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      Love is in the air, and so is murder!


      
A cozy mystery on location! Logan Dickerson, archaeologist, and Vivienne Pennywell, aka, Miss Vivee, a five-foot nothing, ninety-something Voodoo herbalist are soaking up sun, enjoying the culture, and of course solving a murder!

Miss Vivee and Mac are on their honeymoon, tagging along with Logan as she prepares to tackle her first archaeological dig in a long while in Fiji. While on vacation, the three amateur sleuths suffer the shenanigans of a prankster, dance the Meke, and solve an untimely death. Oh, wait! Did I say "a" death? Make that two!
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Chapter One


 


It felt like
white-hot-fire was bouncing up and down my arm. My breath came in short quick
spurts, I couldn’t keep still, and a half moan/half whimper emitted
involuntarily from my throat.


Awaken from my
sleep, I jumped upright, and shook the limb as if I could fling the irritation
away.


“Oh my, God!” I
screeched. “What is wrong with me?”


I hopped out of
the bed and hit the light switch to the room. My arm was red, and that burning
sensation seemed to be moving up my arm, and using my chest as a bridge, moved
through my entire body like shock waves. I hopped over to the bathroom and
turned on the shower.  But as soon as I stepped in, the burning seemed to
spread.


“Aaargh!” I turned off the water, balled myself up in a
corner of the tub and just whimpered. What good is having a Voodoo herbalist as
your grandmother-in-law when she’s nowhere around when you’re in need?


I finally got the
strength to move, threw on some sweats and a T-shirt and climbed back into bed.


“What’s
wrong with you, honeybun?” Miss Vivee asked. She waltzed into the room, Mac at
her side, they were laughing and having a good time while I was being tortured
in one of Dante’s seven circles of hell.


They
had on wetsuits and Miss Vivee had her long braid pinned up to her head. She
carried a bag that had flippers and a snorkel sticking out.


“I
didn’t think you’d ever get here,” I moaned. I had called her after the shower
hadn’t helped. “My body is on fire.”


“We
were just on our way snorkeling,” Miss Vivee said.


“Snorkeling?”
I scrunched up my face. When did they plan that? Can they even swim? I’d only
seen them wading in the water since we’d been here.


“Yes.
Snorkeling,” she confirmed. “And what could have happened to you? We just saw
you at the Island BBQ Buffet not even two hours ago.”


The buffet,
filled to the brim with juicy and moist chicken and fish barbecued Fijian
style, had a smorgasbord of salads, baked potatoes, tropical fruit salads and
desserts. It seemed like a distant memory. A painful memory.


I
had eaten so much from the buffet that I had felt sluggish and had come back to
my room to take a nap. Now I was thinking that something I’d stuffed myself
with was rebelling.


“Oh,”
Miss Vivee grunted and pointed to the yellow and orange stick plant in the
corner. “Where’d that come from?” she asked.


“I
don’t know. I thought maybe you had it delivered,” I dipped my cloth in the
bowl of ice water I’d gotten from room service. I was trying to cool my skin
down. “It was at the door when I got back from dinner.”


“Hold
out your arm,” Miss Vivee said. “Let me see.”


I
obliged.


“That’s
probably what’s wrong with you,” she said.


“‘What’ is what’s wrong with me?”
I asked. I closed my eyes, trying to will the pain away.


“That plant. And you wiping
yourself with that cloth isn’t helping any either.”


I threw the cloth to the floor.
“What is that?” I looked at the plant.


“Euphorbia
tirucalli,” Miss Vivee said.


“What?”
I said and scrunched my face even more. I didn’t have the patience or
wherewithal for her dilly dallying. I just wanted to know what was wrong with
me and for her to fix it.


“Euphorbia
tirucalli,” she repeated.


“I
heard you the first time, Miss Vivee,” I said writhing around on the bed. “I
just don’t know what that is.”


“Firestick,” Mac said. “At least that’s what it’s called in
some parts of the world.”


It’s
called “Euphorbia tirucalli
everywhere,” Miss Vivee said. “That’s its scientific name. Can’t go wrong
calling it that.”


“Do
you store all that information in your head?” I asked. Those little brain
teasers she did sure were working, if only she’d put that brain power to work
for me. I was now hanging over the side of the bed, head nearly touching the
floor. Maybe blood rushing to it would soothe my nerve endings. Anything to try
and make the pain go away.


“Here.
Let me help you,” Mac said, lifting my head, he swung the upper part of my
torso back onto the bed.


“Of
course I don’t have all that information stored in my head,” Miss Vivee said
and huffed. “Why would I want to randomly store information about a poisonous
plant from the other side of the world?”


“Poisonous!”
I screeched. I tried to hop out the bed, tangled up in the sheets I tumbled
onto the floor with a thud! Scrambling, I popped up and ran to the
bathroom. “Am I going to die?” I asked her. I stuck my face into the mirror and
stared at my reflection. I guess I wanted to see how I looked dying. “How long
do I have? Don’t you have an antidote or something?” I said, fear evident in my
voice.


“Why
would I bring an antidote for a poisonous plant that only grows over here? I’m
on my honeymoon.”


Oh. My. God. Really? 


Now
I was going to die before I even got a chance to do what I came to do. Tears
welled in my eyes.


And Bay! Oh my gosh. I thought about my
wonderful, handsome fiancé. I’m never going to marry Bay.


I
felt panic rising up from my stomach into my throat and I started to gag. I
bent over the toilet and tried to cough out my fear, and throw up the poison.


“Oh
good Lord,” Miss Vivee said. She came and stood at the bathroom door. “What in
the tarnation is wrong with you?”


“I’m
dying,” I cried, choking as the words erupted from my trembling lips.


Wasn’t it obvious?


“Oh
pshaw!” Miss Vivee said. “Everybody’s gonna die.” She waved her hand dismissing
me. “You don’t see me going around acting like that and I’m closer to death’s
door than you are.”


“No
you’re not,” I said, my eyes big. “You haven’t been poisoned.”


“I
can’t talk to her when she’s like this,” Miss Vivee said to Mac. “See if you
can’t help the poor child.”


Mac
came into the bathroom and offered a helping hand. He gingerly wrapped his
rubber clad arm around mine, and led me, knees buckling, out of the bathroom and
back to bed.


“You’re
not going to die,” Mac said covering half of me up with the tangled sheet and
patting me on top of my head. “At least not from this.”


“Miss
Vivee said that plant was poisonous,” I said sniffing back my tears. I cut an
eye toward her. “Is it poisonous, Mac?”


 Had
this old woman lied to me?


“That
plant-“


“Euphorbia
tirucalli,” Miss Vivee interjected. She sat down
in a chair adjacent to me.


“Yes
that,” Mac gave a nod acknowledging Miss Vivee’s name for it. “It can be
poisonous, but only if ingested. It can also cause blindness, if you get it in
your eyes. But it looks to me that you only got it on your skin. And if that’s
the case, it only causes severe irritation.”


“Only?”
I moaned.


“You
didn’t eat any of it, did you?” Miss Vivee peeked around Mac at me.


“No!”
I squealed. “Why would I eat a plant?”


“Never
know with you,” she mumbled. “So, redness and a burning sensation is about all
you’ll probably get.” Miss Vivee gave a nod. “Your arm’s burning, right?”


Couldn’t she tell my whole body was on fire?


I
let out a snort.


Then
I thought about when I had gotten the plant. “If that’s the case, Mac,” I said
relieved about my reprieve from a death sentence. “I’m not the only one that’s
going to be suffering from it.”


“What
do you mean, dear?” He sat down on the bed and gave me a grandfatherly look.


“I
gave a cutting of it to Madda Crawford.”


“Mad
Cow?” Miss Vivee said.


“What?”
I shook my hand. She must’ve not understood me. “I said Madda Crawford. She
stopped by just as I was picking it up. Said it was so beautiful, and asked if
she could have a clipping of it.”


“She
took it in her hands?” Miss Vivee asked, she looked at me out the side of her
eye as if she didn’t believe what I was saying.


“Well.
No. Come to think of it she had a plastic bag all ready to put it in.”


“It’s
the sap that causes the reaction, you know,” Miss Vivee said.


“No.
I didn’t know,” I said, tears starting to flow down my cheek. “How would I know
that?”


“That
Mad Cow played a prank on you. She knew it would get you as soon as you cut
it.”


“Why
do you keep calling her mad cow?” I said. “Her name is Mad-da. Madda Crawford.”


“Short
for mad cow in my book,” Miss Vivee said and pursed her lips. “She’s demented.
And a prankster.”


“I
think that might be true,” Mac said.


“Ain’t
no thinking to it,” Miss Vivee said. “You heard what Avvy and Temo told us. All
the goings on around here. The fire in the lovo
being doused, missing oars for the kayaks. She’s behind all of it.”


“No
one can prove that,” Mac said.


“OOOohh.” I started to bawl. “This pain is killing me.”


“I
can,” Miss Vivee said.  “And now I’ll have to. She’s ruined my honeymoon,
and that pain is killing Logan.”


“And
there’s nothing we can do about that now, either.” Mac shook his head.


“She’s
killing Logan!” Miss Vivee said as if she actually cared. She stood up and
stomped her foot. “So. I’m killing her.” She headed out of the room. “Wished
I’d brought my snake gun.” Standing in the doorway, she looked back at me, and
then to Mac. “C’mon, Mac. Let’s go take care of that woman Georgia style.”


Georgia style?


I
hadn’t the faintest idea what that meant, but I knew I wasn’t letting Miss
Vivee out of my sight without her first giving me something to take the pain
away. With all the plants around, she had to be able to whip up some kind of
concoction to cure me.


“Wait!”
I squawked, stopping her before she got too far away from me. “You gotta make this stuff go away.”


“Shower.
That’s all you can do.” She shook her head. “If only I had access to my
greenhouse . . .”


“I
already took a shower,” I squealed, octaves higher than my regular voice. “It
didn’t help.”


“You
probably just spread the sap around like you were doing with that cloth. You
must’ve just let the water run over you.” She looked at me and spoke sternly.
“Listen to what I say. Soap and water for fifteen minutes. Shouldn’t be any
soap left when you’re done. Scrub hard. Got it?” she nodded at me and I
attempted a nod back. “Now, you think you can handle that?”


I
nodded again. A little more umph this time.


“If
not, I can get in that shower with you and scrub you down myself.”


I
closed my eyes. What a thought.


“No.
I can do it,” I assured her.


“And
no more accepting gifts from strangers,” Miss Vivee said. “Looks like your
mother would have taught you better.”


“Shower.
Soap. Scrub,” I said. “Got it.” No need of bringing my mother into it. “Then
it’ll stop burning. The pain will go away. Right?” She nodded. I took in a
breath, happy that an end was in sight.


“You’re
gonna have to wait it out, though” she said. “It ain’t no instant, miracle
cure.”


“Wait
it out?” I screeched again. “How long?”


“A
loooong while.” She looked at me, no sympathy in her
eyes. “So, stop being such a baby and just suck it up.”


 













Chapter Two


 


So
I did suck it up.  With the help of Bay.


Thank
goodness for Verizon’s international traveling plan. I could call him on my
cell and talk as long as I wanted. He was coming in two days, I knew that, but
I needed to hear his voice to make it through the rest of the night.


But
before I called Bay and whined to him, I showered. I scrubbed so hard I
probably took off a layer of skin. Then I pitched everything – towel, sheets,
pillowcases, and my clothes – into a pile in the middle of the floor and called
housekeeping to come and get them. “Burn them,” I warned and told them that
they should come wearing long sleeves and latex gloves. I didn’t know what I’d
gotten that sap on.


I
downed four 200mg Advil tablets, and called room service and ordered some tea.
I’d fabricate my own healing potion, even if it did include modern convention.
Then I took my foot and slid that godforsaken plant into the farthest corner of
the room.


I
stared at that stupid plant and decided it was time to find out about my
prickly nemesis. I plopped down on the striped down bed, pulled out my iPhone
and Googled “firestick.”  I got pages of Amazon
Fire TV stick info.


“Well
that’s not it.”


As
many times as Miss Vivee had said it, I couldn’t remember its scientific name,
so I tried “firestick plant.” And up came a picture
of that tangled mass of orange-red branches as thick as pencils that lurked in
the corner of my room.


I chose the link that said
remedies. It read that the Euphorbia tirucalli
was a huge succulent bush with a milky sap that dried fast, and clear, and for
best results it needed to be removed from any infected area as fast as
possible.


Yeah, so now I know.


It said that the dryer it got,
the harder it was to remove because it acted like glue. 


I
learned that like Miss Vivee’s poisonous plants in her greenhouse, it also
had uses in traditional medicine. I couldn’t see how, but I found out that it
had been used for treatment of cancer, asthma, earaches, toothaches, tumors,
and even warts in different part of the world, none of those places located in
the Western Hemisphere, though. And although in my research I did see that firesticks were sold on Amazon, giving it the ability to be
found anywhere someone decided to plant it, Wikipedia told me that it was
mostly found in Africa, and that it was also native to islands surrounding the
continent, the Arabian Peninsula, and other tropical regions.


It
didn’t say one word though about it being in Fiji.


Miss
Vivee had lied to me.


Stupid
plant.


Had I said that already?


I
didn’t know what I was going to do with it. I hadn’t told the resort staff to
pick it up, I didn’t want to inflict any grief on anyone else. I did know,
however, what I was going to do to Madda Crawford. She definitely would be
hearing from me.


Mad Cow. How does Miss Vivee come up with these things?


I
looked up symptoms of mad cow disease and found out that people can’t get it,
only cows (hence the name?), but they can get a human form of it called variant Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease, which is fatal. 


I wondered did Miss Vivee know that.


I looked up the symptoms of Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease.


Rapidly progressive dementia, memory loss, personality changes, and
hallucinations. Other frequently occurring features include anxiety,
depression, paranoia, obsessive-compulsive symptoms, and psychosis . . .


Psychosis.


I
chuckled. I hadn’t noticed that Madda had any of those symptoms, not that I
really knew anything about her. But leave it to Miss Vivee to relate the
disease with Madda Crawford’s shenanigans.


And
then to take up for me. Saying she was going to kill Madda for putting me
through so much pain. I shook my head. Most times Miss Vivee treated me so
mean, anyone that didn’t know us would think she hated me. But I knew that was
far from the truth. I couldn’t even come and work on a dig in Fiji without her
following me.


I
got up and wandered out onto the small verandah of my over-water bure and sat
down, my feet dangling over the deeper end of the lagoon. The sun was settling
down in the sky, “coming to rest in Malolo” as the
old Fijian saying went, making the clear blue waters sparkle.


I
was glad I was here despite me getting entangled in Madda Crawford’s puckish
antics.


I
came to Fiji because I had decided to go back to work. Well, maybe I had been
given a little push about returning to work. The things that my brother, Micah,
had said to me when he came for Miss Vivee and Mac’s wedding really stuck with
me. I didn’t want him to think poorly of me.


And
I had mentioned going on a dig in Fiji to my mother, so thought I ought to
follow through. Although she couldn’t understand why I chose Fiji, I knew it
was because she was a biblical archaeologist, and not many (okay, none) of the
stories of the Bible happened in the South Seas.


But
Fijian folklore did include a bible story. A “Box of Blessings,” from the
temple of King Solomon in Judah, so the story goes, was lost in the waters
surrounding the island of Malolo. Fijians believed
that the box was still buried in the ocean somewhere between where I sat at Likuliku Lagoon Resort and the island Mana, it was said to
be guarded by two giant clams.


Bet that still wouldn’t get my mother to come here.


But it was exactly where my
work had taken me. I had come full circle.


I had originally gone to
Georgia because of the work I had done in Belize – excavating Maya ruins. I had
even become pretty much of an expert in Maya culture (people sometimes even
thinking me snooty when I explained that the term “Mayan” is only used when
talking about the language, all other references to the people and their
history should be termed “Maya.”)


But it was my ability, along
with my mother’s eidetic memory, to read the glyphs that got me started on the
path I was once again trying to follow.


In Belize, I had found an
ancient slab carved with the cryptic message “Follow the Corn.”  In doing
so, I ended up believing that the Maya, who many believed became extinct in
Mesoamerica by dying en masse, had
really migrated to the U.S.


Georgia to be exact.


So, I headed to Georgia,
initially unable to get into Track Rock Gap, a suspected Maya habitat, to prove
my hypothesis, I soon landed a job there.


That didn’t last long.


But I found love in Georgia. I’d
gotten engaged, and even learned a thing or two about holistic medicine by
hanging out with Yasamee’s own Voodoo Herbalist – Vivienne Pennywell.


After that I took a hiatus from
work and hung out with Miss Vivee solving murders. Yeah, so people with a Ph.D.
in Anthropology, like me, were a valuable asset in today’s criminology efforts,
but these murders had been up close and personal. Too personal for me.


But now I had gotten it all
together and was back on track. I was being the archaeologist I’d been trained
to be. My family would be happy.


Swinging my legs, I watched as
the orange sky spread across the horizon, and the yellow glow of lights coming
from the bures lit up the shore. It was stunning. 


To tell the truth, I was happy.
I enjoyed archaeology and I was good at what I did. Plus, I felt I needed to do
it for myself, before I got married, to make sure my lifelong dreams weren’t
getting derailed.


So it had been off to Fiji to
follow a different Maya theory – a DNA link between the Maya and the people of
Polynesia.


A breeze brushed by me and it
started to rain – a rainforest kind of experience that you see in movies. I
took in a deep breath, and blew it out. I felt relaxed, and the burning on my
skin had fully subsided. I pulled myself up and walked back into my bure.
Housekeeping had brought me clean, uncontaminated linen, and made up the bed. I
crawled in, and wiggled down into the sheets, the coolness feeling good next to
my body.


I had gotten into an existing
excavation site on Fiji – called Fiji by foreigners and Viti Levu by natives because the nation actually consisted of
more than eight hundred islands and islets. I’d had a stipend allotted, bought
me a new pair of work boots, and dug out and dusted off my trowel and plumb
bobs. And even better, Bay was coming, too. He’d taken vacation time from his
job, and we’d gotten him accepted as a volunteer on my dig.  He was going
to see what my world was all about. I wanted to share everything about me with
him.


I’d kept up with my profession
while I was out chasing murderers with Miss Vivee, and I had found that recent genetic
studies that involved mitochondrial DNA showed a link between Southeast Asia
and the Maya. Mitochondria reside inside every cell and contains separate DNA
that is inherited only from the mother. So in theory, even though the DNA helix
that everyone knows about comes from a large number of ancestors, mitochondrial
DNA can be traced back, through mothers, to a single ancestor. (Of course that
would lead to the proposition that everyone’s mitochondrial DNA could be traced
back to Eve, for those that believe her to be the first. But, even if that were
true, I wasn’t interested in going back that far).


How
exciting, right?


So I decided to go to Fiji and
dig up some bodies so geneticists could have more DNA to use to study their
theory, and in the process learn more about the Polynesia/Maya connection
through the culture and artifacts I’d excavate.


Only downside was that once I
told Miss Vivee I was going, she decided she wanted to go, too. “Honeymoon!”
she’d said clapping her hands and giving the one word reason for butting in.


Still happy thoughts about the
dig and Bay filled my head, my eyes got heavy, my pain brew took effect, and I
drifted off to sleep. I dreamt of Bay running through a raging fire made out of
pencils, me in his arms, head tucked in his shoulder, carrying me to safety.


Then a high pitched, blood
curdling scream jolted me upright and sent a bolt down my spine.


“Oh my, God! What in the world
is going on?”













 


Chapter Three


 


I glared at the red digits on
the bedside clock as I stepped into a pair of shorts. 6:37 am.


What the
hey . . .


 I made it out of my hut
and saw a slew of flashlights illuminating the shoreline. A crowd of people were
staring at something laying on the shore. Two somethings.


What is going on?


My mouth and throat started to
get a little dry as I ran across the wooden bridge to Miss Vivee and Mac’s bure
and knocked on the door.


“Miss Vivee,” I said in a low
voice. With all the commotion going on at the shore, it wouldn’t have mattered
if I’d scream their names.


“Miss Vivee!” I hit my fist a
little harder on the door. “Mac!”


Why weren’t they answering
me?


“No! No! No!” I heard over my
shoulder, someone obviously distraught down at the shore. The shrill of their
cries so loud it could have woken the dead. It seemed to be the same voice that
I’d heard scream.


Why isn’t it waking up the
two of them?


I turned from the door and
looked toward the shore. I knew that those two somethings were two bodies.
They’d been pulled up onto the beach and were now being covered up.


Oh my God!


I faced the door again and
banged with two hands. “Miss Vivee! Are you in there? Are you two okay?”


Nothing.


Crap!


I was in a panic. I tried the door
knob and it turned.


Why isn’t this door locked?


“Miss Vivee,” I called out. I
walked through the bure, there were no lights on, and after making it all the
way to the back of the hut, I found there wasn’t anyone there.


What the
hey?


I
ran out of the bure, across the wooden bridge and down to the shore, my heart
pounding. The last time I’d seen those honeymooners, they were headed out
snorkeling. I wasn’t even sure they could swim.


“What’s
going on?” I said, pushing my way through the crowd. I saw Elenoa on her knees,
head buried in her hands, she was sobbing. She was a member of the kitchen
staff, and one in the troupe of native dancers. I didn’t understand why she
would be so upset.


“An
accident,” one guest offered. She must have just arrived because I hadn’t seen
her before. “A terrible accident. That girl is really taking it hard. I wonder
was she related to them.” She nodded toward Elenoa.


“He’s
killed her,” another bystander said. I recognized him as Hank Harrison, also a
guest at the resort. “He has killed Madda.”


Madda?


Madda
Crawford?


I
jumped in the air, bouncing up and down, trying and see the bodies.


Who was “he?” I wondered. Was “he” the other body?


“Ain’t
nothing you haven’t seen before.”


It
was Miss Vivee. She was alive! I could have hugged her.


“Dead
bodies,” she said and grabbed my arm like she was holding me down. “What you
got in you? Mexican jumping beans?”


Okay, Miss Vivee. Don’t mess up the joy I’m feeling about knowing you’re
okay.


“What
took you so long to get down here?” she asked. She was dressed in a long, rayon
skirt with little seashells, a yellow cardigan, the white pearl buttons
fastened, and a yellow scarf wrapped around her neck. So different from her
usual attire of a cornflower blue coat, and her pocketbook swinging like an
appendage on her side. Her more-white-than-black, long hair, just like always,
was braided in the back, and hung over her shoulder. She was up and already
dressed.


“I
didn’t know I was supposed to be down here,” I said. “It’s like six-thirty in
the morning.” I looked down at what I had on. A sleeveless shirt, and
short-shorts.


“Eeeveryone,” she emphasized, “is down here.” She shook her
head. “You’re always Johnny come lately.”


I
turned to Mac. I was still happy to see him. “What happened?” I asked. He too
was fully dressed.


“They
pulled two bodies out of the lagoon.”


“Oh
my goodness. Who was it?”


“That
biker, Campbell Gruger,” Mac said.


“And
that mad cow, don’t forget about her,” Miss Vivee said and smacked Mac’s arm.”


“Oh
my, God, Miss Vivee!” I said. My mind suddenly rushing back to the threat she’d
made earlier. “Did you kill Madda Crawford?”


“Have
you gone bonkers?” she asked, her wrinkled forehead filling in with more
lines.  “How in the world could I have killed her when she was ran through
with a motorcycle that someone else was driving?”


“Is
that what happened?” My eyes scanned the shoreline looking for the bike, and
then to the bures. I hadn’t even notice when I ran down to the shore the broken
planks. They were right at Madda Crawford’s door.


“Yes
that’s what happened,” she said, her eyes narrowed. “He and that bike ran right
through her bure, out the other side, into the water, taking Madda with him.”


“That’s
crazy,” I said. I looked at Miss Vivee and let out a sigh of relief. “Still.
Even with all of that, I wouldn’t put it past you,” I mumbled.


“I
don’t ride motorcycles,” Miss Vivee said, then after a pause, “Anymore.”


I
tilted my head, a look of incredulity on my face.


I could smell the lies coming.


“It
was a moped,” Mac said, correcting her before she could expound on the
tall-tale that I was sure on the tip of her tongue.


“It
had a motor,” Miss Vivee said, “and it knocked the life out of Madda Crawford.
That should tell Logan everything she needs to know. Plus,” she looked at me, a
smirk on her face, “that isn’t how I had planned her demise.”


I
shook my head.


If
Miss Vivee was waiting for me to ask how she would’ve killed her, she was going
to have to wait a long time.












Chapter Four


 


“We’re all up,” Miss Vivee
announced, declaring the obvious, “and the police have to come all the way from
Nadi,” she grabbed Mac’s hand. “We should all go and
get something to eat.”


We were on the island of Malolo, a volcanic island in the Pacific Ocean less than sixteen
miles off the coast of Fiji. We’d flown into Nadi,
the third-largest conurbation in Fiji not even four days earlier, took a
helicopter at Miss Vivee’s insistence to our tranquil retreat, and already now
there was trouble.


Miss
Vivee had stood over my shoulder while I searched for resorts on the Maypop
office computer, and as soon as the picture popped up on the screen, she
pointed her finger at it and said, “That’s the place.”


So
we booked at the Likuliku Lagoon Resort, “likuliku” meaning calm waters, and it was surely true,
because once we set foot onto the island, all my angst on having Miss Vivee
interrupt my dig schedule had been allayed. It was like coming to paradise.


Stunning panoramic ocean views.
White sandy beaches. Swaying palm trees. Pristine turquoise waters.


The “Tiki huts,” which I soon found were called bures featured
traditional architecture, incorporating natural elements unique to the
islands. The more economical bures were scattered along the coastline,
which hadn’t suited Miss Vivee’s tastes. (Again the one word response:
Honeymoon!), so we were booked in the private and exclusive 0ver-water bures
that were perched at the edge of the reef of the “calm waters.”


And calm
was what everything had been up until those bodies were found . . . 


We headed up the
beach and over to the other side of the restaurant complex. Reminiscent of an
old colonial plantation, with its wide entrance and open and airy verandahs,
the colonial inspired Restaurant Complex was set back from the beach. We made
our way up to the Treetops Restaurant, greeted by the host, we were led to
seating on the verandah, overlooking gleaming pools and lush gardens.


“I see you’re feeling
better,” Miss Vivee said as we sat down. She’d had ordered some fruity
concoction as soon as we walked in, not even waiting to get the menu. She
looked at me over the rim of her glass.


 “Not that
you care that I’m better,” I said. “You didn’t even come back to check on me.”


“What?” She
frowned at me. “Are you nine?”


I rolled my eyes.


“And we did come
and check on you. Didn’t we Mac?” He nodded while trying to sip his coffee.
“You were fast asleep. A silly grin on your face.”


“Oh,” I said.


I must’ve been
dreaming about Bay.


“But next time,”
Miss Vivee said and dabbed at the corners of her mouth. “We’ll get you a
babysitter before we go.”


There was a loud
thud, followed by a series of clangs. I looked over and saw Elenoa. She dropped
a whole tray of plates. Eyes still stained, looking upset, she probably
shouldn’t have come to work after leaving the accident scene.


“That’s a clumsy
one,” Miss Vivee said.


I felt sorry for
her, and didn’t want to talk about her.


 “How about we get food?”
I said to get Miss Vivee’s mind off the mishap.


“That’s why we’re here,” she
said and smiled.


We ordered the
breakfast bar, made our plates – lots of fresh, local fruit, pastries, warm
bread and a stack of bacon. Miss Vivee ordered a freshly made, over-easy egg
from the Chef, and I got pancakes.


 “So, how did you know
about that plant?” I asked Miss Vivee once we had gotten back to our table. I
smothered my pancakes in soft, creamy butter and drizzled a sweet maple and
strawberry syrupy concoction over them.


“I looked it up before I came.
Didn’t I tell you that?”


“You looked it up, huh?” I had
her now. I finished chewing the sweet, gooey pancake and swallowed. I didn’t
want anything obstructing my words so I could be sure she heard me. “Why did
you look up that plant?” I asked innocently.


“I told you, I did a general
search on plants that we may come across over here. Didn’t want to embarrass
myself and ruin my reputation by accidently touching something that I had no
business touching,” she said and arched an eyebrow at me.


“Well that plant can be found
in the United States, too. It’s everywhere. Not just here.” I said, thinking, Now I gotcha.


“Oh. So now you look it up?”
Miss Vivee laughed and tapped Mac on the leg.  “She should have thought
about that before she touched it.”


She somehow always wiggled out
of being wrong.


“It’s going around that that
Gruger fellow ran his motorcycled over Madda Crawford on purpose because she
messed with the chain on his bike,” Miss Vivee said, evidently it being her turn
to change the subject.


I knew it wouldn’t take long
before we’d get to the subject of death.


“Moped,” Mac said, correcting
Miss Vivee again.


“That’s what I said.” She
frowned. “Moped.”


Mac smiled and didn’t say
anything else about it.


I, on the other hand, had a lot
to say.


“You said motorcycle, Miss
Vivee. But I was trying to think of that guy’s name. The guy that died this
morning. Did you say Camel Gruger?”


“Campbell,” Mac corrected.


“Okay. Right.” I squinted my
eyes trying to think. “And he was one of the bikers I used to see going up into
the mountains, right? He’d come down sometimes, I think I may have seen him
snorkeling.”


“Exactly,” Miss Vivee said and
took a bite of her toast. “He struck up a conversation with Mac once or twice,
didn’t he, Mac?” Mac nodded dutifully. “Actually, he’s where we got the idea to
try snorkeling. Isn’t that right, honey?”


“Right,” Mac said with a
mouthful of potatoes.


“After he told Mac how much fun
it was.” She dipped her toast in the yolk. “I knew I just had to try it.”


I’m going to have to keep a
closer eye on her.


“So, word has it,” she
continued, “that Mad Cow purposely broke a chain on his bike.” Miss Vivee
swallowed her food and sipped on her frothy drink. “That pretty green one that
he rides around on all the time. As part of her shenanigans, you know. No one
was safe from her pranks. And that’s why he hit her with that moped.” She
looked over at Mac, showing she hadn’t used the wrong word that time.


“How do you find the rumor mill
all the way in Fiji?” I asked, shaking my head. “Where did you hear all of
this?”


“Down on the beach.”


“It just happened,” I
said. “We just left the beach. How could this gossip have started already?”


“It isn’t necessarily gossip,”
Miss Vivee said. “Parts of it may very well be true. And it doesn’t take long
for people to start to talk. News travels fast.”


Evidently.


“Still,” I said. “We weren’t
there but for a minute,”


“You,” she said,
“weren’t there but for a minute. Mac and I had been there for a while.”


“So when did the accident
happen?” I asked. “I didn’t hear anything this morning.”


“It happened yesterday,” Miss
Vivee said. “Late. But they only found the bodies this morning.”


“From last night? No one knew?”
I asked.


“No,” Mac said. “It seems that
most of the guest here were on either a Sunset Cruise, or had taken an island
hopping tour and hadn’t made it back yet.”


“You were around,” Miss Vivee
said.


“I don’t remember any
commotion. I mean, I guess a moped wouldn’t make a lot of noise, but I didn’t
hear a scream or splash or anything.”


“You’d probably sleep through
Armageddon,” Miss Vivee said.


“Well, I had been sick,” I
said. Miss Vivee rolled her eyes. “So, who told you about Madda and the chain?”


“A birdie told me,” Miss Vivee said,
cocking her head to the side and bucking her eyes. “And not one that Madda
Crawford had been watching, either.”


“A birdie? I’m not sure what
you mean by that, but just tell me. Who told you?”


“I’d rather not reveal my
sources,” Miss Vivee said. She wiped her mouth with the cloth napkin then
pressed it down across her lap. “But it is a very reliable source.”


“I wouldn’t be so sure about
that, Miss Vivee,” I said. “People that tend to be gossipers, also tend to be
liars.”


Which would describe her to a tee.


“From
what I’ve gathered so far,” Miss Vivee said ignoring my comment. “Madda had
supposedly come to Fiji to bird watch,” She turned and looked at Mac. “Do
people still do that?”


“Apparently,”
he said and smiled at her.


“Yes,
and ‘apparently,’” she made air quotation marks, “bird watching in the
rainforest is a major tourist draw, but no one had ever seen her with a pair of
binoculars, a handbook, or go more than 200-feet away from the resort. I guess
it was a “come to me” bird-fest, her expecting the birds to fly within her
view.”


Oh, so that was the reason for the bird comment.


I
laughed. “She was here before we were, Miss Vivee,” I said. “She could have
already filled up her bird journal, so to speak, before we arrived.”


“I
doubt it,” Miss Vivee said. “She was here to play pranks on people. Quite the
little imp, so I’m told.”


“If
you’re not divulging any sources,” I said, “I’m not sure if I can rely on your
hearsay.”


“It’s
my constitutional right not to reveal my sources,” she said, head held high,
nose in air.


I
rolled my eyes.


“Avvy
and Temo told us,” Mac said crunching on a slice of toast. “When we went to ask
them about snorkeling, as the owners of this resort they were upset about it,
they just kind of confided in us.”


“Well
if it’s already going around, unless Miss Vivee’s been spreading it,” I looked
at her, “Avvy and Temo have been sharing it with a lot of people.” Miss Vivee
raised her eyebrows. “Sooo, why didn’t they just have
her kicked off the island?” I asked.


“Well,
it is their business,” Miss Vivee said. “They have to show goodwill. Be
kind to their guests. Plus, she denied it. Every time. Even had an alibi for a
couple of things. Said she was with Hank Harrison.”


“Hank
Harrison.” I repeated the name. “He was her alibi?”


“Yep,”
Miss Vivee said taking a sip of her drink.


“Did
he confirm it?”


“Well,
I don’t know. I didn’t want to pry,” Miss Vivee said.


“Yes,
Miss Vivee, I know you wouldn’t want to pry.”


“But
I would assume he did,” she said, not catching my sarcasm, “because she was
still here. Still on the island. Still able to prank you with that plant.”


I
cut an eye at her.


“He
was down at the beach this morning,” I said. “Hank Harrison.”


I
remember he was the other guest who had offered an answer when I asked what
happened. He told me that “he” had killed her. Like the “he” he was referring
to meant to do it.


Now
I knew “he” was Campbell Gruger.


And
now I could see how that rumor mill was getting fueled.


“Yes,
Hank was there this morning,” Mac offered something to the conversation.


Miss
Vivee nodded. “He seem to take seeing the bodies pretty hard. But, even if they
hadn’t told us,” Miss Vivee said, “Avvy and Temo. You should believe those
things about that woman after what she did to you.”


That
was true.


“So
Madda Crawford was the one that caused all the trouble around here?” I conceded
the point.


“Yes.
But no one could prove it until her little firestick
prank. She showed her hand on that one.”


“Euphorbia tirucalli,” I said and smiled.


“Yes.” Miss Vivee smiled back. “Euphorbia tirucalli.”


“But why would she be so
obvious about that one?” I asked. “All of her other pranks she denied. Even got
someone else to say it wasn’t her.”


“How am I supposed to know?”
Miss Vivee said and shrugged. “I’m just repeating what I’ve heard.”


“Yes, I know. From your
birdie.” I played around with my pancake while I mulled over the information
I’d just gotten. “Sooo . . . Did your birdie also
explain to you why Campbell Gruger would kill himself while he was in the act
of getting Madda Crawford back for messing with his bike? Because in my
opinion, it’s not such a good idea to die during your act of revenge.”


“Well, I never said I believed
the part about him killing her because she bothered his chain.” She broke off a
small piece of her bacon, and before she put it in her mouth, she said, “I was
just telling you what I’d heard.”


So you keep saying.


“Because,” she continued
chomping down on the bacon. “Campbell Gruger was dead before he hit the water.”
She swallowed the little morsel, and wiped her mouth. “Murdered.”


“Oh brother,” I said. “Here we
go again.”













 


Chapter Five


 


“Oh please, Miss Vivee,” I
said, almost begging. “Please don’t go there. We’re on vacation.”


“Go where?” she said as if she
actually didn’t know what I was talking about.


“You don’t know that he was
murdered, Miss Vivee.” I surely didn’t want to hear anything like that. “There
is no way you could know. For all anyone knows he could of
had a heart attack.”


Miss Vivee laughed. “You hear
that Mac? A heart attack.”


“I heard her.” Mac gave a smile
and nodded his head.


“The girl has no imagination.”
Miss Vivee shook her head. “Not a creative bone in her body. She could never
write a good mystery.”


“Is that what you’re aiming
for?” I asked. “Enough material to write a book?”


“Honeybun, my life would be a
best seller.”


I had to laugh. Because I was
sure that was true.


“So,” I directed my next
question to Mac. “Since you two are sure Campbell Gruger was murdered, I’m sure
you know how.”


“Vivee said he was murdered, not
me,” Mac said, stirring his cup of cold coffee like it would make a difference
with the tempature.


“You disagree with her?” I
asked surprised. Mac’s opinion was usually the same as Miss Vivee, and included
whatever craziness she was offering at any given time.


“Of course he doesn’t disagree
with me,” Miss Vivee said and dropped her fork down on the plate with a clang.
“Don’t go trying to make a rift in my marriage.”


“I didn’t do anything.” I held
my hands up. I looked at Mac, hoping he’d help me out.


He wiped his mouth with his
napkin and then winked at me. “But of course I agree with her.”


“And,” Miss Vivee said and
looked at Mac then back at me. “I haven’t figured out what or who killed him. I
was thinking we’d have to put our heads together on that one. Have a pow-wow
after we gathered a little bit more information.”


“I’m not going around
questioning the guests, Miss Vivee,” I said. “And you have no reason to try and
investigate this. No reason.”


“I don’t need you to help me
question anyone. I have a husband now, he’ll assist me. Won’t you, Mac?”


“We’ve made friends with nearly
all the guests already,” he said. “Don’t believe it would hurt anything if we
find out what they know.”


He may have had to blindly
follow Miss Vivee and jump in line with all her maneuverings, until death do
they part, but I didn’t. And I wasn’t.


“Well, count me out,” I said.


“You were never counted in,”
Miss Vivee said.


And before I could counter
that, she popped up straight in her seat. “Well look-a-there!”


Miss
Vivee was the first to notice the police helicopters heading to the Malolo shore. There were two helicopters. I figured a
medical examiner must be in one. We saw them land and walk toward the bodies. I
knew there was no way she was going to let those law enforcement officers tend
to those dead bodies all by themselves.


“Let’s
go,” Miss Vivee said and hopped up from her seat. “I don’t want to miss
anything.”


I just bet you don’t.


I didn’t squawk about going
back. I was interested in what was going on as most people would be, two dead
bodies is an unusual sight. I wanted to see what was being done and said, even
if I didn’t want to go around interrogating the guests.


Leaving out of the Complex
heading back to the beach, I saw Hank Harrison standing hidden halfway behind a
door. He had his eyes fixed in the direction we were going.


Why didn’t he just go down
there?


As we walked, I could see that
now the officers from the choppers were laying out yellow tape. It gave me
flashbacks of all the crime scenes I’d seen as of late.


What was this one? Number
seven? Number eight? Or was it number eight and nine? There had been too many
for me to keep count.


Other guests and staff had also
started to gather around again. And as we got closer, I saw that the bodies had
been place in black bags, and Avvy and Temo speaking to a man in a black suit,
and a black tie. I figured he must be in charge.


Avvy was crying. It was the
first I’d seen them that morning. But if what they’d told Miss Vivee about
Madda Crawford being the prankster, Avvy couldn’t have been too sad about her
death.


Avvy Sovaia
and Temo Mara. They were young, slim, and shapely. They looked more like they
enjoyed the island rather than working it, friendly to everyone, always
smiling. But their business acumen, I’m guessing must have been top notched.


I wasn’t sure if they were
husband and wife, brother or sister, or what. They didn’t have the same last
name, which I found wasn’t uncommon in Fiji. They didn’t show much affection
between them, and she acted as his equal – never walking behind him often
moving in sync with him, not a common Fijian custom. All I knew was that Likuliku Lagoon Resort was a family-owned business, and
they were the family that owned it. They ran it, and they, along with a woman
that looked older than Miss Vivee (if that was possible), lived in a small
house behind the main building. It was nothing fancy, and took me by surprise
when I first saw it because, I was sure, with all the deluxe accommodations and
smiling, happy guests at the resort, they had to be making millions.


“Yoo-hoo! Hello!” Miss Vivee
waved her hand at the police officers before we had gotten close enough to have
a conversation. The breeze had kicked up a notch, and had almost become windy.
She wrapped her long yellow scarf around her neck to stop it from flapping. “I
saw the whole thing,” she yelled.


The officer in the suit and tie
smiled and waved at Miss Vivee, keeping an eye on her until she arrived, which
was longer than most would take, the sand slowing her down.


“Hello,” he said to her. His handshake brief and timid. Miss Vivee pulled her hand away
and looked at it, then at him. I’m sure she wasn’t impressed. “I’m
Inspector Tomasi Walota from the Nadi
Police Station. And who are you?”


“Look,” Miss Vivee said, she sounded
out of breath. She pointed at his notebook and turned to look at me. “Good
thing I picked up a couple from Hadley’s Drugstore before we came.”


Had she been expecting a
murder?


“Yes, yes,” she said as she
noticed he patiently waited on her to answer his question. “I’m Vivienne
Pennywell.”


The police detective started
scrawling in his notepad.


“Whitson,” Mac said, adding her
now married name.


The officer looked at Miss
Vivee for confirmation.


“Vivienne Pennywell-Whitson,”
Miss Vivee said. “Of course, and this is my husband, Dr. Macomber
Whitson.” Inspector Walota grasped
Mac’s hand with a one-shake downward motion. Miss Vivee finished her
introductions, even one for Bay who hadn’t arrived yet.


“My grandson, Bay
Colquett is on his way here now. To Fiji,” she said and nodded. “He’s with the
Federal Bureau of Investigation.”


“The FBI?” The
inspector asked as if wanting
clarification, then wrote something down in his notebook.


Miss Vivee stopped
talking and squinted at him. I hoped she wasn’t going to ask him if he was slow
like she always did me. Instead she continued with her introductions. “Yes.
He’s coming from Georgia, and’ll be here tomorrow.
Unofficially, of course. And
this is his fiancée, our granddaughter, Logan Dickerson. She’s an
archaeologist.”


“Ah?” He looked at me, but
didn’t make any kind of notation.


I hoped that was a good thing.


 “Yes,” Miss Vivee said.
“She’ll be joining an archaeological excavation in Lautoka next week.”


I
just smiled. I knew better than to try and answer any of his questions, even if
they were about me. Miss Vivee was in charge of this conversation.


“So
you say you saw what happened?” The inspector arched an eyebrow. He glanced at
Avvy and Temo then back to Miss Vivee.


“Yes,
I did.”


He
wrote down something else.


I
didn’t know what the penalty for lying to the police in Fiji was, and he seemed
to be keeping an accurate record of all the lies, but just in case it was death
by firing squad, I stepped back, distancing myself from Miss Vivee.


“I
saw everything,” she said.


I
looked up to the sky. Lord, please don’t strike her down.


“What
did you see?” he asked


For
some reason my heart picked up its pace and my mouth got dry. I licked my lips
and braced myself.


“I
saw Campbell Gruger murdered.”


I
felt sick to my stomach.













 


Chapter Six


 


Thank goodness for the loud rev
and rumble of the motor of that boat speeding toward the shore. A boat that
brought a guest who seemed to be well-known to Avvy and Temo. And a boat that
interrupted Miss Vivee’s advent into the Outer Limits . . .


Sassy Alcott-Gruger arrived by
private speedboat. I didn’t know who she was as the boat came barreling toward
the island, but I thought we’d travelled back to the 1950s.


Once the boat docked, I could
see she had several men standing guard around her, making her look like
royalty. She sat with her legs titled to the side, feet together and her hands
placed primly on her lap. The pink chiffon scarf she wore delicately covered
her shoulder length blonde hair, and the ends of it were looped and tossed over
her shoulder. She was dressed in white capris, and a pink halter. Large
white-rimmed sunglasses covered half her face, the other half housed her matte
red, plump lips that were more large and full than the ones her DNA had
dictated. At her feet was a giant Louis Vuitton satchel. She spoke money
without saying a word.


Everyone’s attention turn to
her entrance, thankfully taking the conversation in a different direction than
the one Miss Vivee had it headed in.


Temo turned back to the
Inspector, bowed his exit, and gave Avvy a look that said, “Follow me.”


Temo went to the boat and
offered his hand, she grabbed and he led the petite woman off then bowed his
head as Avvy spoke to her. All eyes on her, we couldn’t hear Avvy’s words, but I knew they must’ve been devastating. I
even felt tempted to run to the aid of this Harper’s Bazaar Woman when I saw
her knees buckle. Temo swept her up, and beckoned for a staffer to bring over a
beach chair, and another one brought a glass of water from the nearby beach bar.


It didn’t take long for her to
regain her composure, and when she had Temo leaned down and spoke to her. At
the end of their conversation, both their heads turned and looked at us. She
nodded and stood up. Pulling away from the offer of Temo’s
outstretched hand, she held her head high and walked over to us, it seemed with
all the grace she could muster with the sand and wind trying to falter her
movements.


“I’m Mrs. Campbell Gruger.
Alcott-Gruger,” the woman from the speedboat announced to Inspector Walato in a very pronounced Southern accent, her lips
curled into a warm smile. “But you can call me Sassy.”


 Everyone’s mouth dropped
open, and Miss Vivee started thumping me on the side of my thigh.


“Stop it!” I whispered to her.


“Good lord, her husband is dead!”
she said with another smack.


“I know.” I grabbed her hand to
keep her from hitting me again.


“I understand that one of those
bodies belong to my husband?” Sassy Gruger nodded to the bagged corpses.


“Yes,” Inspector said with an
arched eyebrow.


“Do you suppose that you could
make haste in removing his remains?” she said, never flinching. “I don’t want
him to be made a spectacle. Afford him some dignity until I can make
arrangements to have him flown home.”


“Of course,” the Inspector
said. He nodded to other police officers, who then scurried over. “But,” he
said as they picked up one of the bodies and headed to their chopper. “We will
have to take the bodies with us first to be autopsied. They will be no taking
him home until we’ve finished out investigation.”


And at that, with a sigh and a
limp hand reaching for her brow, Sassy Alcott-Gruger fainted straight away.













 


Chapter Seven


 


“Hello,” Miss Vivee said. The
first thing Sassy saw when she opened her eyes was Miss Vivee, her nose nearly
touching the newly widowed woman’s face.


Sassy pulled back and pushed
herself up, propping up on her elbows.


“I’m Dr. Whitson,” Mac said
gently moving Miss Vivee out of the way, he bent over her. “I came to your aid
when you fainted out on the beach. Do you remember that?”


I bent in to hear her answer.


“Of course she does,” Miss
Vivee said.


Mac, without hesitation had
seen to Sassy, having staff carry her into one of the cabanas. Miss Vivee,
announcing she was a mid-wife followed him, pulling me behind her saying,
“Come, Nurse Dickerson.”


I’m sure saying she was a
mid-wife was the first lie that came to mind, but why she thought anyone would
think a mid-wife would be needed for a woman who had fainted, I couldn’t
understand.


And why I was a nurse, when I had
two Ph.D.s, and in most circles was referred to as
Dr. Dickerson, didn’t make sense to me either. But I played along.


Plus, I was intrigued by this
Mrs. Sassy Gruger . . . I mean Alcott-Gruger.


Sassy looked at the three of
us, parted her crimson colored lips and let out a wail. The three of us stood
upright and stepped back.


My eyes got wide and I looked
from her to Mac, then Miss Vivee. “Do something Miss Vivee,” I said.


“Dearie,” Miss Vivee said and
sat next to her on the lounger. “I know this is hard for you, but it will be
okay.” She took Sassy’s hand. “The police will figure out who murdered your
husband.”


“Murdered?” she shrieked.


Well that didn’t make it any
better.


“Miss Vivee!” I said. “Why
would you say that?”


“You told me to do something.”


“I didn’t tell you to lie to
her. You were supposed to comfort her.”


“Well, isn’t it a comfort to
know that the murderer won’t get away with his crime?” Her face looked confused
as if she couldn’t understand my logic.


Only it was her logic that was
faulty.


“Mrs. Gruger,” I said and slid
up next to her trying to get in front of Miss Vivee. “Your husband was in a
terrible accident.”


“Accident,” her eyes got big
and she was nodding her head. “Yes. That’s what Avvy said. “It was an
accident.”


“I’ve seen Campbell Gruger
swim,” Mac said. “No way he wouldn’t have survived
that fall into the water.”


“But I’ve noticed Madda
Crawford on the beach before. She couldn’t swim,” I said showing I’d been
observant as well. “So maybe she fought in the water because she was scared,
and they both drowned.”


“In those calm waters?” Miss
Vivee said. “Tsk.” She sucked her tongue and waved her hand at me.


“Maybe it was an accident. That
or the accident caused him to lose consciousness?” I offered. “Then he couldn’t
have helped Madda.”


Miss Vivee held her hand up.
“Well if you just want to lie to the girl . . .” she said. “Be my guest.” She
got up from the lounger.


Sassy looked from me to Miss
Vivee.


“I’m not trying to be rude Mrs-”


“Whitson,” Miss Vivee said,
sounding as if she didn’t want anything else to do with the conversation.


“It’s just that I didn’t know.”
Sassy put on a pouty, apologetic face. “I didn’t know that that was a
possibility.”


“Now you know,” Miss Vivee
said.


 “Now I know,” Sassy
repeated, her voice softening, she held out her hand for Miss Vivee.


Oh brother.


Miss Vivee gave me a smirk,
then took Sassy’s outstretched “olive branch.”


“It’s alright, sweetie,” Miss
Vivee said. “Everything will be okay.”


“So he was murdered?”


Miss Vivee nodded her head.


“And did he really kill someone
else, too?”


“That was an accident,” Mac
said. “But yes, it looks that way.”


“Who was it?” Sassy asked


“Madda Crawford. An American,
too,” Mac said. “Older woman. But she seemed quite nice.”


Mac looked at Miss Vivee, it
was easy to see he didn’t want her to say anything about his comment.


I guess it isn’t a good
thing to speak ill of the dead.


“This is just a mess!” Sassy
said and started her blubbering again. She swung her feet off the chaise lounge
and stood up. She tottered over to the door, one hand on head, the other
holding her back, then turned back to us. “Someone murdered Cam?” Eyes as red
as her lipstick, tears were flowing down her cheeks. “I just can’t believe it?”
Her words were melding in with her sobs. She tossed her head back and forth in
disbelief. “Everybody loved him.”


“Evidently not,” Miss Vivee
said.


Now I felt like I was in a
1950s movie.


“Miss Vivee,” I said, trying to
calm the situation. “You don’t know that for sure.”


Sassy looked at me, then at
Miss Vivee like she didn’t know who to believe. She sniffed back her tears, and
spotting a cloth napkin on the mini bar, she walked over, grabbed it and blew
her nose on it like it was a hanky. Then she dropped it to the floor.


I was going to use paper
napkins from here on out.


“Who is that woman?” Sassy
said, she leaned toward Miss Vivee and nodded toward me.


I guess she had chosen sides.


“You shouldn’t get her riled up
with your presumptions,” I said ignoring the apparent collusion against me.


Miss Vivee’s eyes got wide and
she smacked her lips. I could tell that she didn’t like what I said.


Sassy watched us, swallowing
hard, she nosily sniffed her snot back up in quick succession. Our eyes locking
momentarily.


Was she considering coming
back to my side?


 “Tell her, Mac,” Miss
Vivee said. “Tell her her husband was murdered.”


“My wife has plenty of
experience in the area,” Mac said being obviously, at least to me,
non-committal.


“See,” Miss Vivee said.


I guess she hadn’t taken Mac’s
comment the same way I had.


And with that perfunctory
conclusion by Miss Vivee, Sassy opened her mouth and let out another wail.


Oh my, God.




 






 

 


Chapter Eight


 


I was beginning to think that
Sassy Gruger really had stepped out of a movie – a 1910 silent movie. She was so
melodramatic.


I thought perhaps that it was
just a Southern thing. Delicate, sensitive women – left over vestiges from
another era. I’d seen Brie and Renmar act that way. I’d even seen Miss Vivee
pretend to, because in reality, nothing bowled her over.


Miss Vivee had taken right to
Sassy. She called her by only one name, something Miss Vivee reserved for
members of the family or extremely close friends. Miss Vivee seemed in awe of
Sassy from the moment she stepped off the boat. And then with her accent and
Southern charm, I bet it made Miss Vivee feel like she was home. That and
because Sassy probably reminded Miss Vivee of Renmar.


Renmar Colquett, Miss Vivee’s
oldest daughter, and mother to my fiancé (I just love saying that word), Bay Colquett,
was a true Southern belle.


Sassy settled down. Again.


I would have a headache if I
bounced back and forth between emotions as fast, and as much as she did.


“So,
you’re a doctor?” Sassy asked Mac and smiled sweetly.


“Retired,”
Mac said. “But I try to keep up with all the new medical advances.”


“My
daddy is a doctor. But, like my momma, I’m just a little ‘ole housewife.”


“Ain’t
no shame in that,” Miss Vivee said.


“And
what do you do?” Sassy flapped a hand my way.


“She’s
our granddaughter,” Mac said, answering for me. “And she’s an archaeologist.”


“Really?”
Sassy squinted her eyes like just the thought of me was giving her a headache.


“Yes,”
Mac said. “And a very good one.”


Thanks, Grandad.


Mac
pointed at Miss Vivee. “My wife, Vivee, is a doctor of sorts, too.


“Are
you now?” Sassy said. “And whatever does that mean, ‘a doctor of sorts’?”


“I’m a Voodoo herbalist,” Miss
Vivee said.


“Oh my,” Sassy said and
hiccupped. “I love that! What I wouldn’t do for some of my Momma’s Chamomile
and lavender tea right now.” Sassy placed her hand over her heart. “It would
surely ease the pain of the hole that’s being bore into my heart.”


She was speaking right up Miss
Vivee’s alley.


“You
come with us,” Miss Vivee said. She offered Sassy a hand as she got up, then
wrapped her arms around Sassy’s. “I’ve got just the thing.”


We
walked out of the cabana and toward Miss Vivee and Mac’s bure. “Ashwaganda tea,” Miss Vivee said. “It’s from a plant that’s
native to India. It’ll help calm you. Take all your stress away. I brought it
with me from Georgia.”


Oh she’s got tea for Sassy, but nothing for me when my skin was burning off
my body.


But
nonetheless, I was glad to be leaving out of the cramped cabana, and Sassy’s
antics was enough to make my head spin.


Mac
led the way, as we single-filed out of the small beach house, when Miss Vivee came up from behind and pinched
me.


“Ouch!” I said and snatched my
arm away.


“Don’t embarrass me in front of
people like that,” Miss Vivee said. “Not ever again.”


“What are you talking about?” I
asked.


“Telling her that I didn’t know
what I was talking about, like I’m just some old, looney biddy.”


“What? I never said that.”


“You implied it. Telling her we
can’t be sure it was murder.” She nodded her head at me. “If you don’t have
anything nice to say,” she said. “Then don’t say anything.”


I guess telling the truth
wasn’t a “nice” thing to say.


 


┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘


 


“I’m really going to miss him,”
Sassy said, she looked at Miss Vivee over the rim of her teacup, her eyes sad,
her voice low.


Still her demeanor had changed
since we’d left the cabana. Maybe it was the walk in the sunshine, or Miss
Vivee’s tea. I wasn’t sure, but she seemed calmer. More sane.


We had made it to Miss Vivee
and Mac’s bure. Miss Vivee had brewed tea, and even let me have a cup of it,
although she whispered to me that I didn’t need any.


“I’m sure you are sad,” Miss
Vivee said. “Mac and I are just newlyweds, but I don’t know what I’d do without
him.”


“Newlyweds!” Sassy clapped her
hands together. “Hush your mouth!”


“It’s true,” Mac said. “Took me
darn near forty years to get her to say ‘I do.’”


“Cam and I had only been
married four years. But, I declare, those were the happiest years of my life. I
couldn’t begin to tell you how much I loved him.”


“More than Carter’s got pills?”
Miss Vivee asked.


“More than Carter’s got pills,”
Sassy said and nodded. “And I was a good wife, too. Weren’t nobody gonna treat
him better and he knew it.” She laughed. “And to prove he knew it, he was the
best husband and friend a girl could have. While he was here, we talked every
day, and when he wasn’t calling me, he was texting me.” She let out a slight
giggle. “Faithful, loving, I just couldn’t have wished for a better husband.”
Sassy took a sip of her tea. “I tell you, I was leading a fairytale life. He
only had eyes for me.”


“I say,” Miss Vivee said.


“My momma always told me to
take good care of my man, and he’d take good care of me,” Sassy said in her
signature Southern drawl. “And my daddy taught me what it took to do that.”


“And what is it that you did?”
Miss Vivee asked.


I leaned in to listen, too. I
didn’t have any good examples of how to keep your man happy.


My father was a saint to put up
with my crazy mother. She was always getting into something. And in addition to
that she suffered from depression, so some days it was hard for anyone to be
around her, if she’d let us come close. She was nice to my father, although I
couldn’t tell you what it was that she did that was considered “taking good
care” of her man, or how they stayed married for more than thirty years.


And Mac was a diehard when it
came to Miss Vivee. She could roll over him with an eighteen wheeler (or her
1994 Lincoln Town Car – true story) and he’d love her just the same. So I
wanted to hear what Sassy had to say.


“I do declare,” Sassy said, she
stretched her eyes open and started fanning her hands beside them. “You are
going to make me start crying all over again!”


“Oh, I’m sorry, dear.” Miss Vivee
started fanning her hands in Sassy’s face too. “Would you like some more tea?
Mac get her more tea.”


“No thank you, ma’am,” Sassy
said.  I can’t sit here any longer, acting like a bump on a log. I’ve got
to get moving.”


It looked as if the tears she
tried to hold at bay, weren’t cooperating. I could see a few fall down her
cheeks.


“I have to get all of my
husband’s belongings,” Sassy said. “Pack them up, collect him and make
arrangements to get him back to Meridian.” She stood up. “I can hear my momma
now, ‘Sassy,’ she’d say, ‘hold your head up, girl. Put on your good face, and
show them what you’re made of.’”


She walked to the mirror over
the dresser, dug in her purse, and pulled out a tube of lipstick. She smeared
more of the flat red color on her lips, fluffed her hair, adjusted her scarf,
and turned to look at us. “And when my daddy thought I needed a little
motivation, he’d say, ‘You’re an Alcott, Sassy. You go out there and give ‘em hell.’”


Miss Vivee and Mac laughed.
“Well, it looks like you were raised right,” Miss Vivee said. “And don’t worry,
we’re here to help you do whatever you need to do.”


“Ain’t
that just the nicest thing,” Sassy said, swiping the tears from her face.
“Well, I just thank you, because right now I could use a friend. Or two.”


I’m guessing I wasn’t included in that distinction . . .













Chapter Nine


 


“What I’d like,” Sassy said,
acting as if she didn’t want to put Miss Vivee out. “Is help getting my
husband’s things from that mountainside camp. The one where he was training? I
had all kinds of expensive stuff sent up there and, I just don’t want anything
to happen to it.”


“You want us to go with you?”
Mac offered. “Give you a hand?”


“We’d be happy to help,” Miss
Vivee said. “I’ll just have to grab my pocketbook, and we’ll be ready to go.”


“Oh! What a relief,” Sassy
said. “I dreaded going up there by myself, face those people, everyone knowing
that Cam was dead.” She swiped her hand over her forehead. “I’ll arrange us a
ride up there.”


Our ride was a jeep she
borrowed from Temo. I had to sit in the rumble seat. I guess that was the area
assigned to “non-friends.”


Sassy rambled on the entire
time we drove up the mountainside. “Cam and I came up here last year, that’s
when he found out about this place. This camp is small,” she said, “but it fit
his needs. It’s run by Harley Grace Manicore. It
ain’t much, but she gives it all she’s got. Plus, she is just starting out.”


“What’s the camp for?” Miss
Vivee asked.


“Cyclists,” Sassy said like it
was a silly question. “They clean and tune the bikes for the bikers, teach them
about nutrition . . .” She threw up her hands. “I don’t know, exactly. ‘It’s training, honey,’ is all Cam would say.” She let out a
laugh. “I’m not always too quick in catching on to new things, I’m sure it can
be frustrating to others, if you know what I mean.”


“Oh, I do,” Miss Vivee said. “I
live with Logan.”


What is that supposed to
mean?


“Now you have to be careful
when we get farther up,” Sassy said. “The air is thinner, it might be harder
for you to breath. And it’s cooler. And from what I’ve been told, that makes it
a good place to train. And besides good roads, and trails, the view is
spectacular.”


“It is beautiful up here,” Mac
said.


On either side of the roads
everything was lush and green. There were tall densely growing, broad-leaved
trees, flowering plants, and a chorus of chirping and buzzing.


When we got up to the camp, it
reminded me of my excavations sites. There was a clearing with a few tents
scattered about, and it was enclosed with a makeshift wooden fence. There were
a few people around, and lots of bikes.


But then, right outside of the
perimeter, hidden behind trees and shrubbery, I could’ve sworn I saw Hank
Harrison. He was just standing there. I squinted and stared for a moment, then
turned away. When I turned back, he was gone. I shook my head and blinked a
couple of times. Maybe I was just seeing things.


But if I weren’t, that was the
second time today I’d seen him just lurking around.


We got out of the jeep and
headed toward a tent that had a sign that read, “Office.”


“Gregory,” Sassy said. She
spoke to one of the bikers as we passed him. Her attitude with him was formal
and terse. So unbecoming to the Sassy I had gotten used to seeing in the last
two hours.


He nodded in response.


“Have you seen Harley Grace?”


He jerked his head in the
direction we were already going. “She’s over there.”


“Harley,” Sassy said and held
out her arms for an embrace as we entered the tent.


“I’m really sorry for your
loss, Sassy,” Harley Grace said. She stood up from her desk and walked over,
giving Sassy a hug. Harley Grace was dressed in cyclist tights that had pink
piping, and had on a pink windbreaker. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail,
her skin was tanned, and her eyes were red. It was easy to see she’d been
crying.


“It’s both of our losses,”
Sassy said. “I know you loved him, too.”


Tears started flowing from
Harley Grace’s eyes. “I did,” she said. “He was like a brother to me. I’m going
to miss him.”


Miss Vivee and Mac walked
around the tent as Sassy and Harley Grace talked. I followed behind her like I
was Cat, her wheaton Scottish terrier, who even after
lots of pouting and slamming stuff (not by the dog, but by Miss Vivee), had to
be left at home.


There were gallons of water in
plastic containers, big cans of powdered protein drinks and bars, and cans of
tuna that lined shelves on the wall. A generator kept a small fridge going,
folding chairs were scattered about, and there were a slew of bikes stored
there. All of them locked down tight with thick chains and U-lock shackles.


“It just doesn’t seem real to
me, Harley. I can’t understand. Why was he riding around on that moped?” Sassy
asked. “He came here to get into shape.”


“He was tired,” Harley Grace
said. “He’d just got back from his century ride.”


“Oh was that yesterday?” Sassy
asked. “I was so proud that he was going to do that. And glad he did it here
with you because I know you’d made sure he took all the right precautions.”


“I did,” Harley Grace said.


“Where’s his Yamaha?” Sassy asked
looking around. “If he was on a moped, it should be here.”


“Oh we haven’t gotten it back
yet,” Harley Grace said.


“Gotten it back? From where?”
Sassy asked.


“From Viti Levu,”
she looked at Sassy. “The big island.”


“Yes, I know it’s
Viti Levu,” Sassy said.


“Oh. Well, the chain broke on
it and we sent it over to a bike shop there to have it repaired.”


Sassy gasped like she’d just
found out she’d found her best friend had succumbed to dysentery.


“No big deal,” Harley Grace
said. “It happens.”


“What about his other bikes?”
Sassy asked. “Couldn’t he have ridden down the mountian?”


“Like I said, Sassy,” Harley
Grace said. “He was tired. He just wanted to get back down the mountain.”


“For what?” Sassy asked


“I don’t know,” she shrugged.


“Well, if he hadn’t been on
that motorized bike maybe he could have been saved,” Sassy said. “And he
couldn’t have hurt anyone else. You know another guest at the resort was
killed, too.”


“I heard,” Harley Grace said.


“Well, it doesn’t matter now,” Sassy
said and waved her hand around the room. “We have to take care of all of this.
Take care of things properly.” She swiped the palms of her hands together. “I
want to get his things home.” Sassy pointed to the shelves. “I’ll just use the
boxes all this stuff came in.” She went over and held Harley Grace’s hands.
“And don’t you worry none, I’ll take care of anything he owes you.”


“Sassy-”


“No. It’s fine. And don’t be a
stranger, you hear?” Sassy didn’t let Harley Grace finish what she wanted to
say. Pushing forward, she steered to ending the conversation. Sassy folded
Harley Grace into a big hug. It seemed that she was comforting Harley Grace
instead of the other way around. “I’ve brought help.” Sassy smiled brightly and
pointed to the three of us.


But before Sassy could explain
any further, Inspector Tomasi Walota walked in.


“Oh mercy,” Sassy said.
“Nothing else has gone wrong, has it?”


 “No.” He shook his head.
He was all business. “It’s just that we’re going to have to close down this
camp for a day or two,” he announced. He looked around the room. “What are you
doing here Mrs. Whitson?”


He remembered her name, that
couldn’t be a good thing.


“Just helping my friend. We
wanted to pack up her husband’s things and see to them getting back to the
states.”


I had my fingers crossed that
she wouldn’t mention anything about murder.


He zeroed in on Harley Grace.
“Are you Harley Manicore?” the Inspector asked.


“Harley Grace Manicore,” she said and stepped forward extending her hand.
“What is this all about?”


He took it and gave her the
same limp handshake he’d given Miss Vivee.


“Routine,” Inspector Walota said. “We understand that one of the victims of this
morning’s unfortunate accident,” he looked at Miss Vivee with narrowed eyes,
“may have pulled a prank on the other.”


“I . . . I couldn’t tell you
anything about that,” Harley Grace said. “Not even sure what you mean.”


“Do you know anything about a
broken chain on one of Campbell Gruger’s bikes?”
Tomasi Walota asked


“Oh yes,” Sassy spoke up. “It
was his Yamaha. Did Miss Crawford do something to it?”


How did Sassy plan on
answering questions about it? She’d just found out about it herself.


“Can’t say,” he said. “We
really don’t have any information on it.”


“What does that have to do with
your investigation of the accident,” Miss Vivee asked, her tone was
haughty, almost mocking when she said the word “accident.”


He smiled at her, seeing
through her comment. “We are not prepared to share any information on our
investigation at this time, Mrs. Whitson,” he said. “We are just attempting to
follow through on the information that we have.”


“Well we’ll be happy to help in
any way we can,” Miss Southern Belle said. Sassy dug in on her accent and
gushed out a heap of her sweet persona.


“Well, we’ll be leaving,” Miss
Vivee said staring down Inspector Walota. “Sassy, are
you coming?”


“No,” she said and sighed. “I
think it’s best to stay for a little bit longer, in case the Inspector has any
questions. But why don’t you two take the jeep back down. I couldn’t ask you to
walk.”


“That’s very kind,” Mac said.


“If you need us for anything,”
Miss Vivee said. “Don’t you hesitate to ask, you got it?”


“I won’t,” she said and smiled.
“And it should be me thanking you. I’ll keep you updated.” She gave Miss Vivee
a wink.













 


Chapter Ten


 


I don’t know what Sassy was
thinking when she told Miss Vivee that the “two” of them could take the jeep
back. I wasn’t walking down that mountain, while they rode. Plus, who did she
think was going to drive? Certainly not Miss Vivee, I’d almost died the last
time she tried that. I headed right to it once we left the tent, happy that I
didn’t have to ride backwards anymore.


“Yoo-hoo!”


I knew that little call. And I
knew just what it meant.


Miss Vivee was trying to talk
to somebody. I turned around and saw her, her pocketbook over one arm, the
other one waving in the air, making a beeline to the biker Sassy had spoken to
when we first arrived.


“I came up here with Sassy,”
Miss Vivee said making her way over to him. “But I really wanted to talk to
you. I was hoping to get the chance.”


On, here she goes . . .


She made it over to the biker,
a sorrowful look on her face. I could tell she was starting with her tall
tales, because there was no way she could have wanted to speak with that man,
she didn’t even know who he was.


But, she was ready to get this
murder investigation started, and it seemed, for whatever reason, he was first
on her list.


“Gregory?”


“Yes?” he said. He was stooped
down next to his bike.


“It seemed like you and Sassy
Gruger aren’t on the best of terms. And I didn’t want to upset her any further.
That’s why I waited to come and talk to you.”


“Talk to me? What for?” He said
and chuckled.


“I was worried about you,” Miss
Vivee said.


Gregory Can raised his
eyebrows, wrinkling his forehead. “Why would you worry about me?”


“Because you just lost a
friend. A fellow biker,” she said. “We’re on the grief committee for the
resort.” She nodded her head toward Mac, then touched her hand on Gregory arm.
“What’s your last name?”


I knew she needed that for her “Suspect”
notebook. Even though I hadn’t seen one surface yet, I figured it wouldn’t be
long. She’d told Inspector Walota she’d brought one
on the trip.


“Can,” he said. “C-A-N. Gregory
Can.” He stood up and faced Miss Vivee.


Gregory was blonde with steel blue
eyes. He had a “bikers” physique – tight buns, defined calf muscle. He wore
black bike shorts, with a wide orange, and narrower white, stripe on the side.
He had on a white cycling jersey. A pair of sunglasses hung around his neck,
and his helmet and gloves were propped up on the seat of his black Santa Cruz
bike. He’d been wiping it down when we walked up.


“Well Mr. Can, we’re just here
to offer a little solace to the people at the camp.”


“He wasn’t a friend of mine.”


“No?” Mac asked.


“No. Campbell Gruger was
jealous of me,” Gregory Can said matter-of-factly. “We were never friends.”


“Jealous of you?” Miss Vivee
snickered. “That’s not what I heard.”


“Really?” I saw his jaw tighten
up, and a vein in his temple pop.


It seemed to me that he didn’t
want to be bothered with Miss Vivee, but he couldn’t turn down the opportunity
to hear what was being said about him. I knew she hadn’t heard anything and
wondered what she was going to make up to say now that she’d piqued his
interest.


“What have you heard?” he said.
He stopped what he was doing and looked directly at Miss Vivee.


“That he was a better cycler
than you. Much better.”


This time, he scoffed at her
remark. “He was better at shooting off his mouth. But not this.” He pointed to his
bike. “I’ve been riding for a long time. He started riding and right off the
rip thought he could surpass everyone else. He rode a bike, nothing like what
cyclists do, probably just to the neighborhood grocery store.”


“Not a cyclist? Going to the
grocery store?” I asked. What a put-down. “So, is that different from what you
do?”


“Sure it is. There’s no noise
from the city, no cars in your way, you hit the terrain and it’s
dirt instead of asphalt. Hills instead of sidewalks. You have to be a different
kind of rider.”


“Why did he switch?”


“I don’t know. He acted like he
had such a point to prove. He just like to think he was better than everyone
else.”


“What was the reason?”


“Other than to irritate me?”


“Yes,” Miss Vivee said. “Other
than that.”


“To find a way to get back to
Fiji.”


“I thought it was training for
a biking competition?” Mac said. “He told me he’d entered one. His first one.
Was pretty proud of it.”


“You can’t call what he was
doing training,” Gregory Can said. “Just because you can afford the best bikes,
and buy a whole lot of equipment and biking gear doesn’t mean anything. And I’m
telling you, that’s not why he came back here.”


“He’d been here before?”


“Oh yeah.” He chuckled and went
back to wiping his bike down. “Just ask Elenoa about it. She’ll tell you.”


“He took up riding for Elenoa?”
Miss Vivee asked seemingly confused. “He’s got a wife.”


“That’s why he needed an
excuse. But he picked the wrong thing to use as his cover story. He wasn’t
physically able to handle biking.”


“And what does that mean?” Miss
Vivee asked.


“Stamina. He wouldn’t have ever
been able to keep up with people who had been doing for years, and the first
competition he entered he would’ve found that out in the first five minutes. He
didn’t have the bulk. He didn’t have the training. He didn’t have the right
attitude. And all those protein shakes and steroids he was taking wasn’t going
to cut it either.”












Chapter Eleven


 


“So what was that about, Miss
Vivee?” I asked. We were heading back down the hill. Mac sat in the back, and
Miss Vivee up front with me.


“What?”


“Why would you question that
man? He was just some random biker we saw when we got up the hill.”


“He was the only one, except
for Harley Grace that Sassy spoke to. And it seemed to me, with the tone she used
with him, that there was some kind of animosity between the two of them. I
wanted to find out what it was.”


“Did you?” I asked, unable to
remember any question she asked relevant to him and Sassy’s relationship.


“No, because he lied the entire
conversation I had with him,” Miss Vivee said. “Such an arrogant little cuss.
He acted as if Campbell Gruger’s every move was based
on him personally.”


“Lied about what? He answered
your questions and didn’t even know who you were.”


“That’s how I know he was lying.
He talked too much. Telling strangers Campbell Gruger’s
business.”


“It just sounded to me like he
didn’t like him.”


“Well that’s what I wanted to
find out – if he didn’t like him well enough to kill him.”


“So what about Elenoa and
Campbell Gruger? There’s that love triangle possibility that you’re always
thinking is the motive for murder,” I said and looked at her out the corner of
my eye.


“Sort of like the heart attacks
you’re always thinking caused the deaths?” She said sarcastically.


Hadn’t I even thought Campbell’s death might be a myocardial infarction?


She got me on that one.


“Okay. I just don’t want to
always jump to murder as the cause of death. I would like for once, someone
around me to die from natural causes.” Miss Vivee raised her eyebrow at me.
“It’s wouldn’t be a bad thing, you know.”


“Not your destiny,” she said
and shook her head.


I blew out an “Ugh.” I let my
neck and my eyes roll back. “If I believed that my destiny was preordained by
you and your Voodoo mambo, which I don’t,” I said and pursed my lips. “Then I
also believe that destiny can change.”


“Think what you want,” she said
matter-of-factly.


I didn’t want to put any bad
affirmations out into the universe and accept such a fate. But I also knew that
I wouldn’t be able to move on and get to my dig if I didn’t placate Miss Vivee
in her need to solve this “murder.”


“I don’t know if I believe
Campbell Gruger was messing around with Elenoa,” Miss Vivee said. “That he
would cheat on Sassy.”


“Elenoa was pretty distraught
when she found out about his death,” I said. “She was the one that let out that
blood curdling scream that woke me up out of my sleep.”


“Harley Grace was pretty
upset,” Miss Vivee said. “You think maybe she was having an affair with
Campbell Gruger, too?”


I hunched my shoulders. “I
don’t know,” I said. “It’s possible.” I looked at her. “What do you think?” I
asked.


Miss Vivee was the one that was
always thinking that everyone was cheating on everybody else.


“If that Campbell Gruger was
having an affair with Elenoa,” Miss Vivee said collecting her thoughts, “and I
haven’t made up my mind yet that that’s true, I can’t see why he’d travel
halfway around the world to be with a hussy when he’s got a perfectly wonderful
wife at home.”


Hussy?


I’d only heard Miss Vivee use
that word one other time, and that was when she told me about the woman she
thought Mac had cheated on her with.


Elenoa didn’t resemble anything
like what one would think a “hussy” looked like.


Elenoa was young and beautiful.
She had creamy, smooth skin that looked softer than a baby’s bottom, and she
always had it on display, rarely wearing much when it came to clothes. Which, I
admit, I thought was unusual because Fijian customs dictated that a woman
should always cover her legs with a sarong or sulu. She had large eyes with pupils that looked like
dark liquid pools. Her hair was straight and went down to her butt, which was
different from most Fijians I’d encountered. Her bangs hung so long down her
forehead that they touched her eyelashes. And she had a smile so white and
perfect, she could do a Crest 3DWhite commercial.


“I’m taking it that you don’t
like Elenoa?” I said.


“How in the world could I like
or dislike her.” She shook her head. “I don’t even know her.”


“So why you call her a hussy?”


“Because, I’ve seen her in
action.”


“Action?” I hesitated to ask. I
wasn’t sure I wanted to hear what she meant.


“That grass-skirt wearing
little floosie batting them fake eyelashes at Gregory
Can. That’s one of the reasons why I couldn’t believe he said she was having an
affair with Campbell Gruger.”


“She was dating the other
cyclist, too,” Mac asked.


“Isn’t that what I just said?”
Miss Vivee said. “Please Mac, trying to keep up.”


I shook my head. “You did not see
anything,” I said. I mean was Elenoa really running around with two men on such
a small island? “And her eyelashes are not fake,” I added.


“Don’t tell me what I saw,
Missy,” Miss Vivee said. “She’s foolin’ around with
that Can Man, and that would make it at the same time she was with Campbell
Gruger.”


She’d read my thoughts.


“Not anymore,” Mac said,
evidently showing he could keep up. “Campbell Gruger is dead.”













 


Chapter Twelve


 


We went back down
to the resort, and after returning the jeep to Temo, Miss Vivee decided we
should have lunch.


We had an à la
carte lunch at the Terrace Restaurant, and for the most part ate quietly. I
was surprised that Miss Vivee didn’t have a notebook out making notes on all
we’d seen and heard.


I guess that was
a good thing.


Mac
suggested that we all go for a walk afterward. And Miss Vivee seemed eager for
it. There were
several walking trails on the island, all varying in length and difficulty. I
was happy that they picked a shorter one that included lots of benches. I was
tired from all of the day’s happenings.  


Mac
had seemed pensive at lunch, but I took it to mean he was just following in
Miss Vivee’s lead. She hadn’t said anything, so neither had he. And I knew what
was wrong with her, she couldn’t figure out the murder.


Mac
and Miss Vivee had spent more time together since we’d been on the island than
I’d seen them spend together since they were married, more than a month before.


After Mac and Miss Vivee were
married, much didn’t change as far as living arrangements. Mac stayed at his
house, and Miss Vivee stayed at the Maypop, her family’s bed and breakfast.


I became the designated taxi.
Every morning Miss Vivee would get up, tend to her flowers and have me drop her
and Cat, her dog, at Mac’s house. She stay there all day, calling me throughout
the day to go to the grocers, to Jellybean’s Café, or some other trivial
errand.


What had she done before I
came?


I don’t know what kind of
marriage they had, but they seemed happy – always grinning at each other,
finishing each other’s sentences, it was like they had one brain.


It had been her absence from
the Maypop that was just one more thing that got me thinking I should get back
to work. Except for now, instead of getting work done, I was hanging out with
the two of them. And now it looked as if she was trying to drag me into a
murder investigation.


If someone had actually been
murdered.


But I was on Malolo for vacation, and in Fiji for work, and I just
wasn’t going to get involved. Even if I had already been present for the
interrogation of Gregory Can. But in my defense, we just happened upon him. I
wasn’t aware that Miss Vivee had him in her crosshairs. To be honest, I don’t
think she knew he was in her sights either, not until she actually saw him.


I just needed to bide my time
until Bay got there then Miss Vivee could follow her murder scent anywhere she
pleased.


I glanced over at her and Mac
walking. He’d left his cane in the room most of the time we’d been there, and
it seemed that neither one of them seemed to have any trouble walking. They
seemed happy. Content.


Why interrupt all of that with
murder?


Plus, she had yet to come up
with a cause of death.


Maybe she’ll forget all
about it . . .


I think
that I may have an idea about how Mr. Gruger died,” Mac said.


“How
he was murdered,” Miss Vivee corrected.


And maybe not.


“Yes.
That’s where the problem lies for me.” He brushed his hands together and licked
his lips. “A few things have been nagging at me, but I tell you, if what I’m
thinking was the cause, it would be quite a cunning feat and would take a
mastermind to pull it off.”


“Is
it something diabolical?” Miss Vivee said, her eyes gleaming. She fixed them
ahead as if she was trying to think of what it could be.


“Quite,”
Mac said.


“Well,
spill it,” Miss Vivee said. “What you got?”


“I’d
rather tell you the pieces of this puzzle that has led me to this estimation
and see if you can come up with the same conclusion.”


I
knew this little game of theirs, “Guess the Cause of Death by Just Looking at a
Dead Person,” was only between the two of them. No way could I compete. And
with the things I’d seen and heard since the deaths, I couldn’t think of one
thing that I thought could be any kind of “clue” about how Campbell Gruger
died. Especially, one that screamed “murder.” So I just stood by and listened.


“When
I spoke with Campbell the other day, he was interested in discussing his
health. Said he was trying really hard to get into shape for this biking competition.
And that as part of his training he was going to take a ride around the
island.”


“The
entire island?” Miss Vivee asked.


“Not
sure, those were his words.”


“Okay,
he was worried about his health,” Miss Vivee said. “You’d already told me
that.”


“Well
it just didn’t seem to be working out for him.”


“Was
what Gregory Can said right?” Miss Vivee asked. “He just didn’t have what it
took to compete?”


“I
don’t know, maybe he was trying too hard,” Mac said, his face serious. “He told
me that his spirits were good, he was happy, but he kept a headache, and was
feeling crummy. Low energy. Having some muscle cramps. But, he said he was
working out every day, riding ten miles or more on a regular basis, and even
confided in me that he’d start taking steroids. He couldn’t understand why he
wasn’t feeling better.”


“Steroids?”
Miss Vivee said. “He seemed pretty serious about getting into shape.”


“Yes
it seems so. I did notice a slight discoloration in his hands and lips, too.
But I didn’t know him well and couldn’t say then that it was significant of
anything.”


He
let his words linger, and seemed to contemplate over what he wanted to say
next.


“Is
that the whole puzzle you’ve put together?” I asked because that didn’t mean
anything to me and he didn’t seem like he was offering anything else.


“Well
part of it.” He spoke again and looked at Miss Vivee. “I tell you, I
half-jokingly told him to be careful not to have a heatstroke.”


“Heatstroke.”
Miss Vivee nodded. “It sounds possible with all he was doing and the humidity
on the island,” she said. “Summer months are too hot
to train in.”


Mac
nodded. “But then I saw what was inside of his tent when we visited Harley
Grace with Sassy.”


What did he see?


In
my mind I visually revisited the area. Workout equipment. Boxes shipped from
Amazon dot com, water, canisters of protein powder.


Maybe
the protein powder did him in? Poison? In the powder?


Maybe
it was laced with arsenic, or cyanide?


I
smiled. Maybe I was learning to follow their logic after all.


Miss
Vivee gasped. “Hyponatremia!”


“That’s
what I was thinking,” Mac said.


“Hypo
what?” I said, my voice cracking from the confusion going on in my brain.


“The
water,” Miss Vivee said, seemingly understanding.


“The
water,” Mac agreed.


“The
water?” I asked.


Miss
Vivee shook her head, a smile crept up her lips. “That’s it,” she said.


“What’s
it?” I asked.


“He
died from water intoxication,” Miss Vivee said. “Those symptoms do look a lot
like a heatstroke.” She nodded her head in agreement. “And yes, Mac, that would
take quite the mastermind to pull off.”


“Hey
Siri,” I said into my iPhone. It was all I could do. Google the answer. If I
hadn’t had a friend in that search engine, I wouldn’t have ever been able to
keep up with the two of them. “Water intoxication,” I queried holding down the
home button.


A condition that occurs from drinking too much water, upsetting electrolyte
balances.


“It’s
drinking too much water?”


“Yes,”
Mac said.


“And
you die from that?”


“Yes,”
he said.


I
clicked on Symptoms. Headache, adrenal fatigue, and muscle cramps were a few of
the ones listed. Then it read: Severe cases can cause seizures, coma and death.


Well,
I guess I was wrong about possibly being able to keep up with them. Arsenic
laced protein powder was just too simple a way to die for them. Water
intoxication. I shook my head. I didn’t see that coming at all.


“So
somebody killed him with water?” I asked. My words edged in sarcasm, probably
to mask my ignorance. I couldn’t believe that was what they thought.


“Are
you hard of hearing?” Miss Vivee asked. “That’s what we’ve both been saying.”


“No
one can force someone to drink water . . .” I just couldn’t wrap my brain
around murder by water. “Not without putting a gun to their head. And then, if
you’ve got a gun, why not just shoot them?” I shook my head. “Wait. How much do
you even have to drink for it to kill you?”


Miss
Vivee opened her mouth to speak, but I put up my hand. “Hey Siri. How much
water does a person have to drink to have water intoxication?”


Siri
started to answer, but Miss Vivee interrupted my investigation. “You tell me,”
she said.


I
turned down the volume. “Huh!” I blew out a breath. For some reason their
method of murder was frustrating me. I started the paragraph over – reading it
aloud. “It takes six liters of water to kill a 165 pound person.” I looked up
from my reading. “Six liters is only about . . .” I did the math in my head.
“1.5 gallons,” I said. “That couldn’t be right.” I looked down at my phone.


“What
couldn’t be right?” Mac asked.


“Everyone
knows that a person should drink eight, eight ounce glasses – or more – of
water a day. Eight, eight ounce glasses is half a gallon. The amount to kill a
person isn’t that much more.”


“People
really shouldn’t drink all that water,” Miss Vivee said, scrunching up her face
as if it was such an awful thing. “Young people carrying around water bottles
all the time, it isn’t healthy.”


“Not
healthy?” I squawked. “To drink water?”


“It
killed Campbell Gruger,” she said.













 


Chapter Thirteen


 


“Here,
let’s sit down for a minute,” Miss Vivee said. “I want to see some birds.”


Had she taken up Madda Crawford’s dubious pastime?


We
were on the return trip, halfway back down the walking trail. I thought maybe
Miss Vivee was tired, we had walked a ways, and as she said, getting me to
understand things could be exasperating. It was easy to presume with her newest
murder-modus-operandi, and my total lack of understanding, she
was probably worn out.


Miss
Vivee sat on the bench, and patted the seat next to her. “Come sit by me Mac,
see if you recognize any of the birds.”


I
sat at the end of the bench, straddling the sides. I was happy to sit, Googling
wasn’t easy while walking.


“What
was that other word you said, Miss Vivee?” I asked absently, still reading
about the newest method of death I’d learned.


“What
other word?” she said and furrowed her brow.


I
looked at her. She knew exactly what I meant. “That hypo word.”


“I’m
trying to watch birds,” she said, suddenly her voice going down to a whisper.
“I think you have to be quiet, or else you’ll scare them away.”


“Hyponatremia,”
Mac said.


“Shhh!” Miss Vivee smacked Mac on the knee. “I think I hear
a bird.”


H-y-p-o-n-a-t-r-e-m-i-a. I typed it into Safari.


“Do
you know how to spell it?” Miss Vivee bent forward to see past Mac. Her voice
normal. “It has an ‘n’ in it,” she said.


I
held up my phone, although I knew she couldn’t see it. “I have it.”


She
gave me a fake smile.


What happened to being quiet?


I
found that hyponatremia was a condition that occurred when the level of sodium
in the blood was too low.


Osmosis.


That
was the first thing that came to my mind. I remembered it from high school biology.


I
knew that during osmosis, water moved from an area where there were fewer
molecules of a solute – in this case sodium – to the area where there were more
of them. I also knew that there were cells inside the blood that had water and
sodium in them.


Sooo, I reasoned, if hyponatremia meant there was a low level
of sodium in the blood, then I knew that that meant that the water would move
from the blood – the place of fewer molecules of sodium – to a place where
there was more sodium, that meant to the inside of the cells.


Water
moving inside cells. I blinked, trying to work out the science in my head. Too
much water in cells would make the cells fill up – swell.


Then
what?


I
scrolled down through the article, it seemed I had gotten it right so far. Water
trying to even out the concentration of sodium by moving into the cells. But I
didn’t know what happened next. How would a person die from too much water
going into the cell?


Then
I found it. It read: In the brain, this swelling increases intracranial
pressure (ICP). As the cells in the brain swell from the influx of water, the
blood flow is interrupted resulting in cerebral edema. 


Cerebral
edema. Now I’d heard of that.


Okay, I think I got it.


I
finished the rest of the paragraph. The pressure on the brain from the edema
could lead to headache, personality changes, changes
in behavior, confusion, irritability, and drowsiness, which results in
seizures, brain damage, coma or death. 


Those
were the symptoms that Mac had observed the day he talked to Campbell Gruger.
Then he saw all the bottled water at the biker’s campsite. He put the two
together and figured . . .


Figured
what?


I
racked my brain while they bird watched and typed in – no more talking to Siri,
I might scare the birds away – all the search terms I could think of. They all
said pretty much the same thing.


I
looked up from my reading and over at Miss Vivee. She and Mac were holding
hands.


Bird watching by the love birds. How cute.


But
I needed to wrap my head around this theory they’d come up with. So quiet time
was over.


“So,
Miss Vivee,” I cut into the silence. “Are you saying that somehow . . . Okay.” I turned around on the bench and looked at her. I
crossed my legs, uncrossed them, scratched my head, took in a breath and
swallowed. “Okay. You’re saying that someone purposely made Campbell Gruger’s sodium drop, and then, on top of that, they – the
murderer – made him to drink enough water to kill him?” I frowned up my face, and squinted my eyes. I shook my head the entire
time I laid out the scenario.


The
ludicrous scenario.


“Yes,”
she said and nothing else.


How could she only say ‘yes?’


Doesn’t
she think she should have to explain that?


“Miss
Vivee,” I said my voice pretty loud for her to be only two feet away. “That is
insane!”


“Murder
is insane.”


I
waited for her to say more.


She
didn’t.


“How
would anyone do that, Miss Vivee? It’s just not possible.”


“It
happened,” she said. “It happened to Campbell Gruger. That makes it possible.”


“Ugh!”


“So
who do you think could do that?” I asked. “Gregory Can?” I crunched up my face.
“What reason would he have,” I said before Miss Vivee could answer. “If it were
a love triangle,” I continued. “It would be Elenoa.”


“Have you seen her?” Miss Vivee
asked and shook her head. “She can’t walk and chew gum at the same time. There
is no way she could have put together such a complicated scheme. What you
think? She’d tell him, ‘I’ll give you some la-la if you drink some wa-wa?’”


I laughed. “What is ‘la-la,’
Miss Vivee?”


“If you don’t know that by now,
child, you ain’t got no business getting married.”


I didn’t even know how to
respond to that.


 













 


Chapter Fourteen


 


It was Bay Day!


I woke up with a smile on my face.
I couldn’t wait to see him. I had given up trying to make any sense of Miss
Vivee’s murderous scheme. I just had to make it through breakfast and lunch
(although with all the butterflies flitting around, I didn’t know how I was
going to get food down my throat and into my stomach) and then Bay would be
here!


I decided to hang out with Miss
Vivee, fingers crossed that she wasn’t going to want to have any “Destination
Murder” conversations with anyone. Once one o’clock came, the time of Bay’s
arrival, we could go our separate ways.


I soon found out that no murder
talk was too much to ask for from Miss Vivee.


“Look at her,” Miss Vivee said
and smacked me on my arm. Her being excited about something usually meant I had
to suffer some kind of pain.


Mac, Miss Vivee and I were just
on our way to eat breakfast when her homicide antennae rose from the top of her
head.


“Well, I’ll be. She’s still
crying.”


It was Elenoa. I watched her,
she was sniffling, her eyes were red, and she kept wiping her nose with a tissue
that had no fluff left, she tripped over something and it appeared that upset
her even more. She was coming out of the back of the Restaurant Complex, I
assumed leaving work.


“Maybe she has a cold,” I
offered. It seemed like I needed to shield her from Miss Vivee’s wrath.


“You know with you born and
raised in Cleveland, you are awfully naive.”


I rolled my eyes. It wasn’t
like Cleveland was the Wild Wild West.


“She’s grieving over that
cheating Campbell Gruger,” Miss Vivee said. “Another woman’s husband. It’s
shameful, is what it is.” Miss Vivee shook her head.


“I thought you said you didn’t
believe Elenoa was having an affair with Campbell Gruger.”


“I never said that,” Miss Vivee
said.


“Yes you did. Right after we
talked to Greg. You said you ‘couldn’t be sure you believed it.’”


“Well. I’ve changed my mind.”


I was all for a man shouldn’t
cheat, but in all the cases (did I really just say cases?). In all the murders
I’d seen with Miss Vivee someone had been cheating. It seemed like human
nature. And it was always a love triangle that motivated Miss Vivee in her pick
of whodunit.


But looking at Elenoa, you
couldn’t help but feel for her. She looked pitiful.


Instead of a hardcore,
man-stealing vixen, Elenoa looked more like a wounded doe.


And I’ve heard people say
before that it’s never the “other woman’s” fault.


I wondered how badly would Miss Vivee tear into me if she heard me make that
little comment out loud.


“I want to see if I can’t
rustle a confession out of her.” Miss Vivee’s broke through my thoughts and by
the time I had caught the realization of what she was saying, she was already
marching off, hunting knife poised, ready to gut Bambi.


“Did you kill Campbell Gruger?”
Miss Vivee blew down on her. No pomp. No circumstance. Straight to the chase.


“What?” Elenoa said looking
confused. “Cam died accidently. What are you talking about?”


“Murder. That’s what I’m
talking about. The police are not thinking it was an accident at all. And from
what I’m told, you’re their number one suspect.”


“Me?” she said, eyes wide. “Why
would I be a suspect?” She looked at the three of us. I lowered my eyes. I
didn’t want to be in this lie.


“Because you were having an
affair with him.” Miss Vivee said.


“I loved Cam,” she said. “I
would never hurt him.”


“So you don’t deny it?” Miss
Vivee said.


“Would you poison him?” Mac
asked, not surprisingly falling right in line with Miss Vivee’s tomfoolery.


“No!” she said and stepped
back. “Is that how he died? He was killed?”


“Yes,” Miss Vivee said.


She was convinced, and it
appeared, she didn’t care if anyone else, including me and probably that
Inspector she’d accosted the day before, believed her. But what she thought
she’d gain from lying to the possible murderer about the mode of death, didn’t
make sense. Because if Elenoa did kill Campbell Gruger, why would she confess
to it knowing that it appeared no one knew exactly how it was done? I’m sure,
even over in Fiji, they couldn’t convict her without the right evidence.


But I didn’t say a word.


“Oh that’s awful,” Elenoa said
as a tear ran down her cheek. “This is too much for me to take. Him dying,” she
looked at Mac, then Miss Vivee. “And now knowing he was murdered.”


“So it wasn’t you?” Miss Vivee
asked. Her face said that she didn’t believe one word the girl was saying.


“No. It wasn’t me.”


Did Miss Vivee really think
she’d say it was?


“Well, maybe you can help us
figure out who did it then,” Mac said.


“Aren’t the police looking into
this?” Elenoa asked.


“They asked us to help,” Miss
Vivee said.


Oh crap! Here I was, thinking I
was going to get breakfast, while away the time until my man came, practically
promising myself I wouldn’t get involved with Miss Vivee’s interrogations, and
I was suckered into yet another one.


Why do these things happen to
me?


 “I’m sure you noticed how
well Mac and I get along with all the guests.” Miss Vivee was on a roll. “So,
they, the authorities in Nadi,” Miss Vivee nodded,
“thought we’d make good undercover agents. Find out some info they could use.
We’re retired government.”


I almost choked when she said
that. I had to cough to disguise my shock at her assertion. Retired government?
Really? Ex-government detainees, now I’d believe that.


“You weren’t very furtive in
investigating me,” Elenoa said.


Good girl, Elenoa, don’t
believe Miss Vivee’s fibs.


Elenoa was beautiful, and
looked innocent, and from what I’d seen extremely clumsy. But when she spoke,
it was easy to see that she was smart, too. Maybe too smart to let Miss Vivee
slip one of her untruths past her. She seemed educated, and she didn’t have a
Fijian or British accent. She looked Miss Vivee right in the eye, and stared
her down.


Miss Vivee eyed Elenoa
momentarily, then she changed her stance and jutted out her chin.


“If you really did love him,”
Miss Vivee said, “then it would seem to me that you’d want the truth to be
known.”


Ooohh. Good one, Miss Vivee.


Elenoa took in a breath. “What
do you want to know? I mean I never would have thought he was murdered, so I
don’t know what I could tell you that would help.”


“You don’t know anyone that was
upset with him?”


“Well yeah,” Elenoa said. Miss
Vivee gave Mac a lopsided grin, happy she’d accomplished her goal. “A lot of
people. Cam wasn’t well liked.”


“I thought he was a pretty
decent guy,” Mac said.


“You probably didn’t know him
very well,” Elenoa said matter-of-factly. “Cam was manipulative. He’d say or do
anything to get what he wanted. He was arrogant.” A smile crept across her
face. “But that was one of the things I loved about him.”


“So is that why he was taking
steroids?” Mac asked. “Doing anything to win a bike race.”


“No,” Elenoa said and furrowed
her brow. “He didn’t care about that race. And he wasn’t taking any steroids,
he knew I wouldn’t approve of anything like that.”


“But he was entered into a
competition, right?” Mac asked.


“Yeah, he entered it,” Elenoa
said. “And paid big money for it. Had to because that’s the only way he would
have had a reason to come back here without any suspicion.”


“Suspicion about what?”


“Me,” she said.


“You?” Mac asked.


“Mmmhmmm.”
She nodded. “He wanted us to be able to spend time together without the
interference of his wife. So that could give you two suspects
right there. And was that other woman murdered because-”


“Madda Crawford?” Miss Vivee
said. “No.”


“‘Because’ what?” Mac had
caught she was going to add something to her question. “Why do you ask?” Mac
said.


“Because I would have placed
her murder squarely on Temo and Avvy.”


“Really?” I said. I usually
left the questioning to Miss Vivee and Mac, but that suggestion intrigued me.


“Because they are the ones that
put her up to all of her pranks. They wanted to run this place without the
interference of Rigieta.”


“What did she have to do with
it?” Miss Vivee asked.


I recognized the name as the
old woman that lived with them.


“She owns the Likuliku. Outright. They wanted to scare her enough about
the pitfalls of owning a business that she’d give it to them. If there was too
much trouble here, she wouldn’t want any part of it.”


“Wow,” I said. “Kind of
devious.”


“Their heritage dictates better
care and favor than that,” Elenoa said. “I think they were looking to Miss
Crawford to invest once they owned it free of Rigieta.”


“Who are your two suspects for
Cam’s death?” Miss Vivee said, evidently moving on.


I wanted to hear more.


“Harley Grace Manicore and Gregory Can. I would add his wife to that
list, but she didn’t get here until after he was dead. I don’t even think Cam
knew she was coming.”


“What makes you think they’d be
suspects?” Miss Vivee asked.


“Because they both had motive.”


“How so?” Mac said.


“He led Harley Grace to believe
she’d be his trainer. Fly her back to the states, pay her all of this money, make her rich.”


“But he didn’t do that?”


“Nope. Led her on. Was still leading
her on the whole time he was here.”


“Harley knew she wasn’t his
trainer?”


“If she did, that would have
been the reason she killed him. He told her she was, to keep her hanging on,
and to keep his wife from knowing that coming down here to train was all a
ruse. Harley thought she was going to be his trainer. She would have
been really mad to find out anything differently.”


“Hmpf,”
Miss Vivee let out a moan.


 “And what about Gregory
Can?” Mac asked.


“Greg broke his collarbone
because of Cam.”


“How did he do that?” Miss
Vivee asked.


“Cam ran into him, knocked him
off his bike.” She shook her head. “Cam really didn’t have any business on that
bike. He used it for an excuse to come here and be with me, but deep down I
think he wished he was better at it. If he was on his own, he probably would
have given it up, but since his wife paid for it, he just kept going.”


“What is going on between you
and Gregory Can?” Miss Vivee asked.


She had no problem getting
personal with Elenoa.


“What do you mean?” Elenoa said
and frowned.


“I saw you and him together. He
was coming out of your room.”


I wasn’t sure if that was true
or not, but Miss Vivee had said she’d seen them together. I hadn’t believed her
before, but why confront Elenoa with a lie that involved her?


Elenoa tilted her head and
thought about what Miss Vivee said. “Oh,” she said and smiled. “He came to me
for the salve I made for him. For the collarbone injury I just told you about.
I had forgotten about that.”


“What kind of salve?” Miss
Vivee asked. Her voice softened, and for the first time in her conversation,
her annoyance with Elenoa seemed in abeyance.


“A salve I make from the oil of
the botebotekoro and coconut. I also added vau and few other plants.”


Miss Vivee cocked her head to
the side. “Vau. That’s hibiscus,” she said. “And
coconut oil?”


“Yes,” Elenoa said.


“I have a greenhouse at home,”
Miss Vivee said. “I grow all of those except for the first one you mentioned.”


“Botebotekoro,”
she said. “It’s native to the island. I can get you some if you like.”


“I would like some. Mac has a
bad hip, and I can tell that your salve not only helps with healing, it’s a
muscle relaxant as well.”


“Yes,” she said. “He was in a
lot of pain. And since it was Cam’s fault, I kind of felt obligated to help.”


“Well, I’m impressed,” Mac
said. “Not everyone knows about natural cures.”


“Most people around here do,”
Elenoa said. “Our medicine grows naturally everywhere.” She spread her hands
out. “But, also, I’m in school for it.”


“Really?” Mac said. “May I ask
where?”


“I attend the University of Bridgeport College of Naturopathic Medicine in
Connecticut.”


No wonder it didn’t seem she
has an accent to me, I
thought. She goes to school in the states.


“I’ll graduate next year.” Elenoa
hung her head. “That’s what we were waiting on, Cam and me. For me to graduate.
Then we were going to be together. Forever.”













Chapter Fifteen


 


I skipped lunch with the
Whitson newlyweds. I was too excited about seeing Bay, and didn’t think my
stomach would hold down any more food. It was still rebelling against the
breakfast I’d eaten that was still stuck in my throat. Nor did I think I could
stomach Miss Vivee and her criminal pursuits any more.


I stayed on the verandah of my
bure and waited until I saw the boat I knew he would be on come into view and I
ran down to the dock.


Miss Vivee and Mac were already
waiting there for him.


“How long have you two been
standing here?” I asked.


“Long enough to find out that
the lovo has been sabotaged again,” Miss Vivee
said.


“Oh no!” I said and looked out
as Bay moved closer to shore. The lovo was
something I really wanted us to do together.


“No need to worry,” Mac said.
“They fixed it.”


I narrowed my eyes at Miss
Vivee. Why was she trying to upset me?


“So what happened?” I asked.


“Remember those missing kayak
oars?” Miss Vivee asked.


“Yeah,” I said. “The ones Madda
Crawford supposedly took.”


“She did take them,” Miss Vivee
said. “But I guess her spirit has returned because they were found broken in half
and lain across the pit where the food for tonight had been buried.”


“Wow,” I said. “Who could have
done that?”


“I just told you,” Miss Vivee
said. “Madda’s ghost.”


“They think Hank Harrison did
it,” Mac said.


“Who is ‘they,’” I asked.


“People in the know. Oh look,”
Miss Vivee said, and started waving. “Bay’s here.”


My heart did a flip-flop, and I
knew I was grinning from ear to ear. I watched Bay step off the boat and come
my way. My heart was beating so fast, and I couldn’t stand still. But instead of
the meeting I’d imagined all morning, I got, “What in the world have you two
been up to?”


Well, “Hi honey,” to you
too!


He hadn’t even gotten both feet
planted firmly on the ground before he started. I had a sinking feeling that
what he really was saying was “What had Miss Vivee been up to,” but somehow I
always ended up getting caught up in her mess.


 “I didn’t do anything.” I
threw my hands up. “Talk to your grandmother.”


I wasn’t even sure what he
was talking about.


“Hello, Grandson,” Miss Vivee
turned her cheek and pointed to it. “Where’s your manners? Is that how you
greet your grandmother?”


“My meddling grandmother?” Bay
said. “And today it is.” He bent over and kissed her.


I contorted my face, bracing myself.
It sounded like the both of us were in trouble, whether one of us was innocent
or not.


“I couldn’t even get off the
plane from home without being summoned by the Fiji police to their
headquarters. I almost had a heart attack. I thought something had happened to
one, or all of you.”


“Did they think you were
smuggling in drugs?” Miss Vivee asked.


“Grandmother!” “I’m beginning
to think I am the only law abiding citizen in this group.” He looked at Mac.
“Why do you let them drag you into this stuff?”


Them?


Me, too?


“Bay, I can tell you,” I said.
“It wasn’t me. I’ve been trying to steer away from all the drama and
supposition that is your grandmother.” I looked at Miss Vivee. “What has she
done now?” I looked back at Bay. “I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”


“Don’t play innocent with me.”
He arched one eyebrow. “The police wanted to know if I would help in an
investigation that’s going on here. They said that my grandmother said there
had been a murder.”


“Eww,”
I said and turned up my nose. “That is bad. But I didn’t have anything to do
with that. Case in point – they said ‘your grandmother’ did it.”


“Somehow,” he said. “I knew you
would say that.”


“Because it’s true,” I said. I
was trying not to whine, but my voice was awfully close to it. I’d been trying,
like always, to stay clear of her conspiracy theories. I didn’t want or need
him dragging me into them. “Your grandmother is the one that decided that a man
who went off into the water on a moped was murdered.”


“Oh, I’ve heard the story,” he
said. “And it made me look crazy. They think I condone the actions of two
amateur sleuths.”


“Well are you going to help
them?” Miss Vivee asked. “Because if you are, we need to fill you in on our
theory and who the suspects are.”


I didn’t even know who the suspects
were.


And it definitely wasn’t my
theory.


“Not my theory,” I said it out
loud. “Their theory.” I pointed to Mac and Miss Vivee.


“I don’t need you to fill me
in. I talked to an Inspector Tomasi Walota. He’s
supposed to get the results from the autopsy back tomorrow and they want me to
come and go over their notes with them. Look over the report. But to do that,
I’ll probably have to go over to the American Embassy and get approval. That
could take all day.”


“But you came here for a
vacation,” I said. I really wanted to do a “Sassy Pout.” Was that how she kept
her man?


“So did you tell him that?” Bay
said and looked at his grandmother. “Because you two were supposed to be on
your honeymoon.”


“Tell who what?” Miss Vivee
said innocently.


“Inspector Walota,”
Bay said. “Did you tell him that you saw someone murdered?”


“Well we can’t spend all our
time doing honeymooner stuff,” Miss Vivee said like that was an excuse. “Mac’s
got a bad hip.”


That made me want to throw up.


I covered my ears.


“Listen,” Bay said pulling my
hand down. “You three have got to stop suspecting murder at every turn.”


“The man was murdered,”
Miss Vivee said. “How am I supposed to change that? What? Do you want me to
just ignore the facts?”


“There are no facts,” I said my
comment directly to Bay. “She thinks that he died from water intoxication.
Something she could not know.”


“Water intoxication?” Bay
looked at me. “He did drown, right? I heard they drug him out of the water.”


“She’s not talking about him
taking too much water into his lungs,” I said. “She’s talking about too
much water into his stomach.”


“Stomach?” He frowned up and
looked at Miss Vivee, then back at me. “He drank too much water?”


“Yeah.”


“Then how was he murdered?”


“With the water,” Miss Vivee
said like it was obvious.


“You can’t murder someone with
water,” Bay said, “unless you hold them down under it.”


“Exactly,” I said. “But her
theory is that someone here I guess, she doesn’t yet know who, made him drink
enough water to kill him, put him on a moped and pointed him toward Madda
Crawford.”


Bay started to laugh but looked
at Miss Vivee who was giving him the evil eye.


“Grandmother.”


“Don’t Grandmother me,” Miss
Vivee said her ire struck. She didn’t like people to question her opinions.
“Logan is trying to poke fun at it, but, except for putting him on that moped,
that’s exactly what happened.”


“Not only shouldn’t you be
upsetting the folks around here about it being a possible murder, your plot
doesn’t even make sense.”


“She told his wife that he was
murdered, too.” I felt like a kid telling on my little sibling, but she was
getting me into trouble with Bay. I couldn’t have it. And she should understand
that. She didn’t like it when, as she had put it, I tried to cause a rift in
her marriage.


“You are such a tattletale,”
Miss Vivee pointed her boney finger at me. “And I don’t appreciate the two of
you having a conversation about me, and I’m right here.” Believe what you want,
the man was murdered.”


Bay made his eyes wide, “Logan
is a tattletale? Grandmother, really. How did officials in Nadi
know I was coming? Better yet, how did they know that I was FBI?”


She stood quietly for a moment.
I think mulling over whether she should lie and blame me or Mac for Inspector Walota knowing about him.


“The point is,” Miss Vivee said
and waggled that finger. “The man was murdered and I’m just trying to find out
what happened. I’m trying to help.”


“That’s not your job, Grandma.
Not here. Not in Yasamee.”


“You mind your manners, boy.
Telling me what my job is. You ain’t too old for me to still tan your hide.”


“How about I’ll be good, if
you’ll be good,” Bay said and winked.


That surely didn’t help Miss
Vivee’s anger. “No ultimatums with me,” Miss Vivee said, her voice louder and
higher than usual. “You’ll behave yourself and watch how you talk to me and
that’s the end of that.”


I’d never seen Miss Vivee so
upset with Bay. He was her pride and joy, and usually could do no wrong. I
think trying to convince us that a murder had occurred was taking a bigger toll
on Miss Vivee than I realized. But it was so far-fetched, I wasn’t even sure
that Mac believed it.


And while I was standing there
thinking how crazy it sounded, and seeing how upset it was making Miss Vivee
that we’d question her suppositions, I thought about all the other deaths I’d
seen with her. For every one of them, there hadn’t been any obvious evidence
that a murder had taken place, either.


Gemma Burke had just keeled
over into her bowl of bouillabaisse. There was not one sign of foul play. I’d
thought she’d had a heart attack. But not Miss Vivee. From the moment it
happened she knew it had been murder. Oliver Gibbons was found on the shoal not
fifty yards from his house. He had a cigarette in his hand, and a burn mark on
his lip. Nothing looked out of the ordinary there, either. Just as I had
suggested with Gemma Burke, I’d determined that he’d had a heart attack. Miss
Vivee knew it was murder. Jackson Wagner had been a judge at a pie eating
contest, his wife told everyone she believed he had had a heart attack. I
agreed with that idea because there were no obvious signs of anything
different. But, not Miss Vivee. She knew it was murder. Kimmie Hunt was out
jogging. Died from a hornet sting. If not a heart attack, my now go to answer
for sudden deaths, I would have put money on it being an accidental
death from the venom of that little bugger. Not Miss Vivee, she knew it was
murder. And my thought was: How can you kill someone with a hornet while
they’re outside jogging? But it turned out to be true.


So maybe killing someone
with too much water was true, too . . .


I looked at Miss Vivee facing
off with her twice-as-tall-as-her grandson.


How could I doubt her?


All those times I had been
wrong and Miss Vivee had been right. It was murder every time.


“No ultimatums, Grandmother,” Bay
was saying. “I’ll mind my manners.” He reached under her arms, lifted her up
and kissed her on her forehead.


Bay was giving into her, maybe
I should too?


“Now you,” he said and pointed
a finger.


“Wasn’t me,” I said. I might
have been warming up to Miss Vivee’s idea of murder, but I definitely wasn’t
going to take the blame for any of her shenanigans.


“Can’t we start over?” I said.
“How do you get off the boat fussing at me? I’ve been so looking forward to you
getting here.”


Bay looked at me and hung his
head. Then he took a few dozen long strides backwards, a good ten yards out. He
stopped. Smiled. Waved. He acted as if he was seeing me for the first time.
Then he ran to me, swept me up into his arms and covered me with kisses.


“Hello, Logan,” he said breathily
and nestled his mouth into my neck. “I’ve missed you terribly.”


I broke out in a fit of
giggles. And laughed even harder when I heard Miss Vivee say, “Oh, good Lord.”


If my experiences so far on the
island had been like a movie, Bay reworking his entrance was an Oscar worthy
scene. I didn’t think any screenwriter could have written it better.


Fade to black . . .


 












Chapter Sixteen


 


The night of his
arrival was a big night, and it had been intentional that Bay was here in time
for it.  When he couldn’t get all the days he wanted, we’d made sure he’d
be here for this activity. We
were going to the Meke and lovo. It was a night of celebration of the wonderful and
vibrant Fijian culture. I usually learned about the culture of people through
the pottery, and artifacts I dug up, but this lesson was live and in living
color.


 I was so excited to have Bay there, even
though now he was going to take time to be part of the investigation. Not
murder investigation. I didn’t want to say those words.


Bay was coming to pick me up at
my bure at any moment, and I still wasn’t ready. I wanted to look extra nice
for him, but my curly hair and all the humidity in Fiji were at odds. I stood
in front of the mirror and tried to press it down.


“Oh well. This is the best it’s
going to get,” I said to my reflection and stuck a stray curl behind my ear. I
swabbed a shimmery pink gloss over my lips, rubbed them together to smear it
evenly, and then popped my lips.


I turned to the side, stood on
my toes so I could see my profile, and yanked my yellow sundress down over my
butt. I looked at my bare feet, and hurried to put my sandals on, Bay was
always complaining that I was always late, and so far it didn’t seem like
tonight was going to be any different. So I tried to speed up.


With me not having much
experience in dress-up, a T-shirt and khaki shorts had always been my happy
place. Looking cute all the time I found was a hard and time consuming job.


Bay was coming to pick me up because
we were sleeping in different bures. I just couldn’t bring myself to have Bay
in the same room with me when Miss Vivee was in the next bure over. I wasn’t
worried though, we’d make up for lost time when we went to my excavation site.
Only four more days.


“Hello.” Bay gave a knock on
the door and opened it. “You ready?”


“Yep,” I said and came out of
the bedroom. “On time, too.”


“Unbelievable.”


I laughed. “I’m not always
late.”


“No. I mean the way you look.”
He came over and wrapped his arms around me. “You look unbelievable.”


I blushed. I didn’t know what
else to do.


Bay pecked a kiss on my cheek.
“Alright, let’s go. I don’t want to be late for this. I’m so excited.”


“You are?” I said grabbing my key
and handing it to Bay so he could keep it in his pocket for me. I didn’t want
to carry a purse, and the itty-bitty sundress I’d decided to wear didn’t have
any pockets.


“Yes, I am. You may be a world
traveler, but I’ve never left the states before, heck, I don’t think I’ve been
more than two states over in any direction from Georgia. I want the full
experience.”


I had been all over the world.
Even starting at a young age. My mother used to take the whole family on digs
with her, wherever her work led her. As kids we traveled to Egypt, Jerusalem,
Turkey on digs, and then gone to fun places like Italy and France on vacation.
And as an archaeologist, I had started my work in the Americas – both North and
South.


“Well then, let’s get started!”
I said.


“Are we picking up Grandmother
and Mac?”


“No,” I said. “You and I are
going to the cocktail hour first. It’s just a little get together for guests
with Avvy and Temo, they own the resort.”


“They didn’t want to go?”


“I am trying to steer your
grandmother away from people, because she will bring that little notebook of
hers and start her interrogations. Do you know she went to Hadley’s Drugstore
before we left and loaded up on those little notepads she likes to use when
there was a case to be solved? And I don’t know when she could’ve gotten them,
because she sends me on all her errands.”


“She is a sneaky one,” Bay
said.


“I know. And she is bent on Cambell Gruger’s death being a
murder.”


“Why?”


“Because it’s what Miss Vivee
does. She sees murder around every corner.”


He laughed. “What about Mac?”


“He does whatever Miss Vivee
wants. You know that. Goes right along with her, even fuels her fire with all
of his medical knowledge. He sticks to her and her deductions like white on
rice.”


“Is that what you want me to
do? Be all over you like white on rice?” he pulled me in close to him, so
tightly I stumbled.


“No!” I said, pulling away, I
smacked his arm.


“We’ll probably be just like
that when we’ve been married for fifty years.”


“Miss Vivee and Mac have been
married for a month,” I said.


“You’re turning into her, you
know.”


“Turning into Miss Vivee?”


“Yep. Sometimes you act, and
say things, just like her.”


I hung my head. It was true. I
was more like Miss Vivee than I cared to admit. I used southern sayings, had
taken to calling people by two names, and was even a little snippy.


“You’re going to have to save
me, Bay,” I said.


“Being like my grandmother is
not a bad thing.”


Oh, if he only knew how bad
a thing it was.


“So then, they’ll just meet up
with us for dinner?” Bay asked.


I was glad he changed the
subject, I had just been trying to think of something else to talk about.


“They’ll meet us for the Meke.”


“Now tell me again what that
is?”


“It’s a traditional Fijian
Dance.”


“Oh, right.” He nodded his head.
“Like the Hawaiian dances you see on television.”


“Yep. Complete with
grass-skirts and all. It’s actually performed by a local Island Dance Troupe.
Then the lovo.”


“Lovo?
Wait, don’t tell me, I’ll remember.”


“That’s dinner, Bay.” He
wouldn’t have ever remembered it. “Earlier today the staff buried some local
meats and seafood wrapped in banana leaves. They are slow roasting it over hot
rocks.”


“They put the rocks and food in
the ground, then cover it up? With dirt?”


“Yep. It’s wrapped in banana
leaves, I told you. And I can’t wait to taste it.” I licked my lips. “But it’s
a good thing we weren’t here last week.”


“Why?”


“Because, according to Miss
Vivee’s rumor mill, Madda Crawford doused the fire, the food didn’t get cooked,
and there was nothing to eat. Now this week, her alibi, and apparent secret
admirer, decided to continue her handy work.


“Why?”


“I don’t know,” I said. “But
after being around your grandmother, people doing odd things just seems normal
to me anymore.”













 


Chapter Seventeen


 


And speaking of Hank Harrison,
he was the first person I saw when we entered the covered patio were the lovo was going to take place. Seeing him
reminded me that he was the only person, besides Miss Vivee that thought
someone had actually been murdered in the accident that killed Madda Crawford
and Campbell Gruger. Only he thought Madda had been the one murdered.


Hank Harrison had beady eyes
under his thick black eyebrows. His hair that looked like it had been painted,
with a broad brush, black. No way, a man his age – he looked to be in his early
sixties – wouldn’t have a speck of gray. And then, on top of his dyed hair, it
looked as if he added a coat of grease. He always had a forehead full of
perspiration.


I slid in close to Bay, not knowing
what that man’s agenda was. It was so nice to have a man that was in the FBI, I
always felt so safe.


We found our tables, and I
looked around for Miss Vivee, but instead saw Sassy. She waved to me as if she
had actually been friendly to me the day before.


“Hi, Logan!” she said with all
of her Southern charm on display. Today she had on a mint green strapless
sundress that fit every curve she had, her lips were sparkling with a kiss of
pale pink, and her legs were bare. She gave me an air kiss. “Is this your
fiancé?”


“Yes. Bay Colquett this is
Sassy Gruger.”


“Alcott-Gruger she corrected
me. “I’m the widow in case you haven’t heard. I hadn’t packed one thing black.”
She pointed down at her outfit.


I guess because she was in
mourning . . .


“Pleasure to make your
acquaintance,” Bay said and stood up. “I’m sorry for your loss.”


“I’m still just up in arms
about all of this investigation stuff that’s going on. I just want to go home
and weep on my momma’s shoulder.”


“I understand,” I said.


“And then to think that it may
be murder . . .” She opened her mouth and let out a groan, then closed her eyes
and shook her head.


Bay and I looked at each other.


“Bay will quash all of this,” I
said. I finally had someone on my side about the ridiculousness of Miss Vivee’s
assertions. “He’s going to talk to the Inspector tomorrow.”


“Oh you are?” She looked like
she was confused. “Oh wait, I know. Your grandmother told me that you were with
the FBI.”


“Yes, ma’am, I am,” he said.


“Oh!” she let out a long sigh.
“I’m sure it’ll be cleared up then with you leading the brigade.” Sassy smiled
and touched Bay on his arm. “Thank you.” She let her shoulders drop as if the
weight of the world had been lifted. “I didn’t want to think that Cam had been
. . .” she turned her head away and bit her lip.


I half expected her to put a
balled fist up to her mouth.


She shook her head. “Bless her
heart,” she said. “Your grandmother is a hoot. And I do thank her from the
bottom of my heart for being there at my time of need.”


“My grandmother is nothing if
not helpful,” Bay said. “It’s just that she seems to have this thing about
murder.”


Sassy laughed. “Well did she
ever figured out what the “murder weapon?’


“Hyponatremia,” I said.


“Oh my,” she said and swallowed
hard. She pulled her hand from Bay’s arm. “What an imagination. Well, I’ve got
to scoot. Don’t want to miss the show.”


“You want to sit with us?” I
asked.


“Oh, ain’t you sweet?” She took
my hand and kissed me on my cheek. “But no. Everyone is being so kind to me,
and Temo said he had something special set up for me.”


“Oh okay,” I said.


“Now ya’ll
let me know as soon as you get back from Viti Levu,
you hear me? I want to get my baby back home and buried properly. I’m a woman
in mourning and I need my family to hold me up.”


“Will do,” Bay said. “Enjoy
your evening.”


“Oh, I sure will try,” Sassy
said. She waved and scooted around tables and chairs to a back table.


“She seems nice,” Bay said.
“Holding up good for a woman who has just lost her husband.”


“She said she comes from strong
stock, but I’m not so sure, the way she’s always fainting.”


He frowned. “I thought she only
fainted once.”


“I’m sure there’ll be more to
come. Probably, when you bring the news her husband had a heart attack and
drowned.”


“I won’t say it so crassly
though.”


I chuckled. “Your grandmother
likes her.”


“She does?” I nodded. “Well she
must be good people then.”


“Yeah, well if you use that as
a measuring stick, no one else on this island is good people. Because she
doesn’t like anybody else.”


“So what is that hyponemea?”


“Hyponatremia,” I corrected.
“It’s the electrolyte imbalance that sets the condition to die from water
intoxication. Means that there is a drop in sodium in the blood.”


“Okay. I don’t know what all that
means,” Bay said. “But that seems to make it even more complicated to have
committed a murder by those means.”


“It’s what I’ve been telling
Miss Vivee. But that doesn’t seem to bother her. She’s determined that she and
Mac will figure it out.”


“There’s Mac,” Bay stood up and
waved him over. “I don’t see my grandma.”


“Hi there,” Mac said and wiped
his hand over his shock of white hair.


“Where’s Grandmother?” Bay
asked.


“Oh, she’ll make her appearance
soon,” Mac said and winked.













 


Chapter Eighteen


 


The lights went
down on the stage, the lali drums started a rhythmic
beat and then a slow rise of a melodic chant followed. Whoa wee wah we whoa, sung by females with high alto
voices came from somewhere behind the stage. Then came a chorus of male voices
harmonized with them and a unique sound of Polynesian-styled music emanated
throughout the tented dinner hall.


Three women came
out onto the darkened stage, and when the lights went up I almost fell out of
my seat. There was Miss Vivee on the stage with Elenoa, and another girl, all
set to dance.


“Bula!” the
announcer yelled into a mike. “Tonight, we have a guest dancer. An American
with the heart, soul and dance moves of a Fijian. Enjoy as they dance the Meke.


I looked at Mac, who nodded and
grinned a smile wider than the Mississippi. Then I looked over at Bay. He was
beaming.


Miss Vivee was barefoot, she
had grass rings around her ankles and her wrists. She was dressed in a woven
cream and brown skirt that hit her right below her knee, and a polyester black
blouse. She had long hair down – the first time I’d seen her style it that way
and her face looked intent.


Standing still with one foot in
front of the other, Miss Vivee made quick, terse hand movement as part of her
dance, so unlike the waving, fluid motion of a Hawaiian dance. She was right in
sync with the other girls, and looked as if she’d been doing it for years.


I don’t think I had ever
enjoyed anything so much.


The three bowed their heads
after only a couple of minutes, and the announcer came back. “Please, thank
Mrs. Vivienne Whitson for gracing our stage.”


Everyone clapped as Miss Vivee
lifted her head. She smiled and exited stage left. She was escorted to her seat
The other girls on stage, still with their heads down, was joined by another
girl, and four guys, and if they did anything I didn’t know it, because the
star of the night was at the table with us and she had all of my attention.


“Miss Vivee!” I said and got up
to hug her. “You were wonderful.”


“I was, wasn’t I?” she said her
face was glowing. “I just learned it this afternoon.”


“I was wondering about that.
When did you have time?”


“When you were off spending the
afternoon with Bay,” she said. “Elenoa taught me.”


“Elenoa?”


“Yes,” Miss Vivee said. “Isn’t
she just the sweetest thing?”


“Grandmother,” Bay said. “You
were the most beautiful one up there tonight.” He shook his head. “You just
never know what you might do at any given moment.”


“Gotta
stay on your toes to keep up with me,” Miss Vivee said smiling.


“And the most graceful,” Mac
said. “You out did those young girls. I am so proud of you.”


“All of that dancing made me
hungry,” Miss Vivee said. “When do we eat?”
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The underground
roasted meats and bananas were succulent and moist. It was served with a cold buffet
from local markets and traditional Fijian delicacies, including Chili Mud Crab,
followed by an array of tropical desserts and fresh fruit.


I’d never seen Miss Vivee eat
so much of something that didn’t contain boiled eggs and mayonnaise.


After the lovo
was over, Bay and I parted ways with Miss Vivee and Mac. She was tired, and
wanted to go back to their bure. We’d decided to meet early for breakfast
before Bay took off for the big island.


Bay and I stayed up all night. We
walked on the beach, along the trails, and hid under a canopy of trees when it
started to rain. We ended up on the verandah of my bure before he decided he
needed to get back to get a few hours of sleep before going to the big island
to see the Inspector in Nadi.


“We’re going to have breakfast
before you leave, right?” I said.


“Yeah, just like we decided,”
Bay said. “I talked to Temo, he said we could leave around 9:30.”


“How can you even work with the
authorities here?” I asked Bay. “The FBI is a domestic organization.”


“It is, but the FBI does also
maintain a significant international footprint. We’ve got over sixty legal
attaché offices.”


“Is there one in Fiji?”


He shook his head. “The closest
one is in Australia.”


I stretched my eyes, and pursed
my lips. “So what does that have to do with you helping out? This isn’t
Australia.”


He chuckled. “I was just giving
you the logistics . . . I’ll just skip to the part you want to know about.
There is a sub-office of LEGAT in the US Embassy-”


“What is LEGAT?”


“The Legal Attaché. It’s an
acronym.”


“Oh. Okay. So what now?”


“So, for the most part, the
LEGAT exists primarily for the purpose of coordination with foreign security
services and wouldn’t conduct unilateral operations in a host county.”


“That sounds to me like the FBI
can’t help in this investigation.”


“It’s true that the FBI can’t
just simply step into another country’s investigation. But the FBI may assist
local authorities in cases like kidnapping, hostage taking and terrorism.”


“None of which happened here.”


“And,” he drew the word out.
“When there is a request from a host country where a crime occurs against a
U.S. citizen.”


“Oh,” I said. “You could have
just said that from the beginning.”


“I could have, but just like
you want me to know about your work, I want you to know all about my work too.
I want us to know everything about each other.”


“Me too,” I said.













 


Chapter Nineteen


 


Even though we’d stayed up
practically all night, I was up early to meet Bay before he left. He stopped by
my bure, then we picked up Miss Vivee and Mac and headed to the Restaurant
Complex for breakfast.


“So what have you all been
doing?” Bay asked. His mouth full of warm bread.


“Miss Vivee and Mac went
snorkeling,” I said.


“Snorkeling,” Bay almost choked
on the lump of food in his mouth. “Grandmother can’t swim.”


“Yes she can,” I said and
looked over at Miss Vivee who had a sheepish look on her face.


“Are you trying to kill my
grandmother?” Bay asked and laughed.


“N-No!” I said. “I didn’t
know.” I shook my head. “I’m not supposed to keep an eye on them. I wouldn’t
have even known not to let them go.”


“You can’t tell me what to do,”
Miss Vivee said.


Don’t I know it . . .


“And we did not go snorkeling,”
she said.


“Yes you did,” I said. My face
contorted, I couldn’t believe what she was saying.


Had I just imagined it when
I was in pain?


“No we didn’t,” Miss Vivee
said. “I can’t swim and Mac has a bad hip.”


“Oh my goodness,” I said. “You
were dressed in wetsuits and had flippers and everything.”


“That part is true,” Miss Vivee
said and took a sip of coffee.


“So what did you do?” I asked.


“We waded in over the coral
reefs,” Mac said. “Put on our goggles and immersed our faces into the water.”


“That’s all?” I said.


“Well, if I can’t swim, Missy,
what else could we have done?”


I rolled my eyes.


“And speaking of not being able
to swim,” Miss Vivee said. “Have you heard what people are saying about Madda
Crawford?”


“People or birdies?” I asked
Miss Vivee.


“People,” Mac assured me. He must’ve
known what she was going to say, even before she said it.


“Karma,” Miss Vivee said.


“What about it?” I asked.


“That’s what they’re saying
about Madda. That it was karma that brought about her death. All the things she
did to people. Did you tell Bay what happened to you?”


“Yes,” I said and looked over
at Bay. “I did.”


“What?” he asked seemingly
unsure of what I meant.


“The reaction I had to that
plant in my room.”


“You still have it?” Miss Vivee
asked. “Why didn’t you throw it out?”


“I don’t know.” I hunched my
shoulder.


“Well, don’t ask me again to
help you if you’re foolish enough to get it on you.”


I don’t remember help any
you gave me.


“Okay. I won’t,” I said.


“Morning, y’all,”
It was Sassy. She had on a yellow halter dress that criss-crossed
in the front up around her neck, a yellow sun hat, and her large sunglasses.
“Temo told me I might find y’all up here.”


“Morning,” we said. Mac and Bay
rose slightly from their seats.


“I was wondering, Mr. Colquette, if I could accompany you to the big island? I
can’t pack any of my late husband’s things here per that Inspector, but I
thought perhaps I could get things started on getting his body home.”


“Sure,” Bay said. “I was going
to leave right after breakfast.”


“Oh, thank you!” Sassy said. “I
won’t feel so threatened by that inspector if you’re there.”


“Bay’ll
take good care of you,” Miss Vivee said. “He won’t let anyone run over you.”


“Good,” she said. “Now no rush,
you hear? Take your time enjoy your breakfast.” She smiled at Bay. “I’ll just
wait for you down by the dock.”













 


Chapter Twenty


 


We took a morning island
hopping cruise after Bay and Sassy left for the big island. When we got on the
boat I felt as if I was travelling with celebrities. Everyone knew Miss Vivee
and Mac. They were quite the popular newlywed couple.


We visited four nearby islands
and were back before noon. It started to rain soon after we returned, and we
took refuge in one of the cabanas and ordered lunch.


Bay’s plan was to go to the
American Embassy first and then the police station. He had no idea how long
he’d be gone, and the clock moved so much slower in his absence, that just the
four hours he’d been gone so far seemed like an eternity.


During the morning, I flinched
every time Miss Vivee started to say something. I worried that her conversation
would turn to murder, and I had my fingers crossed that once Bay got ahold of
that autopsy report it would quash Miss Vivee’s assumption. I knew that I had
decided that she was usually right, and I shouldn’t even try to believe
anything other than what she had surmised. I still clung to a sliver of hope.


As many murders as I’d seen
since I’d met Miss Vivee, one would think that her speculating homicide
wouldn’t bother me as much as it was, but it did.


Plus, I just didn’t want Miss
Vivee’s prognostications of us and murder inexplicably linked to follow me all
the way around to the other side of the world.


I jumped every time I heard a
seaplane or speedboat motor and went to the doorway of the cabana to see if it
was Bay.


“A watched pot never boils,”
Miss Vivee said.


“What does that even mean?” I
asked.


“That if you keep watching for
Bay, he’ll never get here,” she said.


I didn’t know how that was possible,
he was coming back. But I restrained myself, and it was Mac who announced Bay’s
arrival.


It wasn’t long after lunch that
as he crossed the water in the speedboat. I walked out to meet him. He looked
so handsome, standing at the bow, the wind blowing through his flowered cotton
shirt, his legs tanned and sturdy in his white Polo shorts. Still I knew he
carried the news that I was dreading.


“He’s here,” I said to Miss
Vivee as she walked up and stood next to me.


I prayed that their deaths were
from natural causes. I closed my eyes, crossed my fingers, and with lips
moving, silently mumbled my supplication.


“What are you mumbling about?”
Miss Vivee said and elbowed me.


I looked at her. “I’m just
praying,” I said.


“About what?”


“I’m just praying that it’s not
murder.”


Miss Vivee clucked out a
chuckle. It was a sinister little snicker. “You can quit your praying, Missy,”
she said. “It’s murder. You’ll see.”


Bay stepped on the shore, and
the first thing I noticed was that he was by himself. No Sassy, and the look on
his face told it all.


“Where’s Sassy?” Mac asked,
only to delay hearing what was in the forefront of everyone’s mind.


“She needed to make
arrangements for the body. I think maybe her father might come over, or get a
friend of his that works for the government here to help her expedite things.”
Bay scratched his brow. “I think she was a bit overwhelmed, not comprehending
anything that was going on. But she’ll be back later. I just wanted to get back
to Logan.”


“The toxicology reports haven’t
come in yet. But we got the cause of death for both victims.”


The anticipation was killing
me. Bay, I wanted to scream. Spit. It. Out!


“Madda Crawford’s cause of
death,” he said, not waiting for us to ask, “was drowning.” He took in a breath.
“More than likely, based on the contusions found on her head, she’d been
knocked unconscious before she hit the water.”


No one said anything, we were
holding our breaths waiting for him to continue. He let out a long sigh before
saying, “Campbell Gruger died from water intoxication.”


 













Chapter Twenty-One


 


I should have known better than
to let two ninety-year old, know-it-all, wannabe sleuths, who insisted that
they still looked good in swimsuits honeymoon at my dig.


Especially since death followed
them like thunder followed lightening.


Or should I say, murder.


Yes, murder followed them. It
didn’t follow me. There was no doubt about it. Miss Vivee had tried to rope me
into believing that she and I were destined to solve murders in Yasamee. That I
was some sort of murder magnet (actually my label). She’d even tried to
convince me that she’d waited more than sixty years for me to arrive for our
caper to begin.


Well this was Fiji! Not
Yasamee. Not Georgia. Not even close.


Since I’d met them, a little
more than a year ago, I’d seen more dead bodies than in all the sequels of the
Hollywood slasher movie, Scream. And now, here were two more, one of them
seemingly murdered.


I shook my head.


I don’t know why I’d ever
doubt Miss Vivee.


I would get myself all riled
up, hoping that maybe it wasn’t murder, when all the time I knew it probably
was. I should just also go with Miss Vivee’s theory from the word go. It would
relieve the stress of fighting against her.


Bay knew how much the murder
diagnosis had upset me. And after we were alone he tried to make me feel better
by saying that the Fijian police didn’t think it was murder and had no plans to
investigate it as a homicide.


But what Bay didn’t know was
that I had for all intents and purposes switched sides. Miss Vivee and Mac had
pulled that cause of death from the miniscule clues that were left behind. They
had put together what Campbell Gruger had told Mac and jugs of water at the
camp and came up with something that it took a medical examiner to find.


It was ingenious. Sherlock
Holmes-esque.


I decided that maybe from here
on out, it would always be better to side with the smart people, even if they
were a bit eccentric.


And I thought maybe I should
try to help them because it would be a good thing to let a murderer get away
with their dastardly deed.


Then I thought again. Nah. Even
if they were right, I didn’t need to get involved in their murder
investigation. I decided to let it go and just enjoy Bay.


Bay
and I took a late afternoon stroll, and had stopped at the beach bar for
drinks. We were having a lazy afternoon, the Kava Ceremony was that night and
we had plenty of time just to do nothing and enjoy each other before we had to
get ready. We were watching television when we heard a news flash about our two
deaths that, according to the anchor, had taken place on the calm, peaceful
island of Malolo.


 “The
police are investigating the deaths,” the newscaster announced. But according
to early reports, it doesn’t look like foul play.” The screen flipped to a
bespectacled man dressed in a light blue short sleeved shirt, with stars on his
collar, and a dark blue beret. The caption underneath read: Police
commissioner, Brigadier General Innno Ranson. 


“I
have told the team of investigators,” the general said into a microphone,
standing at a podium. “To do their work and not to let any pressure rush them,
whether that pressure is from the media, my office, senior officers, or any
outside sources.” He looked down at a paper he was holding and back up toward
the camera. “And that they were to work within their own resources and not let
any input from anyone, or anywhere else, influence them regardless of the fact
that the victims were Americans.”


Switching
back to the news studio, the anchor relayed, “Police Commissioner Brigadier
General Innno Ranson spoke
this morning, reiterating the same contentions that he’d made when two Russians
were found dead near their abandoned vehicle. There are no updates in that
case. As for the deaths on Malolo, the commissioner
said that the police will comment once investigations are complete.”


I
looked at Bay. I knew the police commissioner’s comments meant him. “Sounds like they were talking directly to
you,” I said.


“Looks like I was just thrown
off the case.” He coughed out a chuckle and stood up. “I’m going to have to go back,” he said. “Back over to Nadi.”


“It’s
so late,” I said. “How are you going to get there? And you’re going to miss the
Kava Ceremony.”


“I
have to go,” he said. “I might be able to make it back in time.” He huffed and
looked down at his watch. “And I don’t know how I’m going to get there. Maybe I
can use Temo’s catamaran. I just don’t want the
Embassy to think I’m involved and the locals here don’t want me to be. I mean
they sought me out.”


“I
know they did. As soon as you got to Fiji.”


“Right.
But from what he just said,” Bay nodded toward the TV, “it’s like I just stuck
my nose in where it didn’t belong.” He looked at me. “Sort of like you and
Grandmother do.”


“I
don’t stick my nose in, your grandmother does. My nose gets dragged in. Every
time. Either by deception, or my need to feel like I have to look out for her
so she doesn’t get herself killed.”


 


┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘


 


While Bay was gone, I started
feeling restless. I had been fine on the island without him before he came, now
I just wanted him to hurry and get back. So, after he left, I wandered up one
of the walking trails. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts. Wanting to just
think about Bay. I knew if I hung out with Miss Vivee it would only be more murder
talk.


But of course as I walked,
murder was all I could think of. I found a big rock, sat down, and pulled out
my phone.


I
clicked on Google and skimmed scientific articles on water intoxication and
hyponatremia, and dumbed-down articles from people like the Science Guy,
wishing I had my laptop, so I could read more. One article I found explained it
in a nutshell: “Should you
consume so much fluid that your body can’t easily rid itself of the surplus,
you dilute the sodium levels in your blood. Osmosis then draws water from the
blood into body cells to equallize sodium levels, and
those cells swell.”


Yep. That’s what Miss Vivee and
the coroner said.


Water. I shook my head. It was
still unbelivable to me that someone would think to
use it as a murder weapon.


Then I decided to research Miss
Vivee’s assertions that it wasn’t healthy to drink a lot of water, and she
wasn’t far off from being right there either. It appears that the old staple of
drinking eight glasses a day might not be needed by everyone. The new
understanding was that your body knows when it needs water, and there is no
need to try and stay ahead of its requirements by drinking it in daily
prescribed amounts. Who knew? Drink when you’re thirsty. Nothing more. That
combats not only being over-hydrated, but dehydrated as well.


I stuck my phone back in my
pocket.


I just wondered how she knew
that Campbell Gruger was dead before he ran off that bridge. And there
certainly wasn’t any way for her to know that if he were dead at that moment,
that he hadn’t died from a heart attack, or something else less ominous.


He had been working out in the
hot Fijian sun. He had been taking steroids, and who knows what else. Any of
those things could have killed him, but not any of those things had crossed her
mind.


I pulled out my phone thinking
I’d look up more on the subject, then stuck it right back in my pocket.


I wasn’t here for murders and
mayhem of the Vivienne Pennywell sort. I was here to have fun. And when Bay got
back, hopefully in time for the Kava ceremony, that was exactly what I was
going to do.


 I decided to go back to
my bure, but when I got there, I found Miss Vivee and Mac playing backgammon.


“You guys get locked out of
your bure?” I asked.


“Hey, sweetie,” Miss Vivee
said. “Thought we’d keep you company until Bay got back. Didn’t want you
feeling lonely.” She smiled at me. “I made you some tea.”


I just shook my head. When she
wasn’t driving me crazy, I couldn’t help but to adore that old woman.


“And I was thinking,” Miss
Vivee said. “Maybe we could walk over to the village and get us a native outfit
to wear to the ceremony tonight.”


Yep. I loved my grandma.


 













 


Chapter Twenty-Two


 


We walked over to the local
village. Letting Mac stroll in front of us as we entered, we had been told that
native Fijians are very warm and friendly, but there were some local customs
that still lingered that were very much different from the western world we
were used to. One was about women and their place.


And although Miss Vivee was
feisty, and did whatever she put her mind to, not taking “any mess,” as she put
it “from anyone,” I found she was very respectful to the country’s mores. Even
making Mac lose his usual straw Panama.


We’d come to the village, per
Miss Vivee’s suggestion, to buy authentic sarongs for the Kava Ceremony and to
keep my mind off of Bay not being there. And the first thing I saw was Hank
Harrison.


He was just turning up
everywhere. And after finding out about the broken oars, if I believed Miss
Vivee’s rumor mill, he was just as bad a Madda. He was definitely someone to be
careful of, at least in my opinion. Since I had decided that it may be possible
to kill someone by making them drink too much water, I’d put my money on Hank
Harrison.


Then no sooner than I thought
we’d have a nice tourist kind of visit to the village, I discovered that it was
going to turn out to be another grilling of one of Miss Vivee’s suspects.


Miss Vivee started swinging her
purse back and forth, hitting my leg with it. “Look,” she leaned over toward me
and whispered. “It’s Harley Grace from the camp. Remember?” She smacked me with
her purse again.


“Yes, I remember,” I said,
side-stepping out of her way.


“C’mon,” she said and grabbed
my arm. “Let’s go talk to her.”


I somehow knew that was
coming.


“Harley Grace,” Miss Vivee said
and stretched her arms out in a greeting. “I’ve been wanting to talk to you.”


“Hello,” Harley Grace said
hesitantly. In all probability she didn’t remember who Miss Vivee was. “You
wanted to see me?”


“First, I wanted . . . Well, we
wanted to say we were sorry about the camp being overran by that mean Inspector
Walota. Shutting down the camp like that.”


Harley Grace smiled. “Thank
you, but it’s okay. The group was going to take an
overnight biking trip up into the mountains anyway. We weren’t going to be
there, so in a way, it was perfect timing.”


“Do you remember us?” Miss
Vivee asked. “We were up at the camp the other day with Sassy Gruger.”


Harley Grace looked at each one
of our faces. “Uhm,” she furrowed her brow. “Y-Yeah.”
She blinked a few times. “I think I do.” She scrunched her nose and shook her
head as if she had a bad taste in her mouth. “That was such a bad day.”


“Yes. I did notice you were
upset,” Miss Vivee said.


“We’re sorry for your loss,”
Mac said.


“Well, I don’t guess it was so
much of my loss, although I really liked Cam, but I hadn’t known him
long.”


Hadn’t she told Sassy he was
like a brother to her?


“So, that’s what I wanted to
talk to you about,” Miss Vivee said. “I heard you were his trainer and I wanted
to hire you.”


“Hire me?” I could tell she
wanted to laugh, but held it back. “Hire me to do what?”


“Train me,” she said, not even
flinching at the absurdity of her lie.


“To. Do. What, exactly?” Harley
Grace said slowly. She looked out the side of her eye at the five-foot nothing,
ninety-something grandma.


“Train for a bike competition I
want to enter.”


Harley Grace threw her head
back and laughed. I even had to chuckle, but when she saw that Mac or Miss
Vivee weren’t laughing she stopped, a series of several hiccups followed as she
tried to stop giggling.


“Are you serious?” she asked.


“You’re not one of those
arrogant people, are you?” Miss Vivee stuck out her tongue and scrunched up her
nose like she had a bad taste in her mouth. “The ones who think older people
can’t do things. Because I am very fit.”


Miss Vivee, I wanted to say, you are not “older”
you are “Old” with a capital “O.”


“The training would just be for
me,” Miss Vivee continued, rattling on lost in her web of deceit. “My husband
has a bad hip he got from a skydiving accident.”


Try a “you ran him over with
your car” incident.


Harley Grace paused like she
was trying to figure out how to get out of not only the training, but the
obvious elderly discrimination Miss Vivee had accused her of.


“Uhm.
No. I’m not.” She stuck her hands down in her pockets of her skirt. “I’m not
one of those people. And. I wasn’t Cam’s trainer, either,” she said.


Good girl, I thought, deflect those inane
questions from the crazy lady.


Harley Grace looked much
younger than she had in the tent under the artificial light. Her blonde,
straight hair sported dark highlights, and her skin was smooth. She had a
turned up nose, big eyes, and an easy smile. She also looked like she could
have trained Miss Vivee, or anyone. Her frame was fit. Her belly top fit snugly
over her breast, and hugged around her toned abdomen. But her muscles weren’t
hard, they were cut with curves. She wore a sarong, and I hoped she had gotten
it from the village because I wanted one just like it.


“I thought you were his
trainer,” Miss Vivee said, she made a pouty face as if she was sorely
disappointed.


“No. I just own the camp.”


“Oh, is that your camp?” Mac
asked.


“Yep. A gathering place for bikers.
I don’t make much money, but it’s a dream come true.”


“Are you thinking of
expanding?” Miss Vivee said. “I’m planning on inviting some of my biker friends
to the Island next year. They would love being at the camp.”


“Would they now?” Harley Grace
said, amusement in her eyes.


“So what do you do exactly?”
Mac asked.


“I do massages, pass out
nutrition pamphlets, do a little exercise instruction and physical therapy when
it’s needed. Help the biker’s however I can.”


“Is that what you did for
Campbell Gruger?” Miss Vivee asked.


“Yep.” She nodded and licked
her lips. “And, uhm, I helped him prepare for his
century ride.”


“What’s that?” Miss Vivee
asked.


“A 100-mile ride,” Harley Grace
said.


“Really?” Miss Vivee said. “How
impressive. I once walked a hundred miles-”


I thought it might be time for
me step in.


“That’s a long ride in the heat
and humidity of the Pacific Islands,” I said interrupting Miss Vivee’s
tall-tale.


“Yep. That’s true. It’s about
seven to eight hours long. Maybe longer. It depends on the person’s ability.”


“How did you help with that?”
Miss Vivee said. “You rode with him?”


“Oh no,” she said and smiled.
“I helped him set up support stations. He could carry only so many bottles on
his person, so we had to put water and protein mix at certain spots along his
route, which I helped him map out, so he could stay replenished.”


“Yeah, I know you’d have to
stay hydrated for something like that.” I said, my eyes big, I let out a little
chuckle to give her the illusion I was interested and not trying to find out if
she was a murderess. “You can get dehydrated so easily.”


I was turning into Miss
Vivee.


“Not under my watch,” Harley
Grace said and chuckled right along with me. “We get out front of that,
drinking water at prescribed intervals before the ride, and then during
the ride, and then after. If you wait until you’re thirsty to drink water,
you’re already dehydrated.”


I could see Miss Vivee curling
up her lip out the corner of my eye.


“I say,” Miss Vivee said
obviously disgusted with Harley Grace’s endorsement of drinking a lot of water.
“So fill up before you’re even thirsty?”


“Yep,” Harley Grace said
smiling. “You have to stay hydrated.”


“That’s like taking headache
medicine before you get a headache,” Miss Vivee said.


Harley Grace’s smile faded.


“Are you a biker?” I asked
quickly moving in again.


Harley Grace slowly pulled her
eyes away from Miss Vivee and looked at me. “Well. I used to do it
professionally. Now I do it because it makes me happy.”


“Who would want to come all the
way to Fiji to go and camp out?” Miss Vivee asked.


“You’d be surprised,” she said.


“So you weren’t his trainer?”
Miss Vivee cocked her head and looked up at Harley Grace as if she didn’t
believe her.


I was thinking, Haven’t we
already gone over this?


“Because from what I’ve heard,
he couldn’t have done as well as he did on his own. Being able to go 100
miles.”


Harley Grace cocked her head to
match Miss Vivee’s. “Not sure what that means, exactly. But I do think he had a
trainer at home at least that’s what I’ve been told. Because he had to have
prepared for that ride before he got here. You know Sassy, right? Maybe she
could tell you who it is.”


“That century ride would be
very hard on your back, if you weren’t trained properly, wouldn’t it?” Mac
asked. “If you did help him with that, that’s pretty impressive.”


That made Harley Grace smile
again.


Miss Vivee could learn a
thing or two from me and Mac about interrogation techniques.


“Cam was into building his
core,” she said. “And I did help him with that.” She laughed. “That’s all he
would talk about – he’d say ‘Make me work harder, Harley. A weak core is going
to frustrate all the hard work my legs do and I’ll never made that century
mark,’ he told me that over and over. It was like it had become his mantra.”
She blew out a breath. “He obsessed over it.”


“His core?” Miss Vivee asked.


Harley Grace spread her hands
across her abdomen and moved them back and forth, and then reached around to
her back. “Abs and lower back,” she said. “Even though a cyclist’s legs provide
the power to move the bike, and like Cam said you can have all the leg strength
in the world, the core muscles are the vital foundation because all the
movement stems from there and allows you to use your power more efficiently.
Plus, a solid core helps produce a smoother pedal stroke.”


I watched her explain and could
understand what she meant. “It would make him sleeker,” I offered.


“Exactly,” she said and smiled.
“Aerodynamically sleek.”


“He was really into it,” Harley
Grace said. “Much more than what I do here.”


“Here at your camp?”


“Yeah. We don’t do anything
that hardcore, that’s for sure,” she said. She tilted her head back and let out
an infectious chuckle.


Well, it made me chuckle. Not
Miss Vivee.


“I mean we take tours of the
island,” Harley Grace said. “Ride farther up the mountain, camp out, stuff like
that. That’s why I was so surprised when all the things came for Cam. The camp
isn’t meant to be that serious, but he definitely was.”


“What came in for him?”


The bikes and stuff – you’d
think he was training for the Tour de France.”


“I heard Sassy say he had more
than one bike?”


“Yeah, which is unusual. People
just come here for the fun of it. They either rent a bike here, or some may
bring one and their gear, and after that it’s fun, rolling hills and white
sand.”


“Well he was training for
something, wasn’t he?” Mac asked.


“I guess,” Harley Grace said.
“Or maybe he just wanted to do the century ride.” She hunched her shoulders. “I
don’t know. Maybe. I mean, with how he was training, you’d think he had to be.
But I don’t know what. He didn’t mention it and I didn’t ask. People really
don’t come to my camp to train. Like I said, it’s a biking community for bikers
that come to Fiji. Beautiful scenery, terrific terrain, and a vacation atmosphere.”


“But you weren’t training him
for whatever competition he was entering?” Miss Vivee raised a suspicious
eyebrow.


How many times was she going
to ask that same question?


“No. Not me. But, like I said,
I think he had a trainer back home. Uhm . . . Not sure,
but I think he mentioned it to me. That’s where all that other stuff came
from.”


“From his trainer?”


“Well, I guess I shouldn’t say
that, because I don’t know for sure. The boxes came from Amazon, but I assumed
his trainer had arranged for their delivery. I mean I never asked him. And now
that Sassy’s going to make sure that all his stuff gets back home, I guess it
doesn’t matter.


“You said bikes and other
stuff. What kind of other stuff,” Miss Vivee said. “I promised Sassy we’d have enough
help for her?”


“Oh that won’t be necessary.
The bikers up at the camp would be happy to help. It was just the few cases of
protein powder, a new Fitbit, which I think he had on when, you know-”


“He died,” Miss Vivee said.


“Right,” Harley Grace said and
gave a weak smile. “Then there were those jugs of water, rolling foam, exercise
ball mats. I mean I keep exercise equipment for some of the bikers to use when
they’re at the camp, but he had all his own equipment That’s
kind of why I thought he had a trainer and because he’d get reminders on his
Fitbit all the time.”


“You can set your own
reminders, though,” I said. Thinking perhaps she didn’t know how they worked.


“Yeah,” she nodded. “I know.
But I heard him mumble a couple of times, ‘I got it . . . I know . . . You
don’t have to keep reminding me.’ So I figured someone was sending him
reminders.”


“Some people just talk to
themselves,” I said, thinking how much I do that


She laughed. “I’m guilty of
that myself. “Anyway, the protein powder was a big hit when other bikers saw it
on the shelf. They asked me if I was selling it.” She shook her head. “Might
just be a good idea,” she said.


“Why did you keep it for him?”
Mac asked. “Why didn’t he take it back to his room?”


She made a face like she was
thinking. “I don’t think he had a room.” She shook her head. “Most people bring
a sleeping bag. They stay in, or around the camp. Although I don’t remember
seeing him with one, and I’m almost positive one didn’t come in with his
shipment.” She waved her hand in front of her face. “But I don’t sleep up in
the mountains anyway, so I couldn’t swear to anything. I lock up, and I come
down to the village.” She pointed. “Just over that ridge.”













 


Chapter Twenty-Three


 


“Why
were you so concerned whether she was his trainer or not?” I asked Miss Vivee.
“You must’ve asked that question fifty times.” We’d stepped into the store and
were looking at a rack of sarongs.


“I
did not,” she said. “I was just wondering because the entire time we’ve been
here, I’ve never seen her ride a bike.”


“What
does that have to do with anything?” I asked. “Because every single time you
asked, she said that she wasn’t one.”


“She
was lying.”


I
shook my head. There was no pleasing that woman.


“And
who told you to ask questions?” Miss Vivee asked as she picked up a pretty blue
sarong and handed it to Mac. I don’t even think she looked at the size.


“I
was trying to help,” I said.


“Help
her lie,” Miss Vivee said.


“Miss
Vivee, you think everyone is lying when you ask your myriad of questions. How
do you plan on finding out what happened, if you don’t believe anything anyone
tells you?”


“I
have my ways.” She opened up her pocketbook and fished out her Amerian Express Blue card. “Plus, Elenoa said that if Harley
Grace knew he didn’t really want her as his trainer that that would be her
reason to kill him. She would’ve known that he was leading her on.”


“So
that was the way you were going to get a confession? Repetition?” I said and
pulled a couple of hangers across the metal pole.


“What
did you say?” Miss Vivee said.


“Nothing,”
I said.


“And
another reason I think she was lying was because Sassy said that she would pay
Harley Grace whatever her husband owed her. Don’t you remember that? What did
he owe her for if it wasn’t for training?”


“I
dunno,” I said.


“And,”
she said. “If she were his trainer, he would have listened to her about
drinking water.”


“You
think he would have kept drinking it, even enough to kill himself, just because
she told him to?”


“Everyone
listens to their trainer,” Miss Vivee said. “It’s the whole reason for having
one.”


That
was true.


“How
long are you going to take to find something to wear?” Miss Vivee asked and
looked at me.


“We’ve
only been in here two minutes.”


“So,
I’m guessing it’ll take you longer than that?”


I
blew out a breath.


“How
about this one,” I said. It was a pretty fuchsia and white one.


“If
you like it,” she said and raised her eyebrows like she didn’t.


I
put it back on the rack and picked up the next one. “Let’s go,” I said and
headed to the counter without asking her opinion.


 


┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘┌┐└┘


 


We
sat cross-legged in a circle around a large bowl attended to by men in skirts
and armbands made from a dried grass. A long, low bench was available for those
that couldn’t make it to the ground. I thought perhaps Miss Vivee and Mac would
opt for it, they didn’t. Always surprising me, the sat beside me.


We
were at the Kava Ceremony.


I
had been so excited about coming to it. I couldn’t wait to go, even if it meant
going without Bay.


Drinking
kava today, was common place. Fijians enjoyed it all times of the day both
publically and privately, but it was also a part of a culture going back more
than a thousand years. I called it living history, it was the kind of thing I
dug up and studied.


Miss
Vivee and I were dressed in our matching-print sarongs, mine in orange, hers in
a ceil blue that we’d bought in the village. Mac had on a beige linen shirt. We
had tried to wait for Bay, I’d bought him a light blue linen shirt just in case
he got back, but we just couldn’t wait any longer. It had rained most of the
afternoon after our shopping excursion, but cleared up right when it was time
to leave.


“Don’t
worry, Logan,” Miss Vivee said and took my hand. If he makes it back in time,
I’m sure he’ll just come right over.”


But
he didn’t make it before we got started.


“Kava
or yaqona, cannot reproduce sexually,” our
host sat in the middle of the circle and spoke. “The female flowers are
especially rare and they cannot produce fruit even when hand-pollinated. The
cultivation of the Kava plant is entirely by propagation from stem cuttings.”


There
were “oohs” and “ahhhs” around the circle, everyone
smiling.


“In
Fiji,” he continued, “we value family, community and village. We work together
to look out for one another. These cultures have a great respect for the plant
and place a high importance on it and drink it when we have important social,
political, or religious functions.


“The
kava drink is made from the pulverized root of the plant. Traditionally, the
drink is prepared by either chewing, grinding or pounding. Tonight, we have
pounded it with a pestle in our mixing bowl and now will add a little water.”


The
men added the water and took bowls made out of a half of coconut to dip it up
in.


“Kava
is a natural and relaxing drink,” our host said. “Native Fijians are among the
happiest people in the world. And some people believe that drinking Kava is the
reason. So, follow my lead and enjoy!”


One
of the men that had made the drink, handed our host a bowl, but before he took
it, he said. “I will clap once to show my respect. Make sure you do the same.”


He
clapped and took the bowl. “Bula,” he then said the one word greeting. “Now
drink all of it in one swig.” And he did. “Then those around you will say . .
.”


The
men responded in unison, “Maca.”


I
was so excited, I couldn’t sit still. I wiggled in my place and Miss Vivee
smacked my leg.


“What
is wrong with you?”


“I
love long-steeped tradition,” I said. “It’s what I do for a living.”


“Well,
you’re here on vacation. So sit still.”


The
men were served first, and Mac winked at me before he downed his. “How does it taste,”
I asked and scrunched up my nose, I was a little nervous. I didn’t want to act
squeamish.


He
nodded and smiled.


Finally,
it was my turn. “Bula,” I said after my clap. I downed it in one gulp, but it
was hard. It looked like muddy water and tasted bitter. Afterwards, I could
feel a slight tingling and numbness on my tongue, which I guess I should’ve
expected since it was a mild narcotic.


I
handed my bowl back and clapped three times.


Now
this was my idea of having a good time.


The
ceremony lasted only about fifteen minutes, and we stayed another hour or so
afterwards. We talked and listened to staff members play guitar. I didn’t want
it to end.













 


Chapter Twenty-Four


 


“While
we were at the Kava ceremony,”
Mac said. “Which, I thoroughly enjoyed by the way.”


“Me too,” Miss Vivee said, her
eyes twinkling. “Isn’t Kava just the most wonderful drink? I’ll have to grow
some in my greenhouse.”


We were back in Miss Vivee and
Mac’s bure. Bay hadn’t made it back yet, and they were trying to keep me
occupied so I wouldn’t worry.


“Yes,” Mac said. “It is a nice
drink. But what I was going to say is that it made me think of something.”


I hope it’s nothing that
will send Miss Vivee further down her rabbit hole.


“What is it, Mac?” Miss Vivee
asked.


“Well, you know how they
explained that Kava can’t reproduce sexually?”


“They weren’t telling me
anything new,” know-it-all Miss Vivee said. “I know of other plants that are
like that.”


“Well it started me to thinking
about estrogen.”


Is this the way all old people
are? Random, crazy thoughts are just twirling around in their heads?


“Uh-huh,” Miss Vivee said as if
that wasn’t a strange thing to think of. “Go on.”


“And it reminded me that
anti-estrogen pills are used by some athletes.”


Miss Vivee tilted her head and
let her eyes drift off as if she was thinking. Then her eyes lit up, and I knew
this was going to be a “rabbit hole” conversation.


“Used by athletes who take steroids!” Miss Vivee said and clapped her hands together.
“Just like Campbell Gruger.”


I couldn’t take it anymore.
“What does that have to do with anything?” I asked.


“Steroids can be water
retentive,” Miss Vivee said.


I’m sure that meant
something to her death-by-murder theory.


“And?” I asked. I hated the way
they’d have those half-verbal/half-cerebral conversations between the two of
them, knowing that I didn’t understand one iota of what they were talking
about. I reached for my phone. I felt a Google moment coming on.


“That’s how he died of
hyponatremia,” Miss Vivee said.


Oh yeah. Right. Now I
understand.


I pushed the Home button.
Because I didn’t have the faintest idea what they were talking about.


As usual.


 “Some steroids convert to
estrogen in the body,” Mac said before I could access Google.


I stopped. Okay finally someone
said something I understood. “Well I know about estrogen being water-retentive.
That’s why women bloat every month.”


“See how smart you are when you
use that noggin?” Miss Vivee said.


“So wait.” I still needed to
talk it out. “Some steroids are converted to estrogen?”


“Didn’t Mac just tell you
that?”


“So,” I ignored Miss Vivee. “If
Campbell Gruger took steroids, then he would have retained more water than
normal.” I nodded my head. I could follow that line of reasoning. “He could
have retained more, but could he have drank enough to retain enough water to
kill him? And,” I cocked my head to the side like Miss Vivee had done. “Why
doesn’t every athlete, or people with renal failure, or anyone – everyone –
else taking steroids die from hyponatremia?”


I looked at Miss Vivee for an
answer, but it was Mac who offered it.


“Remember, I said that people
take anti-estrogen pills?”


“Oh yeah, you did say that.”


“It counteracts the water
retentive properties.”


“So to me,” I said. “That means
there are things that you can take that will make your body hold water. And
retaining too much water is not good. I know that, too.”


“Because it’ll make you die,”
Miss Vivee said.


“Wait.” I wasn’t finished
thinking it through. “And I know that if your electrolytes are thrown off
balance, it isn’t good. That’s why they say to drink Gatorade when you exert
yourself because it replenishes your electrolytes.”


“That’s right,” Mac said.


“And sodium is an electrolyte.”


“Oh good, Lord. How long are you
going to take to figure this out?” Miss Vivee said. She let her hands go limp,
slapping them down on her thighs and hung her head.


“But what if a person didn’t
replace those electrolytes?” I said. I looked at Mac, he was smiling at me.
“Then a person would naturally drink more water because they’re thirsty. From
exertion. Too much water, not enough electrolytes that would equal
hyponatremia.” I stopped and sat back in my seat. I finally saw the connection.
“That would make them susceptible to water intoxication.”


“Right,” Mac said.


“So maybe . . . And. Okay.
And,” I was fitting all the puzzle pieces together like Mac said he had done.
“If your electrolytes were thrown off severely enough,” I shrugged my
shoulders. “Even a normal amount of water could be too much.”


“That’s what I’ve been saying,”
Miss Vivee said and held her arms out like she was pleading with me.


She actually hadn’t said any
such thing, but now it was all making more sense to me. I needed to look up
what could throw a person’s electrolytes – sodium – off besides sweating and
steroids.


I looked at Miss Vivee and Mac.
I knew I could have asked them. Mac would have explained it to me nicely –
grandfatherly like. Miss Vivee would have been disgusted, a scowl on her face,
at how little I knew even with my four degrees . . .


I pulled out my iPhone.


Hey Siri.













 


Chapter Twenty-Five


 


“Hey Miss Vivee, I said. “Did
you know that Ecstasy can throw your electrolytes off?” I looked up from my
research.


“What does being too happy have
to do with anything?” Miss Vivee asked. “Looks like the wires are crossed on
that phone thingy of yours. Doesn’t seem to be working right on this side of
the world.”


“Ecstasy the drug.”


“I don’t take drugs,” she said.


I just decided to read what I’d
found.


“Methylene – dioxy – methamphetamine,” I read breaking up the long word
phonetically, “commonly known as Ecstasy,” I emphasized the word, “is a
psychoactive drug used primarily for recreation. Desired effects include
increased empathy, euphoria, and heightened sensations. It has no accepted
medical uses.”


“That’s
probably why I don’t know anything about it,” Miss Vivee said. “If it has no
medical uses, then it has no use to me.”


“People
using drugs such as Ecstasy,” I kept reading, “may overexert themselves,
perspire heavily, feel increased thirst, and then drink large amounts of water
to rehydrate, leading to electrolyte imbalance and water intoxication. This is
compounded by the use of the drug increasing the levels of antidiuretic hormone
(ADH), and decreasing the amount of water lost through urination.”


“Why
do you keep reading that?” Miss Vivee said in a high pitched voice.


“Because
I thought it was interesting.”


“Well
it’s not,” she said, eyes wide.


“Ecstasy
is called the ‘love pill,’” I said.


“The
love pill?” she asked.


“Yep.
Because it supposedly amplifies sensations during
sex.”


Miss Vivee didn’t say a word. I looked at Mac, he was watching her too.


Had I embarrassed her? 


I chuckled. I doubted it, not with her constant off-colored remarks. “Anyway,”
I said, getting back to my point. “With him having an affair he could have been
taking it.  Not knowing it would interact with all the water he was
drinking as part of his training. Then,” I nodded, “his death could have been
accidental.”


“Or maybe he even died of a heart attack,” she said and looked at me. I
knew she said it to make fun of me and my usual theory.


“It is another way that he could’ve been killed, Vivee,” Mac nodded. “He
did say he was feeling happy, and he wouldn’t have had to take those Happy
Pills of his own accord.”


“That’s true,” Miss Vivee said.


“So then now, that should help you out,” Mac said.


“It does,” Miss Vivee said.


“Help you out how?” I asked.


“Vivee was a little frustrated because she couldn’t figure out a way that someone
could get Campbell to drink enough water to kill him.”


“Is that right, Miss Vivee?” I asked. “You were upset?”


“He didn’t say upset. He said frustrated,” Miss Vivee said. “Two different
words. Two different meanings.”


“Well it was kind of bothering me too,” I said trying to empathize.


“Everything bothers you,” Miss Vivee said. “If you didn’t have that little
phone of yours to explain everything, we’d never get through a murder
investigation.”


I didn’t say anything.


“Why don’t we go over your suspects’ list?” Mac said. “You’ve pretty much
got all the pieces now. Your theory on death was confirmed, and the Kava
Ceremony gave us a clue of how it might have been done.”


Suspects’ list? I hadn’t seen Miss Vivee write in her
notebook once since she started her investigation.


“Good idea,” Miss Vivee said. “You know that Campbell Gruger was like a
shapeshifter. He was different things to different people. I can see why anyone
would want him dead.” She shook her head. “Poor Sassy. He sure pulled the wool
over her head. He was so manipulative.”


Miss Vivee dug down in her purse and pulled out a notebook like the ones I
always buy for her from Hadley’s Drugstore. As she flipped through the pages, I
could tell that it was filled with information.


“When did you write all that stuff down?” I asked.


“Whenever I interviewed a suspect or got an idea of what might have
happened.”


“How come I didn’t know?” I asked.


“I told you,” Mac said. “Vivee was feeling kind of frustrated.”


“And you kept asking dumb questions,” Miss Vivee said.


“No-” I started to say something and changed my mind. I knew Miss Vivee was
feeling upset, whether she wanted to admit it or not, about her murder plot
theory not unfolding as smoothly as it does for Miss Marple.
“So, let’s hear who the suspect are,” I said instead.


“It really was a good thing I
stopped by Hadley’s and bought a couple of notebooks before we left,” Miss
Vivee said and pulled out a #2 pencil. She gave the tip a lick. “I even got a
pack of new pencils.”  She gave a firm nod. “I needed them with all the
suspects around here.”


“And who is the first one on
your list, Miss Vivee?” I asked.


“Elenoa.”


“Elenoa?” I asked. “I can’t
believe it. I thought you liked her? You danced the Meke with her and everything.”


“Well she went on my list before
I questioned her and found out she was a nice girl and a Voodoo doctor – of
sorts. And her name was place here rightly so.” She tapped on her notebook. “I
can’t just decide because I like someone that they can’t be a suspect any
longer. Nice people kill too.”


Don’t I know it, I thought. She’s accused Me, Mac and
Renmar of committing murder.


We have a saying in Cleveland,
“If you don’t like the weather, just wait a minute, it’ll change.” And that was
Miss Vivee. A fair-weather friend – give her a minute and she could change her
opinion of anyone. Dance the Meke with you one
day, accuse you of murder the next.


“So, tell me about Elenoa’s
reason for murder.”


“She’d sure know how to do it,”
Mac chimed in. “Her being in holistic medicine and all.”


“Exactly,” Miss Vivee said. She
paused and read over her notes. “And she was right. She said that Campbell
Gruger was manipulative.” She jabbed the notebook with her finger. “It’s likely
that she knew he manipulated her, too. He cared about biking. He cared enough
that he wanted to train, and he took it seriously. No one puts on that much of
a ruse to see another woman. He was taking steroids, even talked to Mac,
wanting to be healthy while he trained.”


“He sure did,” Mac said.


“Plus,” Miss Vivee said. “She
blamed everyone else for the murder. Pointed fingers everywhere wanting to take
the suspicion off of her.”


“If that’s the case,” I said.
“So did everyone else. Everyone you talked to told you who else could have done
it.”


“What about Hank Harrison?” I
said.


“What about him?” Miss Vivee
said.


“He turns up everywhere we do.
Like he’s spying on us. Or on something.”


“You think he thinks we killed
one of them?” Miss Vivee asked.


“No. I just think there is
something strange about him. He’s up to something.”


“Well did you see him acting
that way before the murder?” Miss Vivee asked.


I shrugged. I didn’t really
remember seeing him doing much at any time. “No.”


“Well, I know one thing. He
used to follow Mad Cow around. He was love struck.”


“With Madda?”


“Yep,” Miss Vivee said. “You
didn’t go around the guests as much as we did. I noticed it from the first day
we got here.  His acting strange just might be grief.”


I was going to have to start
being more observant.


“But I do have Avvy and Temo on
my list of suspects.” Miss Vivee flipped a page. “They should have been number
one.”


I laughed. “They make millions
here, I don’t think they’d jeopardize it to kill someone.”


“They were colluding with Madda
to get this place from Rigieta. You heard Elenoa.”


“Elenoa?” I asked. “One of the
many people that you don’t believe a word they’re saying?”


Miss Vivee sucked her tongue.


“How are you going to trust
things that Elenoa said, Miss Vivee, when you think she’s a suspect?” I looked
at her. “Murderers are liars.”


“I thought it was gossipers
that were liars,” Miss Vivee said.


“They both are,” I said.
“Gossipers and murderers. All liars. And, if Avvy and Temo wanted to kill
Madda, they wouldn’t have given Campbell Gruger a water retentive drug on the
off-chance that he might be on a moped when he croaked so he could run over
Madda and kill her for them.”


“I still got them on my list,”
Miss Vivee said and flipped another page in her notebook. “Harley Grace.”


“She’s a good choice,” Mac said.
“But I would have to add that she was pretty upset about his death.”


“It was all an act,” Miss Vivee
said. “To throw us off her trail.”


“She and Campbell Gruger were
close,” I said. “I believe that even though she didn’t admit it to us, she was
his trainer.”


“And maybe more.” Miss Vivee
lifted her eyebrows à la  Groucho
Marx style.


 “So love triangle?” I
said.


My go-to cause of death was a
heart attack. Miss Vivee’s go-to motive for death was love triangle. Just like
I hadn’t been right in any of the murders, neither had Miss Vivee.


“Maybe,” Miss Vivee said. “And
Harley Grace knew he was taking that long ride around the island she had the
perfect opportunity to do it.”


“Century ride,” Mac said.


“Right,” Miss Vivee said. “She
helped him set up those support stations, as she called them. What if she
didn’t set out enough of the protein mix, and instead only provided water at
those stations?” Miss Vivee bit her bottom lip thinking through Harley Grace’s
possible plan. “He would have had to drink what he had. And being depleted of
energy after seven or eight hours on that bike, he would have drank just what
he had.”


“That’s true,” I said. “And she
also had access to his steroids and the protein powder. She could have added
something to it. Maybe a little Ecstasy.” I teased.


“And he’d only been back from
his ride an hour or two when he died,” Mac said. “Enough time to succumb to
water intoxication.”


“She could have easily fiddled
with any of those things in the tent,” Miss Vivee said.


I could see the wheels turning
in her head.


“And so could’ve Gregory Can,”
I said.


She nodded. “He did have the
opportunity. He probably knew where all those support stations were.”


“How did he get steroids, or
whatever he used to ensure Campbell Kruger retained the water?”


“Athletes get steroids all the
time,” Mac said. “I don’t think it would be hard for him.”


“Are those all of your
suspects, Vivee?” Mac asked.


Miss Vivee nodded her head. She
was still thinking.


“Okay,” I said moving on.
“That’s five people. I can’t see Avvy and Temo killing him.” I stopped and
waited for Miss Vivee to oppose me. She still wasn’t talking. “And,” I
continued. “Of the other three, like we said, each one of them voiced strong
motives for any of the other two to commit the murder. Possible trying to
deflect their own guilt.


“Elenoa because he wasn’t going
to leave his wife. He was just using her while he came here to train,” I said.
“As did Harley Grace by lying saying she hadn’t any plans on training him and
she was happy with the camp like it was. And Gregory Can had motive because he
was still angry with Campbell Gruger for getting into an accident with him,
breaking his collarbone.”


“Is that enough to kill over?”
Mac asked.


“I’ve seen people do it for
less,” I said.


Wait! Did I just say that?
Am I becoming experienced in the ways of murder? Oh Geesh!


I looked at Mac and Miss Vivee
who were looking at me. “I don’t know why I said that. Okay,” I said. I wanted
to hurry and get away from that comment. “Miss Vivee.”


“Yes,” she said.


“You’ve got the cause of death,
and probably even the means of how it was done-”


“No probably to it,” she
interrupted. “Someone knew that Campbell Gruger was drinking a lot of water,
and was going to be drinking even more of it when he did his century ride.”


“Right, but we’ll never be able
to prove which one of them did it.”


Miss Vivee shook her head. I
don’t know why I even said that, she wasn’t going to accept defeat.


“There must be something that
someone told me, or something that we found out that would tell us which one of
them did it.” She blew air through her lips, then looked at me. “There’s only
one thing to do.”


I was scared to ask. So I
didn’t.


Mac didn’t have the same will
power. “What is that, Vivee?”


“We have to go up to that
camp.”


“It’s locked up tight,” I said.
“Under police protection.”


“Then we’ll just have to break
in,” Miss Vivee said. “I hope I remembered to pack the flashlights.”












Chapter Twenty-Six


 


“We
can solve this,” Miss Vivee said. She had gotten up and was heading toward her
suitcase. I just knew she was going for the flashlights. I wouldn’t be
surprised if she’d packed ski masks as well.


“How?”
Miss Vivee. “Even if we do find something we wouldn’t know who put it there.
Like you said, anyone could have done it.”


“We’ll
find a clue,” she said.


“We’ve
been up there, Miss Vivee,” I said. “There was nothing to see. No clues.”


“We’ve
been up there, true, but there was only nothing to see because we didn’t know
what to look for,” Miss Vivee said.


“Oh,
so now you know what to look for?” I asked.


“Of
course I do,” she said. “We look for something that would’ve upset his
electrolyte balance.”


“You’d
need a lab to analyze anything you’d find up there. And a fingerprint database
to determine who put it there. If there’re any prints to be found.”


“You
are such a little Debbie Downer, aren’t you?” She frowned up her face. “Isn’t
she, Mac?”


“I
think it’s her way of helping, Vivee,” Mac said.


“No
one’s up there,” I said moving the conversation in a different direction, one
that didn’t include analyzing me. “How are you going to get in?”


“Oh
for Pete’s Sake, Logan. How do you lock up a camp?” She rolled her eyes. “You
think they put padlocks on the flaps of the tent?”


“I
don’t know how they’d lock it up, but either way, it’s illegal to go sneaking
into other people’s things.”


“You
act as if this is the first time we’ve done this.”
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I
hadn’t been able to change Miss Vivee’s mind about the breaking and entering. She’d
even suggested that the three of us would take bikes up that mountain side. I
couldn’t imagine how the two of them would make it. Heck, I wasn’t even sure I
could make it.


It
had gotten dark out, and I decided, as I always do, to give in and do my part.
I found Elenoa and got her to help me secure a golf cart that the resort owned.


Then
she surprised me, asking for a favor in return. Elenoa gave me a duffle bag
that belonged to Campbell Gruger. She said he’d left it there after he had
returned from his century ride. Of course he was never able to come back and
get it. “Make sure it gets in with his other things,” she’d said. I told her I
would.


She
was so nice helping us out, not even asking any questions about why we needed
the cart, and trusting me to get the bag back to Sassy. Little did she know, we
wanted the vehicle so we could go and find evidence that might possibly turn
out to prove she had murdered her lover.


It
was quite scary going up that mountain road with no illumination other than the
two small round headlights on the golf cart, and a whole lot of jungle sounds.
I panicked more than a few times thinking something had jumped out at me. And
when we got to the clearing of the camp, it was pitch black as well. If I had
to be there with the two of them, I decided it was a good thing that Miss Vivee
had packed flashlights.


We
made our way over to the tent, and I wondered what alarms we were going to trip
trying to get in. I could already hear the sirens in my head on Inspector Walota’s choppers blaring as they swooped down to arrest me
and Ma and Pa Barker. But, besides some yellow tape wrapped around two poles
outside the tent, there were no other obvious signs of police protection.


The
flap of the tent was tied down with a series of knots and it took me more than
a minute to undo it, which didn’t sit well with Miss Vivee.


“It’s
just a little ‘ole sailor’s knot,” she said. “Why is it taking you so long?”
She was shining her flashlight on it.


“For
one thing,” I said. “I’m not a sailor.” I turned and looked up at her. “Would
you like to do it?”


She
flashed the beam in my face. “No,” she said. “Just hurry it up before we get
caught and get thrown in jail.”


Oh now she’s worried about that.


We
got inside and Miss Vivee wouldn’t let me turn on the light, I knew the power
was going because I could hear the small fridge running. She flashed the beam
from her light around the room then went over to the shelf.


“Look
at all this water,” she said illuminating them with her flashlight. “Enough to
irrigate a small country.” Then she picked up one of the cans of protein
powder, took it over to Harley Grace’s desk and opened it up.


“Look
at this,” she said, and picked up one of the small plastic bag with a zip lock
closure. “They’ve been pre-packaged.”


“Probably
for convenience,” I said. I came around and stood on the other side of the desk
from her and Mac and peeked inside the can with my flashlight. “But I can see
that there’s powder residue left in it. Someone must have made the packets
after they bought it.”


Miss
Vivee nodded. “To add whatever water retentive agent they used.” She shook the
package next to her ear.


What did she expect to hear?


I
put my light on her and watched. She grunted as if she was indecisive about
something then tore open a packet.


“Miss
Vivee!” I said rather loudly. “What are you doing?”


“Trying
to see what it is.”


“You
need to put that back.”


Instead
she stuck her nose in the packet. “Doesn’t smell like anything,” she said. Then
she wet the tip of her forefinger and stuck it down in there.


“Miss
Viv-”


But
before I could get a warning out, she pulled her finger out and swiped the
powder across her teeth.


Doesn’t she wear dentures?


“Will
you stop?” I said, panic in my voice. “This is not television.”


“Stop
what?” She took her tongue and ran it across her teeth.


“What
does it taste like?” Mac asked.


Oh please, don’t encourage her.


“Boxed
cake mix,” she said. “Vanilla.”


Then
she stuck her baby finger in and pulled up some of the white powder in her
nail. I pounced on her. I knew what she was getting ready to do.


“Miss
Vivee!” I said and reaching across the desk, pulled her hand away just as it
was going to her nostril. “What the heck?”


“What
are you doing, Logan?” She appeared to be upset with me.


“You
were going to put that up your nose.”


“I
need to see what it is.”


“It’s
not cocaine.”


“Well,
I know that.”


“And
it might be poison,” I said. “You’ve already put some in your mouth.”


“It
might have some of that Ecstasy in it,” she said.


“I
thought you don’t take drugs,” I said.


“I
don’t, but this is for a criminal investigation. I have to test things to see
how they work.”


Oh.
My. God.


“Anyway,”
she said. “If it is poison, it’s not a fast acting one.” She shook her head
like I had a screw loose. “I wouldn’t have dropped dead on the spot. Campbell
Gruger had time to get all the way down the mountain and all the way
to the shore before he succumbed.”


“Oh
my goodness.” I slapped my forehead in disbelief. “So it would have been okay
to ingest the poison because you wouldn’t have died until later?”


“I’m
not saying that.” She said and picked up the packet.


“Give
it here,” I said and held out my hand. “You are not leaving out of here with
that in your possession.”


“Oh
good, lord,” she said. “You are so dramatic!”  


“I
think we should go,” I said. “There’s nothing here to see.”


“Well
we don’t really know that,” Miss Vivee said. “We may have found something
here.” She patted the side of the protein powder can. “We’ll have to have the
powder analyzed. Like I said, the catalyst for the water retention might be in
it.”


“So,
we’ll tell the police. Because we,” I pointed my finger at her, then me, then
back at her, and back at me. “Don’t have a lab.”


“Let’s
look over here,” Miss Vivee said, showing me she didn’t give a hoot about what
I was trying to say. She turned around and trained a beam of light onto a pile
of boxes.


“Those
are just the boxes the stuff was shipped here in. See.” I put my light on the
Amazon logo with the smile. “Amazon dot com just like Harley Grace said.” I
kept the beam on the box to make sure she had time to read it. Mac even came
over and took a look. He looked over at me and back at the box.


“Where
is Amazon located?” he asked.


“Washington
State,” I said. “Why?”


“That’s
where they ship from?” Mac asked.


I
shrugged. “I’m sure they have distribution centers all over,” I said. “I don’t
really know.”


“But
wouldn’t that be a coincidence,” Mac said.


“What
Mac?” Miss Vivee said.


“Meridian
in Mississippi.”


“Yes. I know that,” Miss Vivee
said. “Why?”


“These boxes were shipped from
Mississippi.”


“They could be from the real
trainer,” I said. “Maybe the trainer was the killer. Harley Grace did say
Campbell Gruger kept getting reminders on his Fitbit. Death by remote control.”


“Oh, maybe Sassy sent them,”
Miss Vivee said. “She was the one that committed the murder by remote control.”


“There’s something else I’ve
been thinking about,” Mac said.


“Well spill, Mac,” Miss Vivee
said.


“She said that Alcott was her
maiden name.”


“What are you getting at, Mac?”
Miss Vivee said. “My brain is exhausted from trying to figure this out, I don’t
have any gray matter left to go on this see-saw ride with you? Spit it out.”


“I read an article about a
family in Mississippi, last name Alcott, who have been practicing surgery since
the Civil War. Been a surgeon in every generation.”


“So?” Miss Vivee said,
seemingly getting a little exasperated with Mac.


“Every family member who’d been
a surgeon had been male until recently when a girl took up the family
tradition. A girl by the name of Sasha.”


Miss Vivee didn’t say anything
for a long minute. She had to be thinking what I was thinking though.


“So you think . . .” Miss Vivee
said.


“That Sasha may be a nickname
for Sassy?” Mac asked.


“And that Sassy is a doctor?”
Miss Vivee asked. Her face was saying she didn’t buy that.


“Sassy knew what hyponatremia
meant,” I said.


“What?” Miss Vivee and Mac
asked in unison.


“How do you know that?” Miss
Vivee said.


“She came over to our table
right before Mac did at the lovo. We were
waiting for you two. She laughed about you saying it was murder, and then asked
had you figured out the murder weapon. I said ‘hyponatremia,’ and she didn’t
say a word.”


“Why didn’t you tell me that?”
Miss Vivee asked.


I shrugged. “You came out in a
grass skirt and it made me forget about everything else.”


“What
else do you know?” Miss Vivee asked, cocking her head and pursing her lips.


“I
know that Elenoa gave me a duffle bag that belonged to Campbell Gruger. He’d
left in her room the night he got back from his century ride. Which also
proves,” I said with a smirk, “that the poison might just be fast acting, he
only had left from Elenoa’s room before he succumbed.”


“He
gave it to her the night he died?” Miss Vivee said. “After his century run?”


“Isn’t
that what I just said?”


Now I was talking like her.


“The
bag that’s in the golf cart?” Mac asked.


“One
and the same,” I said.


“When
were you going to tell me?” Miss Vivee said.


“Now?”
I said and hunched my shoulders. “How about I go and get it?”


“How
about you do that, Missy,” Miss Vivee said.


Opening
that duffle bag was like opening presents on Christmas morning for Miss Vivee.
She was delighted.


“Look-a-here,”
she said and pulled out a prescription bottle. “Here Logan, read this. The
print is so small. Right there.”


I
read where she pointed. “Prescribed by Sasha Alcott.”


Miss
Vivee looked at Mac. “She is a doctor.”


He
nodded. “What is the prescription for, Logan?” Mac asked.


“Anadrol,” I said.


“Look
it up, Logan,” Miss Vivee said.


“On
my phone?” I asked.


Hadn’t she just basically called it my crutch?


But
no quip from me, I wanted to know what it was, too. I whipped out the phone.
“Hey Siri,” I spoke into the phone. “Anadrol.”


“Anadrol (oxymetholone)
is a potent anabolic steroid. It is an effective agent for promoting weight
gain, increasing appetite, gaining strength and increasing red blood count. And
as with most anabolic/androgenic steroids (AAS), it has its downsides as well. Anadrol will inhibit your body’s natural production of
hormones (testosterone, etc), will negatively affect
your blood lipid profile, can cause water retention, and is notorious for
causing headaches.”


“Did
you hear that?” I said after Siri finished her little spiel.


“Of
course I heard it,” Miss Vivee said. “I’m not deaf.”


“Is
there an anti-estrogen pill in that bag?” Mac asked.


I
put the prescription bottle back in and rambled through the bag. “I don’t see
any other pills in here,” I said. “But here’s his phone.” I pulled it out.
“Wow.”


“What?”
Miss Vivee said.


“He’s
got a flip phone.”


“What
does that mean?”


“It
means it’s an old phone and probably won’t have a passcode on it?” I said. “We
could get in it.”


“Let
me see that,” Miss Vivee said.


I
handed it to her. I knew even with a flip phone she still wouldn’t be able to
figure it out.


She
turned it around in her hand, then she shook it.


Why does she shake everything?


 “You
have to open it,” I said.


“Well
how do you open it?” she asked.


I
put my hand out, she gave me the phone, I flipped it
open, and handed back to her.


She
stared at it, then at me. I arched an eyebrow.


“You
do it,” she said. “Tell me if it says anything about Sassy killing him.”


I
went to the messages, clicked to open the Inbox and said, “You will die today
because I have killed you by water intoxication.” I looked at Miss Vivee.


Her
eyes were bucked and her mouth was hanging open.


“Does
it really say that?” She held her hands out. “Oh my goodness! Let me see.” She
took the phone. “This is all we need.”


I
watched her squinting trying to read the message. I saw her lips move as she
read the text, then she threw the phone at me.


“It
does not say that.”


I
broke out laughing as I picked up the phone. I started scrolling through the
messages, still giggling.


“I
don’t see anything funny,” she said.


“Me
either,” I said and tried to curb my giggling. “Oh, but here’s one. This one
might work.”


“Don’t
read me another word from that thing,” Miss Vivee said.


“No
seriously,” I said and walked around the desk to stand next to her. “Look. This
one is from ‘Wifey’ and it says ‘Gl/hf on 100m 2day. Don’t forget 2 drink H20. Full gal +.” I
looked at her. “This is telling him good luck, and have fun on his century ride
that day.”


“She
acted she didn’t know when his ride was when she spoke to Harley Grace,” Miss
Vivee said.


“And
I think ‘gal’ stands for gallon,” I said. “She’s saying for him not to forget
to drink a gallon ‘plus’ more of water.” I looked at Miss Vivee. “That would
probably be enough to kill him.”


But
before Miss Vivee could answer, the overhead light came on, and I looked up to
see the FBI standing at the door.


Crap!













 


Chapter Twenty-Seven


 


The FBI agent standing in the
doorway was my guy, but still I felt guilty. He had just warned all three of us
to stop trying to investigate the deaths, and here we were behind police
barricades doing just that.


“Logan,” Bay said.


Crap!


“Don’t be upset with Logan,” Miss
Vivee said. “We had to drag her here kicking and screaming.”


“Yeah, I bet,” Bay said.


“What are ya’ll
doing in here?” It was Sassy. She stepped out from behind Bay. Standing at the
entryway of the tent, her eyes were wide in surprise.


“I’m guessing they’re looking
for clues for the murder my grandmother concocted up,” Bay said.


“You’d be right about that,”
Miss Vivee said. “And we would have had to drive ourselves up the side of this
mountain if Logan hadn’t come with us. So don’t start fussing at her.”


“Are ya’ll
still on that?” Sassy said narrowing her eyes. “Inferring my husband’s death
was something evil.” She looked up at Bay. “I thought you were going to get a
rein on your grandmother.”


“I’m not a horse,” Miss Vivee
said. “And your husband was murdered.”


Sassy let out a chuckle. “The
country of Fiji didn’t make that determination.”


“And you probably already knew
they wouldn’t when you decided to kill him here,” Miss Vivee said.


Sassy’s mouth dropped open and
she let out gasp.


“Grandmother,” Bay warned.
“She’s only here to pick up her husband’s things.”


“She’s here to clean out the
evidence. And if you’re as smart as I think you are, Bay, you won’t let her get
her murderess hands on any of it.”


“And what evidence would that
be?” Inspector Tomasi Walota stepped around Sassy.”


“How many of you are out
there?” Mac asked.


“This is it, Mac,” Bay said.
“Tomasi came back over to the Island to hang out with Logan and me, a ‘thank
you’ for me helping out. I’m sure he had no idea we’d run into this. Although I
should’ve have known.”


“We came up here to open the
camp back up. The investigation is over and we thought we’d help Sassy pack
up,” Inspector Tomasi said.


“She is diabolical, Mac,” Miss
Vivee said. “She’s got the police helping her get rid of the evidence.”


“It’s just her husband’s
equipment,” Inspector Walota said. He looked at Miss
Vivee, then back at Bay. “Is your grandmother suffering from anything, or on
any medication?” he asked.


“No.” Bay said, a smirk on his
face. “She’s old, but she’s working with a full deck.”


“It’s you that seems to be
missing a couple of aces, Inspector,” Miss Vivee said. “Because you missed that
Campbell Gruger’s death was a murder. But you asking
Bay to help was a good thing because he’s got an ace-in-the-hole.”


“And what would that be?”
Inspector Walota asked.


“Us,” Miss Vivee said.


“Okay,” the Inspector said and
chuckled. “Why don’t you enlighten me?” He went over and sat down on one of the
folding chairs, making an exaggerated gesture of crossing his legs.


“Me too,” Sassy said and sat
next to the Inspector. “I can’t wait to hear what you’ve come up with.”


An exasperated, “Grandmother,”
was all that Bay said.


“You didn’t tell us you were a
doctor, Sassy,” Miss Vivee said. “Even after we told you that we were.”


“You’re not a doctor, dear,”
Sassy said. “The AMA doesn’t recognize Voodoo as a practice. And,” she waved
her hand toward Mac, “I wasn’t sure if he even knew that a vaccination had been
found for polio.”


Oooh, Sassy gonna regret saying those things,
she doesn’t know who she’s messing with.


“I may have heard in passing
about Salk’s discovery,” Mac said. “And it’s true, that I can get behind in my
reading, but I do know that an ethical doctor would never prescribe an anabolic steroid to a young, healthy man to help him build muscles.”


Miss Vivee threw the prescription bottle to Sassy.
“Especially without prescribing an anti-estrogen pill to take with it when the
steroid being taken is testosterone based.”


As soon as Sassy caught the bottle, the Inspector took it
from her.


“What are they talking about?” Inspector Walota asked Bay.


“Not sure,” Bay said. “But if I know my grandmother,
she’s ready to explain to you how Mrs. Gruger killed her husband.”


“Alcott-Gruger,” Mac corrected. “She comes from a long
line of doctor’s, but I’m guessing she’s going to be the first one to go to
prison for murder.”


“You are aware, Mrs. Whitson,” the Inspector said, “that
we have ruled Mr. Gruger’s death accidental. He died
from water intoxication.”


“And how do you plan on explaining how someone could be
murdered by those means?” Sassy said.


“Oh, I can explain it,” Miss
Vivee said. “And then maybe you can explain how “a little ‘ole housewife,’”
Miss Vivee mimicked Sassy’s voice, “would know what hyponatremia is?”


“You
did know that,” Bay said. “Even before we found out the cause of death.”


“Your
grandparents guessed it right. I am a doctor. I know what it is,” Sassy said.
“And I knew it was a cause of water intoxication.”


“You
didn’t seem to know what water intoxication was when we told you that was the
cause of death,” the Inspector said. “We had to explain it to you.”


“I
was distraught about my husband’s death,” Sassy said. “And if you give in to
this old woman’s hair-brained antics, I’m sure I’ll even be more stressed.”


“Not
to worry,” Miss Vivee said. “I’m sure your momma will send some of her
chamomile and lavender tea to the prison.”


“What
d’ya have, Grandmother?” Bay asked.


“Sassy
knew that her husband had a penchant for women doctors, didn’t you?”


Sassy
blinked her eyes and nosily drew in a breath through her nostrils.


“Campbell
Gruger was cheating on Sassy with Elenoa,” Miss Vivee said to Bay. “And Sassy’s
little fairytale life was busted.”


“Elenoa?”
Inspector Walota pulled out his little notebook and
flipped through the pages.


“Yes.
Elenoa. So Sassy made sure that when her sweet, cheating husband came back to
see Elenoa, it would be the last thing he’d do. What is it that your daddy told
you to do?” Miss Vivee asked. “Give ‘em hell?” she
laughed. “And that’s exactly what you did.”


“How
Grandmother?” Bay said. “Get to the point.”


“In
order to die from water intoxication, you have to drink at least one and half
or two gallons of water. You also have to either not relieve yourself of the
water, or have something interfering with your electrolyte balance. Sassy made
sure her husband did both.”


“That
steroid there,” Mac said and nodded his head toward the bottle in Inspector Walota’s hand. “Is an anabolic steroid. It will make a
person retain water.”


“Aren’t
steroids illegal for athletes to take in your country?” the Inspector asked.


“Hmpf,” Sassy said under her breath. “He wasn’t an athlete.”


“Excuse
me?” the Inspector said.


“I
prescribed them to him for anemia,” Sassy said instead. “He was anemic. And that
is perfectly legal.”


“It
is,” Mac said. “But a doctor – a good doctor wouldn’t prescribe that without
prescribing an anti-estrogen pill.” He looked at Sassy. “To counteract the
water retentive properties of the steroid. A patient would need something to
help his body rid it of all the excess water.”


“Is
that true?” the Inspector asked Sassy.


“He’s
the so-called doctor, let him tell you.”


“Dr.
Macomber Whitson is not a so-called doctor,” Miss
Vivee said. “He’s the real deal.”


“I
can vouch for that,” Bay said.


“So
if he took the anti-estrogen pill he wouldn’t have died?” Inspector Walota asked.


“He
didn’t just die,” Miss Vivee said. “He was murdered.”


Inspector
Walota nodded his head. “Go on,” he said.


“Not
only did she prescribe him a steroid to take, I believe she also put Ecstasy in
his protein mix.”


“Ecstasy?”
Bay said. I could see he didn’t want to let out a chuckle seeing the situation
was so serious. “What do you know about that, Grandmother?”


“Logan
told me all about,” Miss Vivee said.


“Logan?”
Bay looked at me.


I
just held up my hands. “All I know is what I read on Wikipedia. Ecstasy has
water retentive properties. And I know that these little packets,” I held up
the one I’d taken from Miss Vivee, “didn’t come like this. They were made up.
Would’ve been very easy to add something to it.”


“Is
that Campbell Gruger’s protein mix?” Inspector Walota asked.


“I’ve
never seen it before,” Sassy said.


“Then
who mailed it to him from Meridian?” Miss Vivee asked. Mac walked over and
picked up one of the Amazon boxes.


“Let
me see,” Bay said and went over to get it from Mac. “Postmarked from Lauderdale
County, Mississippi.”


“If
I’m not mistaken,” Mac said. “Meridian is the county seat of Lauderdale
County.”


“Is
that true, Mrs. Gruger,” Inspector Walota asked.


“Yes.”


“Sassy
also knew that in this hot climate, her husband would have to drink a lot of
water. She mailed him gallons of it.” Miss Vivee pointed to the shelves. “She
even sent him reminders to drink it. Show ‘em,
Logan.”


I
pulled up the message, read it and explained it to Bay and Inspector like I had
to Miss Vivee.


“Let
me get this straight,” Inspector Walota said. “She
gave him drugs that made him hold water. Then she encouraged him to drink
water?”


“Yes,”
Miss Vivee said. “And instructed him to drink even more than he needed using
his century ride as an excuse.”


“Century
ride?” the Inspector asked.


“He
had just ridden 100 miles the day he died.”


The
Inspector nodded. “And that’s the day the text was sent.”


“In
my country,” Bay said. “That would be premeditated.”


“Because
she knew the combination of drugs and water would be deadly?” the Inspector
asked.


“Because
she knew,” Miss Vivee said. She looked over at Sassy. “Because she planned it.”


“And
I don’t think her husband knew she was coming according to Elenoa,” I said.


Miss
Vivee looked at me. I hadn’t told her that part but she picked right up on it.
“She came to make sure it would get done.”


The
Inspector looked at us, smiled, and then looked at Bay. He stood up, and said,
“Sassy Gruger, you are under arrest for suspicion of murder.”


“Now
Sassy,” Miss Vivee said, “when you get to that prison, you be sure to tell all
them folks there that this ‘ole no-account Voodoo doctor told you to ‘give ‘em hell!’”


 













 


Epilogue


 


Sasha “Sassy” Alcott-Gruger’s prison term was going to be served a long way from
home. And it looked like my destiny (curse) didn’t just work at home.


It was getting to be so unreal.
Solving murders had become a part of my life in Yasamee, and then Miss Vivee
and I found one that we had to solve all the way on the other side of the
world.


I just couldn’t escape that
woman’s hold on me. I wondered had she’d put some kind of spell on me.


But it didn’t matter, I was
happy to have Miss Vivee in my life, however she happened to fit in. And
although Bay’s family would become mine after we were married, Miss Vivee had
felt like my grandmother long before I’d even said “Yes.”


I probably wouldn’t ever admit
it to anyone, but I enjoyed hanging out with Miss Vivee. She taught me things
about life and how to be strong. I know my mother had tried to, but I had
chosen to rebel against her, disagree, argue and compete rather than ever admit
she was right.


Miss Vivee – my Meemaw, Grammy, Oma – or whatever
name came to mind when people thought of their grandmothers, had become
everything to me. She was my best friend. Her wedding day had made me more
nervous and happier than she’d been. And somehow, without much fanfare, I’d let
her talk me into she and Mac coming to Fiji with me for her honeymoon. All of
our honeymoon.


And it really had been one. We
all had a ball.


In Yasamee, usually all Miss
Vivee and Mac did was fuss, but after we had arrived on the island, there’d been
nothing but lovey-dovey, kissy-kissy between the two of them. Too much of it
for my stomach to take. But honestly, I would have missed Miss Vivee if she had
stayed in Yasamee.


I wondered what that said about
me, chosing to hang out with Grandma and Grandpa
rather than people my own age.


Geesh!


Sassy had been the one that
mailed all that stuff at the camp to her husband under the guise of a trainer
she told him she’d hired. She was going to be sure her husband paid for his
cheating ways. And there was even Ecstasy found in that protein mix, courtesy
of a practical joke. She said she’d thought she’d give “Cam and Elenoa’s
relationship” a boost. But all it did was seal her fate.


Miss Vivee talked to Hank
Harrison and found that it had been him that placed the broken oars over the lovo. He said he just didn’t want Madda Crawford to
have a bad reputation. So many people were saying things about her, and that
hurt him. That way, he figured, people might think someone else was responsible
for all of her shenanigans.


I’ll never forget them.


I had the hardest time making
sure Miss Vivee didn’t get to the excavation site with Bay and I. She so wanted
to go. I even stayed at the airport until their plane took off to ensure her
getting back to Georgia without any detours.


Otherwise, I may have gotten
involved in a Murdered Mummy Mishap!


 


The End













 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Thank you for taking time to
read South Seas Shenanigans. Look for more books in the Logan Dickerson Cozy
Mystery Series coming soon. If you enjoyed it, please consider telling your
friends about it. And don’t forget to take the time to click on the link and
post a short review.


 


http://amzn.to/2n5wo92


 


 













A Note from the
Author


 


Honeymoons aren’t just for
lovers, there for murders too. At least if you listen to Miss Vivee!


So, I know that I said I was
going to wind down the Logan Dickerson Cozy Mystery series, and that South
Seas Shenanigans would be the last installment along with the prequel, A
Lesson in Murder, but the characters have been shown so much love by my
readers (thank you!), that I’ve decided to continue the series.


Right now, I think that I will
still do a prequel, but my idea of the story has changed, although the title
(so far) hasn’t. I’ll tell the story that I planned for that book in Deep
Delta Devilry, the seventh book in the installment which may not be out
until Summer 2017 as I still have plans on starting a
new cozy mystery series soon. It will be a paranormal series. Check my website,
and sign up for my newsletter to keep informed at www.abbyvandiver.com.


I think that I may also start a
contest for my readers to help me come up with names and methods to kill for
the new books. It’s really hard to come up with names starting with the same
letter, and finding unique ways to kill.


My readers know that in every
book I’ve written, I have included real facts in them to build my story around.
South Seas Shenanigans is no different.


In this series, as you know,
Logan Dickerson is an archaeologist. And here she is finally going on a dig,
only to get side-tracked by her murder-seeking grandmother-in-law-to-be. The
real history in this book surrounds Fiji and Logan’s dig. It is true that there
may be a Maya and Polynesian link, and that there are excavations going on in
Fiji. There is a Likuliku Lagoon Resort, and I tried
to stay true to its set up, but I did take some poetic license in its
description. The lovo,
meke, and
kava ceremony are real too, and no, I’ve never been (YouTube is an amazing
research tool), so if I’ve gotten anything wrong, let me know.


I am dedicating this book to my
nephew, Leonard Vandiver. He’s a year older than me and that means I’ve known
him all my life. He has been more like a brother to me than a nephew, he has
also been my protector, confidant, and believe it or not a prankster! Born on
April Fool’s Day, he was always in trouble when we
were coming up for all of his shenanigans. I’ll follow the pattern from the
other books I made dedications in, and put his first name in my next book
(although, Oliver Gibbons in Coastal Cottage Calamity was named after
him, (Oliver is Len’s middle name) because my nephew has a way with the women!)


Thanks to my all my fans who have
been following me and letting me know that they’re enjoying the books. I so
enjoy hearing from you.


Please take the time to leave a
review. I appreciate them all – good or bad – and look forward to reading what you
thought about my book. Grammatical errors are of course unintended, so if you
find any, just email me and let me know what you’ve found.


I love connecting with my
readers and look forward to chatting with you soon.


 


~ Abby













Read My Other
Books


 


Bed & Breakfast
Bedlam


A Logan Dickerson
Cozy Mystery


http://amzn.to/1Ar6zkr


 


Coastal Cottage
Calamity


A Logan Dickerson
Cozy Mystery


http://amzn.to/1SvL1Z4


 


Maya Mound Mayhem


A Logan Dickerson
Cozy Mystery


http://amzn.to/1fah16e


 


Food Fair Frenzy


A Logan Dickerson
Cozy Mystery


http://amzn.to/2blGgne


 


Garden Gazebo
Gallivant


A Logan Dickerson
Cozy Mystery


http://amzn.to/2blGgne


 


 


 


In the Beginning


Mars Origin “I”
Series Book I


http://amzn.to/1cwDnd2


 


Irrefutable Proof


Mars Origin “I”
Series Book II


http://amzn.to/1bwWjFt


 


Incarnate


Mars Origin “I”
Series Book III


http://amzn.to/1y2Soy0


 


At the End of the
Line


http://amzn.to/1fg7DYy


 


Coming Soon


 


Deep Delta Devilry
– A Logan Dickerson Cozy Mystery


 


A Lesson in Murder
– A Logan Dickerson Cozy Mystery


 


Angel Angst – A
Normal Junction Cozy Mystery


 


Witches Wheel – A
Normal Junction Cozy Mystery


 


A Ghostly Gadfly –
A Normal Junction Cozy Mystery
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