10 DEATH

Parnell Hall





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_067_r1.jpg
- LR SR V-

s

I
I

8

I=

I

L o counorpr 2 )

& |E
b I
& =
[EN
B
2= |2
Iz I= I~

H

H
wm,
11

P Busots

5
=
g

a. Moo shoshage

[
1

R.Rooney or G

5. Fougt

|#
12

I

B

. Dancing W hukby Chckar

0. snase,

V. Ropos xacty

2

2

WETETET

W vetes

X, Naughy. naughit (3 wes)





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_066_r1.jpg
g D A A
4 SNYNE A
T FELEEEEEEE
e o o b b fel ke

A Chiimas ook

B.Pressng

. Do oo, Aot 2 i

o.6ian:

3

[

|#

2 |
[

5 |2 |5

bl
2 1= [
Iz le |

Fea
G.rThe Falat e

"

e





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_065_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_064_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_063_r1.jpg
R|U|B| E

e
H

M[E|N
E|R[K

0

2

R

3
Y
)
A
T
b

H|'S

°

D|E| A

B

O| P!

U

R[E| Al M

E]
u

S
=

5

4.

c

M/ Al FlO[O[L[B|U| T

S|C|E[N| E
E|L[LIE|IN
S| Al L| S| Al

%
B
B3

21

B

R
G|

2

o
M
Of V[ E[ Y| O

ED

M
I

B[ A[B['Y

T

RIU|L|E

B

G| O] D| H| O] O] D

o
L
B

I
N
S| Tl Y| E

E






OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_062_r1.jpg
-w| O] w N w| x| o] w
EEE -m <[ w[ =[]
EENEE <[ [ u =z
< EEEE
0| w| lw| Z o[ w0l
DEE 5 o
EEE = W[ 0| w| |
EEE = w
EEEEE MEE
-S| <| @ e
EEEEE >
EEEERE
EEEER |
EEEEE 3
[ S ) e

1

T

&

B






OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_061_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_060_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hall_9780307779564_epub_028_r1.jpg





