
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

Action Scene from 

Good Weather for a Murder 
 

"Now, Harriet LaGrange," Willy went on, "had two mo-

tives for killing her husband." 

"That's ridiculous!" Harriet LaGrange squeaked. 

"You were the beneficiary of an insurance policy in the 

amount of one million dollars—that is, if your husband was 

found to be killed by lightning." 

"That's absurd!  What do I need with another million 

dollars?  Look at this mansion—it's worth over seven million," 

Harriet LaGrange exploded. 

"And—you were having an affair with your husband's 

brother, Stanford LaGrange.  How convenient for you if some-

thing should happen to poor Harold." 

There was a low buzz of chatter throughout the room. 

Harriet LaGrange finally answered.  "That doesn't prove that I 

killed Harold."
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Chapter 1 
 

 

 

WILLY WATT got out of the driver's side of his large sedan, 

slammed the door, lumbered to the back of it.  The trunk door 

made a snapping sound as he briskly opened it with his key. 

He set his and his wife's bags out onto the sidewalk.  

He'd brought a small duffle for himself. 

She'd brought three suitcases, a vanity case and several 

boxes. 

The balmy Florida day was hot and humid.  Willy felt 

sweat running down his neck, rubbed the back of his hand across 

his forehead.  "Thought you said it was going to be cool here this 

time of year.  Maybe you'd better change travel clubs!" he yelled 

across the top of the old, massive sedan at his wife, Mattie. 

Matching his temperament, she slammed her door as she 

got out of the car, walked to the sidewalk, stopped and stared at 

the little white wood-frame house. 

It was her cousin Ann's.  Ann had coaxed them to stay in 

it for two months, "For a nice, quiet vacation on the beach while 

I'm Away!" she'd said. 
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It was a great deal, "Just give me enough to cover the 

utilities and some groceries so I can get everything ready for you 

when you get here," Ann had said over the phone. 

"What have you got to complain about—I told you we'd 

be better off going to California this time of year," Mattie yelled 

back.  "But would you listen?  No!" 

He felt the muscles in his shoulders pull tight as he 

picked up two of her heavy bags and started toward the house. 

"California's too expensive.  I'm retired on a few stock 

dividends from my private eye days, remember?" 

"You never let me forget.  This is too expensive.  That's 

too expensive.  What's not too expensive with you?" 

She walked ahead, smelled a sweet fragrance as she 

passed the climbing roses near the front door, opened the screen 

door, got a key out of her purse, opened the house door. 

The screen door squeaked as she pushed it and held it 

open for Willy while he carried her bags into the living room. 

"Yuck!  It smells like wet moss in here—and it's hot," he 

said, setting the bags down on the carpet. 

He flipped on the light switch. 

"What's up with you?  It's October!  Yeah—October on 

the northern Florida coast is a little damp!  Flip on the air condi-

tioner and quit complaining." 

He looked around for the A/C switch. 

"You should be so lucky, to have a wife like me.  Look 

in the hall!  That's usually where the thermostat is located," she 

said, turning on the TV. 
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"Okay.  Okay.  I found it.  Turn down that TV—I'm try-

ing to think." 

"Really?  What are you trying to think about?  Let me 

guess, you're trying to think what Ann might have left in the 

fridge for you to eat." 

"I'm trying to think where I left my fishing rod." 

"You put it in the trunk of the car before we left Chi-

cago," she said.  "Already—you're going fishing?  We just got 

here." 

"Let's go catch a couple for dinner.  It'll be fun." 

"Don't forget to bring in the rest of the bags—then go 

find our fishing stuff.  I'm going to the bathroom and freshen up.  

I smell like a four-week-old Matzo ball," she said.  "Better put on 

some shorts—and a T-shirt—and your tennies." 

"That's what I'm going to do," he said, digging around in 

his bag for his shorts. 

He changed clothes, made a few trips to the car, brought 

back the rest of the bags, fought his way past the screen door and 

set the bags in the living room.  Then he got the two deep-sea 

fishing poles and two tackle boxes from the car trunk.  As he 

stood on the stoop looking in through the screen door, waiting 

for Mattie, he heard the weather report on the TV.  "Get a move 

on!  We have just enough time to catch some fish before a storm 

hits!" 

When she came out in red shorts, yellow T-shirt, knee-

length white socks and tennies, he thought she looked like a 

typical tourist.  Her golden hair was in disarray.  She was run-

ning a comb through it, trying to do something with it. 
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"Oh—forget about your hair," he said, tossing her a cap.  

"Put this on!" 

She pressed the blue cap, with a gas station logo on the 

front, down over her short blond hair, joined him on the stoop. 

He slipped a green cap over his blond, crew cut hair.  He 

looked very casual in his blue shorts and brown T-shirt.  He 

pulled his red socks up a few inches above his tennis shoe tops. 

"You forgot to turn off the TV," he said. 

"Give me a break!  And, leave your sunglasses, already.  

You're not going to need them today." 

"The sun might come out!" 

"You said there's a storm coming.  Does that sound like 

the sun's going to come out?" 

He handed her his sunglasses.  She went back in, put 

them on an end table, turned off the TV, came out and locked the 

door behind her. 

He handed her her pole and fishing box.  They started 

toward the beach. 

They both handled their weight well considering he 

weighed over three-fifty, she about three hundred even. 

As the storm approached, the temperature dropped to a 

pleasant, but humid 80 degrees. 

"Like—smell that ocean air!  What does California have 

that northern Florida doesn't?" he asked. 

"Southern California!" 

He fastened the two halves of his pole together, bated his 

hook with a frozen anchovy, put a large bobber and sinker on his 

line, cast far out into the breaking ocean waves. 
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She felt the sand push out from beneath her feet as she 

walked up the beach a ways and did the same things as he had 

done. 

The early afternoon sun was trying unsuccessfully to 

break through thick gray clouds.  A slight, rising breeze rustled 

through their clothing as they stood on the sand, their poles 

reaching out toward the rhythmic, white, slapping waves. 

He was thoroughly enjoying himself, liked the smell of 

the ocean air and the sight of the seabirds sailing about, liked to 

hear their cries as they searched for food, liked being completely 

absorbed by the sea environment. 

He smelled rain in the air; saw rain-streaked clouds and 

flashes of lightning on the horizon out over the ocean. 

Far up the beach, he saw waves violently casting white 

spume over large rocks that protruded out into the sea. 

He remembered the first time he'd seen Mattie.  She'd 

been a sophomore at the same college where he'd studied crimi-

nal law.  He'd been sitting on a bench on the campus green when 

he'd seen her coming down the sidewalk.  Somehow he'd known 

she was the one for him.  He'd asked her what she was studying.  

She'd said English.  He'd said she already knew English.  She'd 

told him to quit with the jokes, already. 

Suddenly, the jerk of his fishing rod brought him out of 

his reverie.  He saw his bobber had taken a dive—jerked hard on 

his pole, set the hook.  "This is more like it!" he yelled to Mattie, 

began to reel in his catch. 

"What have you got there, already?" she yelled from 

where she stood up the beach. 



DON LEWIS WIREMAN, SR. 

6 

Seeing how much trouble he was having bringing in his 

fish, she reeled in her line, ran down the beach, joined him. 

"Well—is it a big one?" 

"It's either a big fish or a big tire," he said, working his 

line.  "It's heavy but it isn't fighting hard." 

"Maybe it's a shark." 

"I don't think so!  A shark would be ripping my tackle 

up." 

The motion of the waves helped him bring the fish in a 

little closer. 

"Look—as sure as Uncle Jaime was Jewish—it's a hali-

but!" she yelled, seeing the white side of it wriggling in the 

waves. 

Two young couples were hitting a ball back and forth on 

the beach.  When they saw what was going on, they stopped 

playing, quickly gathered around Willy and Mattie. 

"That's a huge halibut, man!" one of them said. 

"Well, if you want to taste him hot off the grill—get out 

there and haul him in!" Willy said. 

The four young people dashed into the shallow water, 

soon had the fish under control—dragged it out onto the wet 

sand. 

"Did you mean what you said about grilling it?" the 

young man with red hair asked. 

"Yes!  As you can see, it must weigh a good forty 

pounds.  My wife and I could never eat it all, just the two of us.  

Take it to that white house over there.  That's where we're stay-
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ing.  We'll fillet it.  Call all your friends.  We'll have a party!" 

Willy said. 

The young man with short red hair removed the hook.  

He and the others began lugging the heavy halibut across the 

beach. 

Mattie took Willy by the arm.  "That's really a good 

idea!  I just haven't been giving you enough credit," she said, as 

they slowly followed the four young people down the beach to-

ward the house.  He gave her a wink. 

When they all reached the house, Mattie unlocked the 

door. 

"Like, wait here with the fish," she said to the young 

people.  "I'll open the gate.  I haven't seen them yet, but my 

cousin—that we rented this house from, said there's a pool, patio 

and barbeque in the back yard." 

She quickly went through the house, opened the gate. 

"By the way—I'm Mattie—this is my husband, Willy 

Watt—" 

"Not Willy Watt the private investigator?" the redheaded 

young man asked. 

"Well—I was a private investigator—I'm retired—on 

vacation," Willy explained, swatting a mosquito on the side of 

his face.  "How did you hear about me?" 

"You're famous in these parts," the redheaded young 

man said.  "Ever since you cracked the Alice Basset case." 

"Oh, yes—I remember—the kidnapping of Alice Basset.  

They found her alive," Willy said. 

"You found her alive!" the redheaded young man said. 
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"Well—yes—I guess I did.  But that was in Chicago." 

"The kidnappers took her to Chicago, but her father was 

the principal of our high school here," the redheaded young man 

said.  "You're a legend around here." 

"By the way—I'm Chuck.  This is my girl, Katie." 

Katie smiled. 

"This is Bill and his girl, Carol," Katie said. 

Bill and Carol cracked wide, pleasant smiles. 

Bill was long, lanky, with short, dark brown hair. 

Carol had long honey-colored hair down to her waist. 

"Do you have a sharp knife to fillet the halibut with?" 

Chuck asked. 

"I'll get you one—and some foil to put it on.  There's a 

table by the barbeque." 

"Thanks, Mrs. Watt," Carol said. 

"Please, just call me Mattie.  Do you girls want to help 

me in the kitchen with the salad and things?" 

Both Katie and Carol immediately volunteered, followed 

her into the house, while Chuck and Bill took the halibut into the 

back, started working on it. 

Willy put away the fishing gear, joined the guys. 

"We know all about filleting halibut—if you have some-

thing you'd rather be doing," Chuck volunteered. 

"As a matter of fact—it occurred to me that I might take 

a dip in the pool while you're filleting," Willy said. 

"As you can see, there's a lightning storm coming in fast 

from off the ocean.  You can smell it in the air.  It's best not to be 

in a swimming pool during a lightning storm," Bill cautioned. 
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"Nonsense!  Where we live, we have lightning.  It never 

hits anybody," Willy said.  "How often do you get lightning?" 

"Sometimes every day, this time of year," Chuck said.  

"We at times have two thousand strikes per hour.  Lightning 

storms don't usually last very long before they pass on." 

"I'll take my chances," Willy said. 

He went into the house, soon returned wearing a pair of 

bright yellow swimming trunks with red polka dots that must 

have taken a couple of yards of cloth to make.  He used the metal 

pool rail, carefully eased himself down the cement stairs of the 

pool into the water. 

"The water's not bad.  So—did Alice Basset come back 

here and finish high school?" Willy asked. 

"Yes—thanks to you—she finished high school and went 

on to the local community college.  We could ask her to come 

over—I know she'd like to see you again—if that's all right with 

you," Chuck said. 

"By all means," Willy said, cupping water in his hands, 

pouring it on his head. 

Chuck and Bill were almost finished filleting the halibut, 

so Chuck broke away, started into the house, to get on the phone 

and call some friends. 

"Tell Jimmy to bring my swimming trunks!" Bill called 

after him. 

"Got it!" Chuck said, over his shoulder. 

"And his guitar!" 

"Right on!" Chuck said. 
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Willy grabbed the rail, pulled himself out of the pool, 

dripping water, like a walrus coming ashore. 

"I'll get the barbeque started.  If you'd be kind enough to 

cut up those fillets about nine inches long and three wide, I'll 

start them marinating," Willy said. 

"This place must have been already stocked with grocer-

ies before you got here," Bill observed. 

"Yes.  This house belongs to Mattie's cousin, Ann.  Ann 

took care of everything.  There's even stuff here to make a good 

punch—if you know what I mean," Willy said. 

Willy went into the house, returned with a large pot 

partly filled with marinade.  As Bill washed off the fillets with 

the garden hose, Willy slipped them into the marinade.  "By the 

time your friends arrive, the halibut should be marinated enough 

to barbeque." 

The four young people's friends soon began arriving: 

Jimmy and Jan, Tony and Betty, and Chris and Jolene.  They 

immediately began mixing with the others, chatting, having a 

good time. 

Jimmy and Tony set up their instruments on the pool 

deck, started jamming on their guitars. 

Alice Basset and her mother showed up. 

Alice immediately started through the house looking for 

Willy, found him barbequing. 

"Oh, Mr. Watt!  How wonderful to see you again," she 

said, trying to throw her arms around his great torso. 

Her long coal-black hair almost touched her shoulders. 
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As he gave her a squeeze, Willy remembered how 

frightened her deep blue eyes had been the day he'd found her 

huddled in a closet where her kidnapers had hidden her. 

"Mother—you remember Mr. Watt!" 

"Of course!  He saved my little girl!" Alice's mother 

said, shaking Willy's hand. 

"Please!  Just call me Willy," Willy said, flipping a fillet.  

"Grab a plate—some of the fillets are ready.  Mattie has salad 

and stuff in the house." 

A sudden flash of lightning lit up the sky, followed by a 

loud thunderclap. 

"Did somebody say punch?" Chuck asked. 

"Get the bowl, juice and ice—and a small bottle of 

vodka—from Mattie," Willy told him.  "We'll make a real 

punch.  Everyone's at least twenty-one—right?" 

"Right!" Bill said, as he danced with Carol in the pool.  

"Come on in you guys!  It's great!" 

More and more of the young people got into their 

swimming suits, jumped into the pool.  Most of them were soon 

eating, drinking punch, and dancing like crazy to the guitar mu-

sic in the shallow end. 

Suddenly, the sky burst open—heavy rain began pouring 

down. 

By then, do to the delicious, spiked fruit punch, most of 

the young people were feeling giddy.  They ignored the weather, 

danced around in the shallow end of the pool, laughed at each 

other's jokes as the downpour pelted the pool's water. 
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Soon, the lightning flashes became so violent the sky 

was almost continually white from so many strikes.  Thunder 

rumbled, reverberated throughout the house. 

All was quiet for a moment—then, a sudden bright 

lightning strike hit somewhere nearby, followed by a deafening 

clap of thunder. 

Jan screamed—quickly climbed out of the water. 

"Everybody out!" Chuck yelled.  "Lightning might hit 

the water!" 

Everyone scrambled out of the pool, stood out of the rain 

under the long eaves that surrounded the pool, continued to eat, 

drink, chat, and move their bodies to the music as the guitarists 

continued to jam. 

Willy barbequed the last fillet, got a glass of punch, sat 

down at a table under the eaves. 

Suddenly, they all heard a high-pitched woman's voice 

coming from in the house. 

"Oh—I forgot to tell you, Mr. Watt.  I invited my 

mother.  I hope you don't mind—that's her voice," Chuck said, 

sitting down across from Willy at the table. 

"My cup is plastic.  Her voice can't shatter plastic, can 

it?" Willy asked, with a chuckle. 

After a few moments, presumably so she could acquaint 

herself with everyone inside the house, Harriet LaGrange—

Chuck's mother, who was also the wife of Harold LaGrange, 

CEO of Whiteoak Investments, Inc.—burst through the open 

glass door into the pool area, in the manner of a queen who'd just 

arrived at a royal ball. 
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"My!  My!  Oh, this must be the famous Willy Watt, who 

saved young Alice Basset!  I can't begin to tell you how thrilled I 

am to finally meet you!" Harriet LaGrange bubbled in her high-

pitched, arrogant voice. 

"Mr. Watt, this is my mother, Harriet LaGrange," Chuck 

said. 

"Delighted to meet you, Mrs. LaGrange, would you like 

a warmed-up fillet of halibut?" Willy offered. 

"My gracious no!  That is—no thank you.  We just fin-

ished dinner—champagne—goose pate and so forth.  Oh—my—

I see the charming Alice Basset girl on the other side of the pool.  

I must chat with her a moment—that reminds me, Mr. Watt—

you and the Mrs. are invited to our house to a pool and dinner 

party—I gave all the information to your wife.  So very—very 

delightful meeting you!  Come along, Sarah!" Harriet LaGrange 

said, as she started in the direction of Alice Basset. 

When Harriet LaGrange was out of range, Willy asked, 

"Who is the lady your mother has in tow?" 

"That's Bill's mother, Sarah Littleton.  Sorry, mother 

doesn't leave much room to get an introduction in sideways," 

Chuck apologized. 

The lightning and rain finally let up.  People began get-

ting back into the pool. 

"So, tell me about the town of Cascade," Willy said. 

"Well—we have seven.  Tony!  We have seven traffic 

lights—right?" Chuck yelled toward the pool. 

"Yeah—seven!" Tony called back from the pool. 
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"Seven traffic lights," Chuck said.  "It's pretty much laid 

out like any other southern town.  We have some very old, his-

torical houses—some predate the Civil War.  Two parks.  Memo-

rial sites.  The south side is pretty much a tourist trap." 

"How many people live here?" Willy asked. 

"About fifty thousand." 

"Your mother seems to have an air of breeding about 

her.  I take it your family's well off," Willy said, taking a sip of 

his punch. 

"Yes—we're one of the richest families in town.  Mother 

and dad are both graduates of Ivy League schools.  My father, 

Harold LaGrange, is the CEO of Whiteoak Investments, Inc." 

"Chuck—the water's great—come on in!" Tony urged 

from the pool. 

Chuck got up from his chair, picked up the large air-

filled plastic ball laying on the deck—tossed it to Tony.  "Please 

excuse me, Mr. Watt." 

"Sure—catch you later." 

Mattie dropped off some salad, olives, carrot sticks, and 

hors d'oeuvres at Willy's table.  "You look comfortable," she 

said, as she started to go back into the house. 

Willy gave her a wink. 

Bill's girl, Carol, came out of the house; saw Willy was 

by himself, sat down across from him.  "You've probably been 

introduced to so many people you don't remember which one I 

am," she said. 

"Oh, I have a pretty good memory for putting names and 

faces together—I'd say you're Bill's girl, Carol," Willy said. 
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She was delighted that he remembered.  "I suppose one 

of the reasons you're a detective is that you can remember so 

well." 

"I'm not a detective, anymore.  I retired several years 

ago.  Mattie and I are on vacation." 

"You can take the man out of the detective office—but 

you can't take the detective out of the man." 

"That's kind of you to suggest that," Willy said, nibbling 

on a carrot stick.  "What kind of a man is Harold LaGrange?" 

"I don't know if I should be telling you this, but person-

ally I don't know how anyone can stand that man," she said, ab-

sently running her fingers down through her long honey-colored 

hair. 

"Anything in particular?" Willy asked, popping a crou-

ton into his mouth. 

"Well, for starters—he's mean and selfish—and every-

body knows—well—maybe except for his wife, Harriet—and I 

can't imagine she doesn't know—that he's been having—how do 

you say—affairs," Carol said, sipping her drink.  "I think she 

knows about Stephanie Daniels." 

"Stephanie Daniels?  Does Chuck know about Stephanie 

Daniels, too, you think?" 

"I'm sure he does.  Don't tell him I said anything to you 

about it," she said, in a low voice.  "I don't even know why I'm 

telling you about it." 

"I have that affect on people.  I'm like talking to a huge 

marshmallow.  They want to tell me their stories—I enjoy them.  

I won't say a word to him about your telling me." 
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"Confidentiality," she whispered. 

"Confidentiality," he repeated.  "I believe you said, 'af-

fairs', as in more than one." 

"Bill's mother told us Harold was having an affair with 

Tanya Wilson." 

"This Tanya Wilson—is she good looking?" 

"Absolutely gorgeous!  But her boyfriend doesn't like 

Harold LaGrange, I hear." 

"And why is that?" Willy asked, popping an olive into 

his mouth. 

"I don't know." 

"Bill's mother Sarah—how does she fit in with Harriet 

LaGrange?" Willy asked, looking at the slender figure of Harriet 

LaGrange, still at the far end of the pool chatting with Alice Bas-

set and Alice's mother. 

"I don't understand their relationship very well.  Sarah's 

well off.  I don't know why she kowtows to Harriet.  Sarah's very 

down to earth.  Just the opposite of Harriet." 

"How did the LaGranges get so much money?" 

"As I understand it, Harold LaGrange's father, Winthrop 

LaGrange, made his money on Texas oil.  Harold inherited, but 

decided to move the family fortune here and invest in real estate.  

After a few years he'd made so much money ripping people off 

that he started his own investment company.  He thought Harriet, 

being well educated and from a wealthy family, would help his 

image—so he married her." 
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Willy saw Harriet LaGrange break away from Alice and 

her mother, traipse along the pool decking in the direction of the 

exit, flail her right hand at Willy—high above her head. 

"Ta!  Ta!" she squeaked. 

Willy waived his carrot stick at her. 

"Don't forget the dinner and pool party at our house!" 

she cried at Willy, as she made her departure, Sarah trailing 

close behind. 

Willy waved his carrot at her again. 

"I take it she invited you to dinner," Carol said. 

"Yes, me and Mattie." 

"Pardon me for my saying so, but she always has a self-

ish reason for doing everything.  In that respect she's a lot like 

her husband, Harold," she said. 

"How so?" 

"He's broken many a man and woman in this town with 

his crooked investment deals.  It's all perfectly legal, you under-

stand—but still." 

"Yeah—once they sign the contract—that's it," Willy 

said.  "So, why do you think she invited us to dinner?" 

"It's obvious to me.  You're a very famous hero in this 

town.  She wants to get some mileage out of you with her 

friends." 

"You're probably right.  I'll keep that in mind.  Would 

you mind getting me another cup of punch—and one for your-

self?  I'm so comfortable, I really don't want to get up just yet." 

"Be right back!" she said, dashing off. 

"Mr. Watt—the water's great!" Bill called from the pool. 
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Willy sat a moment, then got up and gradually worked 

his way down into the pool. 

Carol returned with the drinks. 

"I'm over here—in the pool!" Willy called to her. 

"I thought you were already comfortable!" Carol said, 

handing him his drink.  He took a sip, set the cup on the pool 

deck. 

As Willy pushed his weight forward and began to swim 

toward the deep end of the pool, he wondered if Carol was right 

about Harriet LaGrange's reason for inviting him and Mattie over 

to their house to her pool and dinner party. 
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Chapter 2 
 

 

 

WILLY CASUALLY held a fine white China plate in his hand, 

slowly circled the table of gourmet food, added tidbits of this and 

that to his plate. 

"Save me an olive, already," Mattie said to him as she 

followed him around.  Then added, "Don't look now, but you-

know-who is heading your direction." 

Seconds later, the arrogant Harriet LaGrange pounced.  

"Oh—Willy Watt—Willy Watt—I'm so happy, you—and the 

Mrs.—could come to our lovely pool and dinner party!  Every-

one of importance in this town is here." 

Willy hadn't missed the dig she'd given Mattie.  "It's a 

very nice spread you have here," he replied, intentionally down-

grading her gourmet dining table to a spread.  He added a stuffed 

radish to his plate. 

"This is a grand place you have," Mattie said, ignoring 

her husband's remark. 

"Oh, how nice of you to recognize the grandeur of it.  

It's by far the nicest mansion in town.  It cost Harold seven mil-

lion, you know.  Oh, of course you couldn't know—you haven't 

met Harold have you?  Well then, come along—I really must 
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introduce you to the richest man in town—my husband, Harold 

LaGrange, of course." 

Then Harriet tapped Willy on the shoulder with rapid lit-

tle taps, irritating him considerably.  He hesitated, to let her go 

ahead, quickly stabbed a few smoked oysters with a toothpick, 

put them on his plate, followed her lead to where a tall, muscular 

man in light blue swimming trunks and maroon-velvet evening 

jacket stood talking to some people across the potted-plant-filled, 

huge living area, that open French doors separated from the 

Olympic-sized pool. 

"There must be forty people here," Mattie observed. 

As they approached Harold LaGrange, Sarah Littleton 

was the only one in the small group gathered around him Willy 

recognized. 

"Harold," Harriet LaGrange said, in her high-pitched 

voice, "this is the famous Willy Watt.  He's the private detective 

who saved the sweet young Alice Basset from the kidnappers 

some years ago.  Tell me you do remember?" 

Harold LaGrange cut short the conversation he was hav-

ing with a slender young, brunette.  Willy noticed the brunette 

was well built, stuffed tightly into a business suit, and that her 

high-heeled shoes allowed the muscles in her legs to emphasize 

her healthy shape.  He thought what he could see of her face was 

pretty and liked the way the bangs of her hair graced her fore-

head. 

"Delighted, I'm sure," Harold LaGrange grunted, taking 

a sip of whiskey from the glass in his hand, then rudely ignored 
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his wife and newcomers—continued the conversation with the 

brunette. 

Willy took an instant dislike to the man.  He began to 

understand why Carol had said what she had about Harold La-

Grange.  Willy noticed that LaGrange was quite tall, over six 

feet, had black hair that curled tightly against his head, shallow 

cheeks, a square jaw.  His body language told Willy he thought 

himself quite the ladies man. 

Totally embarrassed, Harriet LaGrange turned to Willy, 

cried, "Oh—I must show you the swimming area!"  She gestured 

for he and Mattie to follow her through the French doors. 

After Willy passed through the enormous paned-glass 

doors, he could see the massive pool was inlaid with expensive 

Italian tile.  He noticed that insulated, non-slip decking com-

pletely encircled the pool and saw the high-quality, stuffed 

lounge chairs with drink holders that were strategically arranged 

to enhance socializing. 

"This is quite a swimming hole," Mattie observed. 

"We are so-o-o delighted with it.  We had Italian de-

signers flown in from Florence to do the tile." 

"Not to change the subject, but who was the brunette 

lady your husband was talking to?" Willy asked. 

"Oh, that was his secretary, Diana Lang.  She's been 

with him for several years.  Personally, I think he pays a little too 

much attention to her.  I really must apologize for the abrupt 

treatment he gave you.  He's been drinking heavily since early 

this morning.  Sometimes he gets like that.  That's just the way 
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Harold is.  Sometimes, when he gets that way, I can't tell if he 

knows who he is or where he is." 

Willy popped a smoked oyster into his mouth, gave 

Mattie the stuffed radish. 

Raindrops began to plunk down here and there on the 

surface of the pool's clear blue water.  Sheet lightning occasion-

ally lit up the horizon. 

"This is terrible—it's raining—absolutely disastrous!  I 

was so looking forward to a lovely pool party.  I must advise my 

guests not to change into swimming attire!" Harriet LaGrange 

said, immediately charging back through the French doors.  

"Everyone—everyone—your attention please!  I regret to inform 

you that we will be restricted from the swimming area—another 

dreadful lightning storm is coming this way.  Perhaps later!  Per-

haps we can swim later this evening!  I was so in hopes the fa-

mous Willy Watt—and his wife, of course—could thoroughly 

enjoy himself—themselves!  This is just dreadful!" 

Harold LaGrange instantly broke away from the little 

group around him—became belligerent.  "You will not tell me 

what to do in my own house!" he bellowed, voice slurring. 

Harriet LaGrange, devastatingly embarrassed in front of 

her guests, immediately sat down on a couch, put her hands to 

her face, began weeping. 

To everyone's amazement, Harold LaGrange peeled out 

of his evening jacket, threw it on the carpet, refilled his whiskey 

glass from a decanter on the bar—stormed through the French 

doors, got into the pool. 
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It got quiet in the room then someone sat down at the pi-

ano, began to play. 

The party perked up.  Chitchat began to flow again.  

People began to mix.  Some couples began dancing to the music. 

Someone closed the French doors and the curtains in 

front of them. 

"Can I interest you in some raw eel on toast?" Willy 

asked Mattie, in a high-exaggerated tone. 

"No—go feed your own face, already.  Can't you see 

what a mental state all this has put Mrs. LaGrange in?" 

While Willy worked his way through the crowd in the 

direction of the food table, Mattie went to the couch where Mrs. 

LaGrange was still crying, sat down by her.  "Everyone under-

stands, Mrs. LaGrange," Mattie said, putting her arm around her.  

"Your husband is rude and crude." 

"Oh—he's even more than that!  I should have left him 

years ago.  If it weren't for our son, Chuck, I would have.  Harold 

gets drunk and belligerent.  He cheats people out of their money.  

He runs around on me.  It's Harold—Harold—Harold—always 

Harold." 

The lightning storm was beginning to get serious.  

Flashes lit up the curtains covering the French doors—followed 

by cracks of thunder.  The sound of rain pounding on the roof 

was getting louder. 

Harriet LaGrange began to feel better.  "Oh—I shouldn't 

have poured my feelings out on you," she apologized.  "Excuse 

me, I'm going to the powder room to freshen up." 
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"Take your time," Mattie said, as Harriet LaGrange got 

up from the couch. 

Mattie went to look for Willy, found him near the 

kitchen on his way back with a plate of food. 

Suddenly, there was a bright flash—a nearby crack of 

thunder.  The lights flickered, and then went out. 

"This happens all the time," a man's voice said, "the 

lights will come back on soon." 

The dancers continued dancing, enjoying the lightening 

flashes as they lit up the French door curtains. 

"This is very romantic," a lady's voice said. 

The lights came back on. 

"Where's Harriet LaGrange?" Willy asked.  "I think it's 

time for you and I to leave—what do you say?  We must find her 

and tell her we're leaving." 

"She's in the powder room cleaning up a bit.  We can say 

goodbye when she comes out.  Right now, how about—you put 

down your plate and we take a spin around the floor?" Mattie 

asked. 

"Dance?" 

"Yeah." 

He put down his plate and they began dancing. 

As they danced near the French door curtains, above the 

sound of the howling wind, they heard Harold LaGrange scream 

out from the pool, "Agnes—no!"  Then there was a bright flash 

of lightning, followed by a house-shaking thunderclap.  The 

lights went out again.  The pianist stopped playing.  Suddenly, 

all was dark and quiet. 
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"Did anyone else hear Harold LaGrange yell, "Agnes-

no?" a man asked, from somewhere in the darkness. 

"We heard him," Willy answered.  "Anyone have a flash-

light?  Let's see what's going on with him." 

"I hope the old SOB's dead," a lady's voice answered. 

"Me, too, lady—whoever you are," a man's voice said.  

"But we could never be that lucky." 

Someone produced a flashlight, pushed the curtains 

aside—opened the French doors. 

Willy took the flashlight, walked out to the pool.  Others 

followed. 

The lightning had moved on, but it was still sprinkling. 

"That was a big strike!  The lights of the houses on the 

hill are all out, too.  All the lights in town are probably out," a 

man said. 

Harriet LaGrange, making her way out of the powder 

room in the dark, asked, "Did I hear someone say, Harold?" 

"We heard him yell out, 'Agnes—no'," a man's voice 

said.  "Willy Watt has a flashlight out at the pool.  He's looking 

for Harold right now." 

Harriet LaGrange instantly ran to the pool.  "Harold!  

Speak to me—Harold—!  Where are you?" she cried, and then 

she caught up with Willy just as the probing beam of the flash-

light in his hand illuminated Harold LaGrange.  LaGrange was 

laying face up on the bottom of the pool.  His gaping eyes told 

Willy that LaGrange was dead. 

"My God!  Oh, my God—!" Harriet LaGrange screamed.  

"Harold—are you all right?  He doesn't look all right!" 
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"I'm quite sure, Mrs. LaGrange that your husband is 

dead—but I'll try CPR on him, anyway," Willy said, jumping 

into the pool. 

He dived to the bottom, brought up Harold LaGrange's 

heavy body, laid it on the deck, got out of the pool and began 

CPR. 

"Oh, my God!  I told him not to swim in the storm!" she 

cried, totally distraught.  "Poor Harold!  I told him not to swim 

when there was lightning!  He wouldn't listen to anything I ever 

told him, you know!" 

Mattie put her arm around Harriet LaGrange's shoulder, 

helped her back into the house. 

The lights came on. 

"Poor Harold," Sarah Littleton said. 

"Yes—poor Harold," Diana Lang echoed. 

Someone called the police. 

Willy continued with the CPR.  Mattie soon came out of 

the house, stood near him. 

The rain had stopped. 

There was still no sign of life from Harold LaGrange's 

body.  People began to gather around.  One was a doctor.  He 

took over the CPR from Willy. 

Willy got up, dripping wet and stood by Mattie.  "When 

it was dark, I heard several people say they wished Harold La-

Grange was dead," Willy told her. 

"They apparently got their wish," Mattie said, simply.  

"Imagine being struck by lightning in your own swimming 

pool." 
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"Yes—but why did he yell out 'Agnes—no'?" Willy 

asked. 

"He'd been drinking a lot before he went into the pool—

and he had a fresh glass of whisky in his hand when he went in.  

Perhaps he was delusional," Mattie suggested.  "Maybe this 

Agnes person was a lover who had said she was going to leave 

him and he was mentally reliving the experience." 

"Considering his reputation, that's possible," Willy had 

to agree. 

They heard the sound of an official-sounding male voice 

from the living area. 

They went back into the house just in time to see two 

uniformed policemen, a police photographer and a tall, slender 

man in his early forties who was doing all the talking.  The pho-

tographer immediately began popping his flash at everybody and 

everything. 

Harriet LaGrange, apparently having regained her 

composure, ran up to the slender man.  "Oh—Dan—something 

dreadful has happened!  Poor Harold!  I think Harold is dead," 

she said, embracing him. 

"That's Dan Fields.  He's a police detective.  He's been a 

friend of the LaGrange family for years," Sarah Littleton said. 

"He looks like he'd rather be playing billiards," Willy 

observed. 

Dan Fields led the procession that had spontaneously 

formed, to the pool deck where the doctor was still giving CPR 

to Harold LaGrange. 
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Dan Fields stepped through the French doors, out onto 

the deck; spoke to one of the uniformed officers.  "Where's the 

ambulance and the medics?" he asked. 

"Here—we're right here, detective!  Right behind you!" 

one of the medics said. 

As the photographer got his final pictures of the scene, 

the doctor finally gave up trying to resuscitate Harold LaGrange, 

declared him dead.  The medics picked up his body, put it on a 

gurney. 

"It looks like he was hit by lightning to me," Dan Fields 

said.  "What do you medics think?" 

"Yeah—looks like lightning to me, too," one of the med-

ics agreed. 

"Could be a heart attack," the doctor suggested.  "But for 

whatever reason, he had a lot of water in his lungs." 

"We'll take him to the morgue and let them worry about 

it," a medic said. 

"Well, that wraps it up," Dan Fields said.  "There was 

obviously no foul play—so that's how I'll report it." 

All indications looked that way to Willy, too, except that 

the "Agnes—no!" and the voices of the two people in the dark, 

who obviously hated LaGrange a great deal, still rattled around 

in Willy's brain. 
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Chapter 3 

 

 

 

CHUCK LAGRANGE, in swimming trunks, lay back in a 

lounge chair on the pool deck, eating a sandwich. 

He watched the pool man changed the filters and add 

chlorine.  Chuck clearly remembered his mother's instructions to 

the pool man to "remove any essence of Harold's body from the 

pool and the other trash the storm had blown in as well." 

"I'm going to have to get in the pool," the pool man said. 

"Why?" Chuck asked. 

"I see a broken glass on the bottom." 

"No need for you to change into trunks just for that.  I'll 

get it for you," Chuck said, getting up. 

"That's very kind of you, sir," the pool man said, an Eng-

lish clip to his voice. 

"No problem," Chuck said, slipping into the water.  

"Where's the broken glass?" 

"Near the pool wall, about two yards in front of you, 

sir." 

Chuck dipped his face underwater, looked around, fi-

nally saw it, bobbed his head up.  "I see it." 
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He dived to the bottom, brought up two pieces of clear 

glass.  "It's dad's whiskey glass.  It obviously fell out of his hand 

when the lightning hit him." 

"I heard.  It was a terrible thing that happened to your fa-

ther." 

"Yes—well that was probably what he enjoyed most—

drinking whiskey," Chuck said, putting the two pieces of broken 

glass on the deck.  It only broke into." 

"I really hate to bother you, sir, but while you're in there, 

would you mind also bringing out the pieces of whatever it is 

that's down here," the pool man said, pointing to a place not far 

from where the whiskey glass had been. 

Chuck worked his way through the water, dipped his 

face under again, saw some pieces of white material lying on the 

bottom, dived down, brought them up and laid them on the deck 

beside the whiskey glass pieces, got out of the pool and picked 

up one of the white pieces he'd brought up. 

"Have you ever seen anything like this in a pool before?" 

"Never, sir—and I've been doing pools for fourteen 

years." 

Chuck turned the piece of white material over in his 

hand, inspected it carefully.  "Neither have I.  It's ceramic of 

some kind.  I wonder if Willy Watt might guess what it is." 

"Not the Willy Watt who solved the Alice Basset case?" 

the pool man asked as he picked up a piece of ceramic, looked at 

it. 
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"Yes, as a matter of fact, he'll be in Cascade for some 

time.  He and his wife, Mattie, are on vacation here.  Mattie's a 

hoot." 

"It would be my privilege to make their acquaintances.  

It really would." 

"I'll mention you to them, then.  I'm going to see if I can 

find Mr. Watt," Chuck said.  Slipping some plastic sandals on he 

picked up the pieces of white ceramic. 

"Here's this one, sir," the pool man said, handing him the 

piece he'd been looking at. 

"Thanks," Chuck said, taking the piece. 

Chuck left the house, got into his new, red convertible 

and drove to the house where the Watts were staying. 

He knocked on the door.  When he got no answer, he 

went down to the beach, saw Willy and Mattie fishing.  The sun 

was bright and both Willy and Mattie had sunglasses on.  Chuck 

thought they looked like stand-ins from a Hollywood movie set.  

Mattie waved to Chuck from far down the beach. 

Chuck picked up his pace, jogged to where they were. 

"How's the fishing?" he asked. 

"We haven't caught a thing today—but it's nice to be out 

here," Mattie said, absently dragging the edge of her tennis shoe 

through the damp sand.  "Just enough breeze to be comfortable." 

"What brings you all the way down here?" Willy asked, 

adjusting his cap. 

"I have something to show you," Chuck said, pulling the 

pieces of white ceramic from his pocket. 

"What are those?" Willy asked. 
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"I was hoping you might know.  The pool man found 

them lying on the bottom of the pool.  By the way, he recognized 

your name from when you saved Alice Basset and said he would 

really like to meet you two." 

Willy opened his hand.  Chuck put the pieces in it.  

Willy cradled them in his hand, tilted them one way then another 

so their flat surfaces caught the light as he carefully looked them 

over.  "Off hand, I couldn't say.  When I get back to the house, 

I'll lay them out on the kitchen table and see what I can make of 

them," Willy said, putting the pieces in his pocket. 

Mattie reeled in some line.  "The way fishing's going—

it's beginning to look like we'll be having cold cuts for dinner.  

Would you like to join us for dinner?" she asked. 

"Thanks a lot, but I'm taking Katie out to dinner tonight 

and I'm running late.  Got to go!  See you later," Chuck said, as 

he began jogging back to his car. 

When he reached the little road that ran down to the 

beach, he turned, waved.  Willy and Mattie waved back. 

"Nice kid!" Willy said, watching his bobber undulate 

with the waves. 

"Yeah—to bad he got stuck with those parents." 

"She really thinks she's somebody," Willy said. 

"Yeah—imagine—and what does she think I am—

chopped liver?  I have a master's degree in English and you re-

ceived your masters before you decided to become a P.I.  Just 

because she got her education in an Ivy League school doesn't 

give her—" 
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"Now!  Now!  You haven't been watching your bob-

ber—look!  It's under water," Willy said. 

Mattie jerked on her rod, set the hook.  "I've hooked a 

good one!" 

He felt a deep satisfaction as he watched her struggling 

with the fish.  It was exactly what she needed, he thought.  It 

seemed like forever since they'd been away from their kids so 

long. 

The brake on her reel sang, as the fish fought its way 

back out toward the open ocean. 

Willy saw the muscles of her left forearm tighten as she 

repeatedly worked the handle of the reel with her right, raising 

and lowering the pole, taking care not to let the fish slacken the 

line. 

He enjoyed her delight as she reeled in a two-foot long 

red snapper. 

"I believe you were saying something about cold cuts, 

Mrs. Watt," he teased, reeling in his line. 

"Now, I suppose you're thinking snapper fillets with 

lemon and salt," she said, running the point of the stringer 

through a gill of the twenty-pound fish. 

"Yeah.  And I think I saw some tartar sauce in the re-

frigerator," he chuckled. 

She wrapped some stringer chain around her hand to se-

cure the fish. 

He felt the roughness of the fish's inner gill against his 

fingertips as he held up his side of it. 
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They carried it between them down the beach, up the lit-

tle road and across the green lawn to the house. 

She found the key. 

They went in, washed their hands in the sink. 

He spread some newspaper on the kitchen counter, be-

gan cleaning then filleting the fish.  "Your cousin Ann is in for a 

surprise when she comes home," he said. 

"What do you mean?" she asked, as she chopped cab-

bage for coleslaw. 

"I'm going to freeze some of this fish.  I doubt if we can 

eat it all before we leave." 

"Quit with the leaving—we just got here!" 

When he'd finished filleting, she took two nice-sized 

pieces, rolled them in seasoned flour, and fried them in butter 

until they were golden brown. 

"Grab a couple of plates and some knives and forks," she 

said. 

They were soon sitting at the table. 

"When are you going to take a look at the pieces Chuck 

gave you, already?" 

"They can wait," he said. 

She just sat still for a minute.  He saw a faraway look 

come to her eye. 

"What are you thinking about?" he asked, taking a bite 

of the crisp, golden fish. 

"I was thinking it's too bad our kids aren't here to enjoy 

this beautiful red snapper with us." 
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"Yeah—I know what you mean.  They're both busy—

school—jobs—our grandkids to take care of.  Maybe next time," 

he said. 

They finished dinner.  He went to the living room, 

flipped on the TV. 

She did the dishes, cleaned up the kitchen then went into 

the living room and joined him. 

He was asleep in the big soft chair in front of the TV. 

She turned off the TV and went to bed. 

 

She woke up about one in the morning, went to the kitchen for a 

glass of water, noticed him still sitting in front of the TV—but 

not asleep. 

"Why are you still up?" she asked. 

"I think Harold LaGrange was murdered," he said, qui-

etly. 

"Nonsense.  He was hit by lightning," she said, suppress-

ing a yawn.  "The police said there was no foul play." 

"There are a lot of people in this town who are glad Har-

old LaGrange is dead.  A couple of them came right out and said 

so at the party when the lights were out." 

"Sure—he was a crooked SOB, but just because they 

were angry at him—that doesn't mean they would actually kill 

him," she said. 

"And then there's the 'Agnes-no!'  Why would he say 

that?" 

"We already went over that.  He was probably delusional 

from all the alcohol," she said. 
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"But, now—there's—this!" he said.  On the book's cover 

that lay on his lap, he'd assembled the pieces of white ceramic 

Chuck had given him. 

"What do you make of them?" 

"They fit together perfectly," he said.  He moved his in-

dex finger through the air as he pointed out the round-cornered 

part of the rectangle they made when they were all pushed to-

gether.  "I think they're from an electrical appliance of some 

kind." 

An expression came over her face he'd seen before, 

knew she was agitated.  "Oh—no you don't, Willy Watt!  I know 

exactly what's going through your mind.  Let me tell you right 

now—it's not your problem.  You don't even have a license any-

more to practice being a private detective.  And even if you did, 

you'd have no jurisdiction in the state of Florida.  Besides—

we're finally on vacation.  Come to bed, already." 

"What if he was murdered?" 

"What if he was?  People get murdered every day.  

Anyway—all you have is circumstantial evidence.  You can't 

prove he was murdered—even if you could take on the case—

which you can't.  So—come to bed!" 

Willy put the book with the ceramic pieces still on it, on 

the little walnut stand by the chair, got up, sleepily followed her 

to the bedroom. 

Circumstantial evidence?  Maybe—maybe not, he 

thought, as his head lay on the pillow.  Maybe it's not circum-

stantial at all. 
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Chapter 4 

 

 

 

THE NEXT day, Willy and Mattie decided late in the morning to 

take a break from fishing, go have a beer somewhere. 

They ended up in the Blue Beard Bar, in downtown 

Cascade, the major watering hole for the town's upper class citi-

zens. 

 

Bubbles rapidly made their way up through the golden liquid and 

broke through the surface as the barkeep poured Mattie's beer 

into the glass that was sitting on a sculpted napkin on the gleam-

ing cherry wood bar in front of her, and then he poured Willy's.  

"You're Willy Watt, the detective—right?" 

"I've been trying hard not to let it show," Willy said, 

looking at all their reflections in the mirrored wall behind the 

bar.  "You see—I've been promising the little lady here a vaca-

tion for a long time." 

"This is it?  You brought her to Cascade for a vacation?" 

the barrel-chested barkeep asked, wiping the bar with a damp, 

white towel.  "I could understand—Miami." 

"Yeah.  Her cousin let us stay in her house for a couple 

months, down by the beach.  The fishing's not bad," Willy said. 
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"You came in here to tell me how the fishing is?" 

"To tell you the truth—we just dropped in for a beer—

but since you're handy, have you heard about Harold LaGrange's 

death?" Willy asked, sipping his beer. 

"Hasn't everybody?" the barkeep asked.  "Lightning!  It 

can get you—I knew this guy once—" 

Willy cut him off in mid-sentence.  "I have reason to 

think, maybe it was murder," Willy said. 

Willy could see from the bartender's expression that the 

word 'murder' had peeked his interest. 

"What gives you that idea?" the barkeep asked, sliding a 

beer down the bar to a regular customer. 

"We were at the party the night he died.  The lights went 

out and a couple of people flat out said they wished he was 

dead," Mattie added. 

"Wishing doesn't get the job done.  I didn't feel a bit bad 

when I heard the news.  He was the worst kind of crook—he was 

legally right—morally wrong," the barkeep said.  "But—I have 

to hand it to him—he and his Texas buddies brought a lot of 

money into this town." 

"Then, there was the 'Agnes—no'," Willy continued. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Before he died, we heard him yell, 'Agnes—no'," Willy 

said. 

"Agnes—no?" the barkeep repeated.  Light reflected off 

his balding head as he worked his white towel wiping the top of 

the bar. 
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"And on top of that—" Willy continued, removing the ceramic 

pieces from his pocket, fitted them together on the bar.  "The 

pool man found these on the bottom of the pool." 

The bartender took a close look at them.  "H-m—Off 

hand, I'd say they came out of a heater," the barkeep said.  "I 

guess you're looking for leads." 

"Quit with the leads!  He just thinks he's looking for 

leads!  He's not going to ruin our vacation by getting involved.  

He doesn't even have a license to practice anymore," Mattie said, 

taking a large sip of beer. 

"On the serious side," Willy said, "do you know any-

body who might have hated him enough to kill him?" 

"You're kind of putting me on a spot," the barkeep said, 

"bring your beers over to the table in that corner.  I'll give the 

mayor another Scotch, be right with you." 

Willy and Mattie transferred their drinks to the table.  

The barkeep soon joined them. 

"The night before Harold LaGrange died—or was mur-

dered, if that was the case—Tanya Wilson and Jack Newsome 

were sitting at this very table having a few drinks.  I heard Jack 

tell her he hated Harold because he was making a prostitute out 

of her." 

"What did she say to that?" Mattie asked. 

"She didn't deny it—said she needed the money," the 

barkeep said, absently wiping an area of the table from where he 

sat. 

"Then what?" Willy asked. 
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"Then he said he wished LaGrange was dead and that 

he, Jack, had enough money for both of them." 

"Anything else?" Willy asked, sipping his beer. 

"I got busy—didn't get a chance to hear any more.  They 

left shortly after that." 

In the dim light, Willy saw a customer raise his hand 

signaling for a drink.  He gestured his head in the direction of the 

customer.  "I see you've got to go." 

"Yeah, I'm very popular this time of day." 

"Thanks for your time," Willy said. 

"Anytime.  For the man who saved the Basset girl—I 

have all the time in the world," the barkeep said, getting up. 

After the barkeep left to take care of the customer, 

Mattie said, "This has gone far enough.  Even if there is a case, 

you're not on it." 

"I'm going to go see Harriet LaGrange tomorrow and tell 

her why I think her husband was murdered," Willy said. 

"Then, I suppose you think she's going give you a kiss 

and pay you to find out who did it?  I don't think so, Mr. Watt," 

Mattie said. 

"Stranger things have happened." 

"Then, if you're going to be a rock head about it and get 

involved regardless of what I say—I'm going with you." 

"Very well—but right now the weather's holding, Mrs. 

Watt.  What say we go catch a couple of tuna?" 

"There's probably not a tuna within a thousand miles of 

here—but what the heck—let's give it a try." 
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Chapter 5 

 

 

 

WILLY WHEELED his large sedan around the circular drive 

until he reached the front door of the LaGrange mansion. 

He and Mattie got out, went to the door. 

Willy rang the bell. 

A young black butler in uniform, probably in his early 

thirties, Willy thought, opened the door. 

"I'm Willy Watt.  I'd like to talk to Mrs. LaGrange.  Is 

she home?" 

"She's having a tea in the garden and doesn't desire to be 

disturbed.  Please come to call later." 

Then Willy heard the sound of Harriet LaGrange's 

squeaking voice.  "George, who is it?" 

"The gentleman says his name is Willy Watt.  He has a 

lady with him.  He wishes to speak to you, ma'am." 

"Oh, have them come in!" 

The butler opened the door completely.  Harriet La-

Grange took over. 

The butler retired into the recesses of the mansion. 

"Come!  You're just in time for tea," Harriet LaGrange 

squeaked, motioning them to follow her to the garden, which 
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was landscaped with brightly colored flowers and small pools.  

"You do like tea—well then—I love to have tea this time in the 

morning.  It perks me up for the rest of the day."  Not waiting for 

a reply, she sat down at an ornamental ivory-iron table with a 

glass top. 

A girl in a white apron came to the table.  "A fresh cup 

of tea for me and tea for our guests," Harriet LaGrange said. 

"Your roses are gorgeous," Mattie said, looking about 

the spacious garden. 

"Yes.  Well, not as splendid as our former gardener kept 

them.  So—what brings you to visit me this marvelous day?" 

"I think your husband was murdered," Willy said, get-

ting right to the point. 

"That's ridiculous!  You heard the police detective say 

there was no foul play.  He has already reported it that way.  

That's the end of it.  Even a hint of such a thing—as murder—

would cause a scandal—ruin our business." 

The girl in the apron reappeared with tea. 

Willy dropped a couple of lumps of sugar in his. 

"The night of the party—before Mr. LaGrange died—

many of us heard him call out 'Agnes—no!'" Willy said. 

"You saw him.  He was—inebriated.  When he got like 

that, he might say most anything," Harriet LaGrange said, sip-

ping her tea. 

"When the lights went out, a couple of people let their 

true feelings about him come out—loud and clear," Mattie said. 

"Oh—Harold wasn't a popular man, I admit—but he was 

clearly killed by lightning." 
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Willy took a sip of tea.  The cup clinked against the sau-

cer, as he set it down.  "Then there's the pieces of ceramic that 

your pool man found on the bottom of your swimming pool the 

day after Harold's death," Willy said, taking the white pieces of 

broken ceramic from his pocket, assembling them on the table. 

"What ever are you talking about?" Harriet LaGrange 

asked. 

Willy was about to explain his theory about where the 

pieces came from—when she jumped to her feet—flew into a 

rage. 

"I'm not going to listen to another minute of this non-

sense!  If you came here to extort money from me—it won't 

work!  I see no proof at all in what you say that Harold was mur-

dered.  If you continue to slander our family name—if you press 

on with this nonsensical murder idea of yours—I'll call the po-

lice and have you arrested.  In case you haven't figured it out by 

now—I have considerable influence in this town.  Good day, Mr. 

Watt!" 

Harriet LaGrange stormed out of the garden. 

Willy picked up the ceramic pieces, put them back into 

his pocket. 

The butler came, escorted the Watts to the door. 

When they were outside, Mattie said, "Well, that didn’t 

go exactly as you'd planned, Mr. Watt." 

"True.  But I suspect she has more of a reason for trying 

to keep me from digging than just the family's reputation.  I 

think she's hiding something." 
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Chapter 6 

 

 

 

THE AIR was almost calm. 

From where he stood on the beach, Willy could see sail-

boats cruising not far from shore. 

Seagulls specked the baby-blue sky, some diving for 

fish. 

"Someone told me a lightning storm hits here almost 

every day.  This must be one of the off days," Willy said, turning 

the handle on his fishing reel. 

Mattie stood near him watching her bobber float up and 

down in the surf.  "Days don't get much better than this," she 

agreed. 

"What did you bring for lunch?" 

"I thought maybe you'd drive us to Jacksonville for 

lunch," she said. 

Since he didn't say anything, she knew he was thinking 

about it.  That was a good sign. 

"That's not a bad idea," he finally said. 

"Don't look now, but I think we have company." 

He looked down the beach and saw a slender man ap-

proaching.  "He looks taller today." 

"Who?" 
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"Dan Fields," Willy said. 

Mattie looked down the beach at the man.  "You have a 

good eye." 

Dan Fields sauntered up to where they were fishing. 

Willy peered at Fields through his sunglasses. 

Willy really hadn't taken a good look at Fields before, he 

decided.  Fields was even more relaxed than Willy had originally 

concluded, stood about six feet, the salt and pepper temples 

down the sides of his head looked like he'd missed getting all the 

shaving cream off his face when he'd shaved that morning.  His 

olive, heavy-weaved shirt and pants made Willy think of a forest 

ranger.  His black boots had seen better days. 

Fields didn't waist time getting to the point.  "I got a call 

from Harriet LaGrange.  She said you were at her place causing 

trouble," Fields said, looking Willy straight in the eye. 

"I told her I thought her husband had been murdered.  

And that's exactly what I think," Willy said, winding in some 

line. 

"She told me the reasons you gave her.  I don't buy any 

of them.  You were just trying to extort money from her—or 

blackmail her because of the family business—or something.  

Exactly what was it you were trying to do, Watt?"  Fields asked, 

as he turned his head away, dark brown eyes stared far out to 

sea. 

"Well—in the first place—there's enough circumstantial 

evidence to open an investigation.  In the second—I just get 

enough income from my private eye days to get by.  I guess I 
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was hoping she might want me to investigate her husband's 

death." 

"She doesn't!  If there were a case—which there isn't—

I'd be the one to do the investigating.  My guess is you don't 

even still have a license to investigate anything.  If you do, you 

don't have any jurisdiction in this state, anyway.  And, there's no 

murder case.  Get that through your head—there's no murder 

case!  If I find out you've been nosing around again, I'll arrest 

you—toss you in the clink," Fields said, as he looked again at 

Willy. 

Before Willy could respond, Fields turned and started 

walking back down the beach. 

"Did you see that?  Maybe he's not as relaxed as he 

looks," Willy said to Mattie. 

"He's a friend of the LaGrange family all right," Mattie 

said.  "But he's right about you not having a license anymore." 

Willy began reeling in line.  "Jacksonville, eh?  That's 

quite a drive." 

"The fish aren't biting and it's too late in the year to 

plow," Mattie said, smiling, reeling in her line. 

 

Since Harriet LaGrange had gone to all the trouble of setting 

Fields on him like a mad dog, Willy was even more certain she 

was hiding something. 
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Chapter 7 

 

 

 

WILLY CUT a piece of cheese into quarters with his table knife, 

put a piece of it on a cracker, bit into it. 

Sarah Littleton had dropped by unexpectedly.  She was 

sitting by Mattie on the opposite side of the table from Willy. 

"Care for some cheese and crackers?" Willy asked. 

"Well—just one," Sarah Littleton said. 

Willy fixed a cheese and cracker, handed it to her. 

"You're Bill's mother.  Now I remember," Willy said. 

"Yes—the reason I dropped by is that Bill mentioned—

that Chuck told him—you were trying to start an investigation 

into the death of Harold LaGrange," Sarah Littleton said. 

"Yes—I'm considering it.  I think there's enough evi-

dence to show Harold LaGrange may not have been killed by 

lightning," Willy said, swallowing the last of his cracker.  "A lot 

of people hated him, for good reason, as I understand it." 

"I guess Harriet wasn't very happy to learn you're inter-

ested in investigating," Sarah Littleton said. 

"Why do you think that is?" Willy asked, putting cheese 

on another cracker. 
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"She may be afraid you'll find out about her and Stan-

ford," Sarah Littleton said. 

"Stanford?" Mattie asked. 

"Stanford LaGrange—Harold LaGrange's brother.  I 

know she's been having an affair with Stanford for years," Sarah 

Littleton said, nibbling on her cracker. 

"Was Stanford and Harold in business together?" Willy 

asked. 

"Yes.  They were partners.  They each owned half of 

Whiteoak Investments, Inc.," Sarah Littleton said. 

"So, now Stanford LaGrange owns all of it?" Willy 

asked. 

"No, I'm quite sure Harold left a will, giving his half of 

the business to Harriet." 

"So, now the two lovebirds own the whole thing.  That's 

a serious motive.  No wonder Harriet doesn't want me snooping 

around," Willy said. 

Willy studied Sarah Littleton's face very closely.  "Why 

are you telling me all this?" 

Sarah finished eating her cracker.  "Actually—the reason 

is that Harriet's been treating me like dirt—for years.  We were 

in the same sorority.  She was president and I was treasurer.  For 

some reason, I've played the submissive roll ever since." 

"I understand you're a woman of wealth.  Why let her 

drag you through the dirt?" Willy asked. 

"Well, Mr. Watt—outside, I appear as common as a sta-

ble old shoe.  But inside I feel a terrible need to be accepted—to 

gain social status.  Harriet gathers status like a rock gathers 
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moss.  She only has to be there.  It happens.  By sticking close to 

her, some of it rubs off on me.  I know that sounds silly, but 

that's it," Sarah Littleton said. 

"And if it turns out that Harriet LaGrange somehow 

killed her husband, some of her friends would migrate in your 

direction," Willy said.  "Is that about the size of it?" 

"You're very astute, Mr. Watt.  As you say, that's about 

the size of it.  Well—I've got to run," she said, picking up her 

purse from the table. 

"Can't I get you some coffee?" Mattie asked. 

"No—thanks though.  I have an appointment to have my 

hair done.  I thought I'd stop by and tell you what little I know in 

case you decide to investigate, Mr. Watt." 

"Thanks for coming by.  I had no idea Harold LaGrange 

even had a brother.  If you happen to think of anything else, 

please let me know," Willy said, as she got up from the table to 

leave. 

"I'll do that, Mr. Watt," Sarah Littleton said, taking leave 

out the door. 

Willy picked up the newspaper laying on the table.  

"There's quite a spread about Harold LaGrange's death.  Front 

page stuff." 

"Sounds like Harriet had several good reasons for want-

ing Harold dead," Mattie said. 

"I wonder if Harriet's middle name or nickname's—

Agnes?" 

"That would be something," Mattie agreed.  "Then, of 

course, there's Jack Newsome." 
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"If LaGrange yelled out the name of his assailant, Jack 

Newsome would have to have had a female accomplice." 

"Well, Harriet could have had an accomplice, too," 

Mattie suggested. 

"Yeah—Stanford LaGrange had a motive or two for see-

ing his brother dead.  He and Harriet may have teamed up and 

did the old boy in." 

"It's beginning to look like you really are onto some-

thing," Mattie said. 

"Tomorrow, I'm going to have a chat with the coroner." 

"Dan Fields may have you arrested," Mattie said. 

"He just might," Willy said, "but that's another day.  

What say you put your fishing cap on and let's catch a tuna." 

"Quit with your obsession with the tuna.  I still say 

there's not a tuna within a thousand miles of here," she said, put-

ting on her cap. 
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Chapter 8 

 

 

 

MATTIE HAD grabbed the car, gone shopping. 

 

Willy stepped out of the taxi he'd taken to the morgue, paid and 

tipped the driver, walked up the sidewalk. 

The giant oaks along each side of the walkway gave him 

a sense of being crowded.  After he got past them, he realized the 

building in front of him was of Old South architecture design—

white columns set off the veranda and colonial windows. 

He went in. 

An elderly lady was sitting at a desk. 

He went up to her. 

"I'm Willy Watt.  I called earlier.  I have an appointment 

with the medical examiner." 

"Yes, I remember your call," she said, with a drawl, 

pressed a button that buzzed the intercom. 

"Dr. Borrato—" a man's voice answered. 

"Mr. Watt is here to see you." 

"Send him in." 

"Just go through the double doors there, Mr. Watt." 
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As Willy opened the doors he saw what he'd seen many 

times before in morgues, a wall of cold storage and an operating 

table.  Dr. Borrato had a tray of instruments beside him and was 

working on the corpse in front of him. 

"I hope you don't mind if I work while we talk," Dr. Bor-

rato said, making an incision. 

"No, I'm not the least bit squeamish.  I've seen it all be-

fore," Willy said. 

"Yes.  You were in the private eye business for many 

years, I believe.  You were the one who solved the Alice Basset 

case." 

"That was I." 

"That was a splendid piece of work," Dr. Borrato said. 

"Thanks." 

"I believe you told my receptionist over the phone you 

were interested in Harold LaGrange," Dr. Borrato said, not look-

ing up from the corpse. 

"That's right!  I think he may have been murdered." 

"Dan Fields called me and told me as much," Dr. Bor-

rato said.  "He asked me not to cooperate with you in any way." 

Willy got the feeling from the way Dr. Borrato had said 

it, that Borrato was not in sympathy with Fields.  "I see—and are 

you going to cooperate with me anyhow?" 

"Yes—in as far as it isn't going to get me into trouble 

with the authorities," Dr. Borrato said. 

"If no case develops, you won't even be asked to testify." 

"Since I see no case forthcoming, I'll tell you what I 

know.  I performed an autopsy on Harold LaGrange." 
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"An autopsy?  Who asked for one?" 

"The insurance company.  It's pretty much standard pro-

cedure these days," Dr. Borrato said. 

"That would be the insurance company that insured 

Whiteoak Investments against loss in case something happened 

to one of the partners?" 

"Well—that one has made inquiries also—but the insur-

ance company that actually asked first for the autopsy had a pol-

icy on Harold LaGrange's life in the amount of half a million 

dollars," Dr. Borrato said. 

"Half a million.  And who is the beneficiary?" 

"Harriet LaGrange," Dr. Borrato said.  "And there's a bit 

more to it." 

"How's that?" 

"It pays double if the death was accidental," Dr. Borrato 

said. 

"A million dollars to Harriet LaGrange.  Does lightning 

count as accidental?" 

"Yes.  In the case of this policy it does, I understand," 

Dr. Borrato said. 

"And—was it lightning that killed Harold LaGrange?" 

"The cause of death was drowning," Dr. Borrato said. 

"Drowning?"  Willy was surprised.  "You mean he got 

so drunk he drowned?" 

"Not exactly.  His muscles showed they'd been subjected 

to a powerful electric shock that caused them to contract invol-

untarily—much like getting muscle cramps while swimming.  

The victim loses control of the muscles needed to swim and can 
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drown." Dr. Borrato said.  "And his blood showed he was highly 

inebriated." 

"So, what was your final diagnosis?" 

"I hadn't heard of the possibility of murder at that time.  

My official conclusion was that he was hit by lightning and that 

his muscles contracted as a result of the electrical current run-

ning through his body—and he drowned," Dr. Borrato said. 

"If he had been struck by lightning, wouldn't he have 

been burned?" 

"Yes, if it had struck his body directly, but since he was 

in the pool when it happened, he was lower to the ground than 

other things near him.  Lightning strikes the highest point," Dr. 

Borrato said.  "As I understand—there was a violent lightning 

storm in progress at the time of his death." 

"Yes—the wife and I were there." 

"So, you saw it happen?" Dr. Borrato asked. 

"No.  The doors and curtains between the pool and the 

rest of the house were closed.  No one in the house could see 

what was going on in the pool." 

"Dan Fields' report states the whole town lost power 

about that time," Dr. Borrato said. 

"There was a loud crack of thunder, so lightning defi-

nitely hit close by, that's for sure." 

"When lightning hits the ground and the ground is wet, 

the electricity from it can travel across the surface a ways.  Some 

of it may have gone into the pool," Dr. Borrato said. 

"And that would have resulted in what you saw during 

the autopsy of Harold LaGrange?" 
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"Yes," Dr. Borrato said. 

"Now—if, while he was standing in the pool, someone 

had handed him a couple of live wires that were connected to an 

electrical outlet—would you have diagnosed it the same way?" 

"It would have caused his muscles to contract—and he 

would probably have drowned—but there would have been 

burns on his hands where he touched the electric wires," Dr. 

Borrato said, removing a dissected bowel, placing it in a septic 

pan.  "I see where you're headed though, but from what I 

know—you don't have a case." 

"Thanks for giving me so much of your time.  Pardon me 

if I don't shake your hand," Willy said, turning to leave. 

"I understand, perfectly.  By the way—" Dr. Borrato 

said. 

Willy stopped, turned back toward him. 

"Good luck!" 

"Thanks!" Willy said, raising his arm in a goodbye ges-

ture, as he pushed on through the doors.
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Chapter 9 

 

 

 

"I must have forgotten—where did you say we're going?" Mattie 

asked. 

Willy made a right turn, into a parking lot.  "To the li-

brary.  You read up on Cascade and I'll read up on lightning.  

Then, we'll compare notes." 

They got out of the car. 

He put some money in the meter. 

They went inside. 

They each got on a computer, located the reference num-

bers of books and articles on their subjects, went into the stacks, 

found the books and sat down together in a closed booth to read. 

"It says here thunder is caused when a lightning strike—

which heats the air to around 18,000 degrees Fahrenheit—

compresses the air around it and creates sound waves.  That's 

how we hear thunder," Willy said. 

"So—let me guess, already—since light travels so much 

faster than sound—it will take the sound longer to reach your ear 

than the light to reach your eye." 
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"Exactly!  The lightning flash we saw while Harold La-

Grange was in the pool was immediately followed by a powerful 

thunderclap," Willy said. 

"Which means, the lightning hit very close to the house." 

"When I was in the scouts as a boy, we did a field exer-

cise.  We watched lightning flash, and then counted.  If we could 

count to five before we heard the thunder—the lightning was a 

mile away." 

"I didn't know you were ever in the scouts," she said, 

turning pages of the book on the table in front of her. 

"Yes, I was.  Here's another interesting bit.  Lightning 

follows the path of least resistance," he said. 

"That would usually be the highest point." 

"Like a transformer." 

"Yeah.  If it's the kind, that are high up on a pole," she 

said. 

"What have you discovered?" he asked. 

"The Timucua people lived here before the Europeans 

arrived in 1562." 

"What happened to the Timucua people?" Willy asked. 

"They all died from the diseases the Europeans brought 

with them." 

"Find anything more recent?" 

"By 1860, there was a small town here that processed 

lumber, cotton and citrus fruits.  Tourists started coming here in 

the 1880's.  Harold LaGrange married Harriet in 1962 and be-

came the mayor of Cascade in 1966.  Here's a picture of him in a 

parade," she said. 
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"Let's try the old newspaper microfilm." 

They went to the microfilm reader, found some early ar-

ticles on Cascade, printed out a copy for each of them, returned 

to the booth, began reading. 

"Harriet formed the first social club in Cascade," Mattie 

said. 

"No wonder she has such a society stature." 

"Here's something.  In 1971, she tried to divorce Harold.  

He counter-sued.  Of course, we know they're still married.  

But—listen to this—in 1972 Chuck LaGrange was born." 

"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" 

"Are you thinking that Chuck's father may be Stanford 

LaGrange?" 

"That's what I'm thinking, Mr. Watt," she said. 

"Well, at least Chuck probably only has one loony par-

ent." 

"We won’t tell him that his father might be Stanford." 

"Never," he agreed.  "Here are some articles about a 

merger in '73.  An Oklahoma millionaire by the name of Victor 

Montrose had established a loan company in Cascade and was 

doing quite well." 

"Let me guess—he was doing quite well until he merged 

his company with Harold LaGrange's Whiteoak Investment 

Company." 

"Exactly," he said. 

"Here's the society page—same year.  Victor Montrose's 

wife was named Sandra and they had a daughter named Diana.  
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And on this other society page it shows a picture of Diana and 

her bridegroom, Frank Lang." 

"So her married name is Diana Lang," he said.  "So 

Diana's father was ruined by Harold LaGrange." 

"It certainly looks that way, Mr. Watt." 

"That gives me something to cogitate about," he said.  

"Can I buy you lunch, Mrs. Watt?" 

"I don't mind if you do, Mr. Watt." 
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Chapter 10 

 

 

 

"It's Guy Faulkner—your friend in Chicago—the one you called 

the other day," Mattie said, handing Willy the telephone. 

Willy stuck the phone to his ear, leaned his head back on 

the couch pillow.  "Guy—glad you could get back to me so 

soon—yeah—that's great!  Okay—I'll do that—thanks a million.  

I owe you one!  Okay—I owe you two.  I'll bring you a fish," 

Willy said, with a chuckle.  He jotted down a number, pressed 

the off button on the phone. 

Mattie took the phone from his hand.  "Well?" 

"He got my private detective license reinstated and got 

me temporary jurisdiction to investigate Harold LaGrange's 

death.  And he called his old buddy, the Cascade police commis-

sioner—turns out they were at the academy together.  Tomorrow 

morning the commissioner will have a search warrant from a 

judge to search the LaGrange estate for the murder weapon.  And 

guess what?" 

"So—I give up, already!" 

"Dan Fields will have to do the honors of serving the 

warrant on his dear friend Harriet LaGrange." 

"Now, that's super ironic," Mattie cried.  "But if you 

don't find a murder weapon, the egg will be on your face." 
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"Speaking of food—when I went downtown to the 

morgue, I saw a little bistro on the corner.  You interested?" 

"Anything to keep you from becoming a couch potato," 

Mattie said.  "By the way—tomorrow I'm going to take a taxi 

and get my hair done." 

"These society ladies are getting to you, I can tell.  

You'll be getting manicures next, if you don’t watch it." 

She smiled at him.  "And you—you can't even go to a 

bistro, looking like that.  Hit the shower, already!" 
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Chapter 11 

 

 

 

WHEN WILLY pulled up in front of the LaGrange mansion, he 

saw Dan Fields and three uniformed policemen leaning against a 

patrol car, waiting for him. 

Willy felt confident because he knew he held the high 

cards.  Fields would have to play along, unless he could some-

how gain the upper hand. 

Willy got out of his car, walked directly to the house's 

entrance.  The others followed.  No one spoke.  Willy rang the 

bell.  The butler answered the door and saw who all was outside.  

Willy heard the butler immediately call Harriet LaGrange on the 

intercom. 

She came storming to the door.  "What is all this?" she 

demanded in her squeaky voice. 

"I'm really sorry to disturb you, Harriet, but I have no 

choice.  This is a search warrant," Dan Fields said sheepishly, 

removing a paper from his pocket.  "We have to search your es-

tate for evidence." 

"So—you finally did it, did you, Mr. Watt?" Harriet La-

Grange fumed.  "How did you manage to do this to me?" 
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Before Willy could answer, Dan Fields interrupted.  "He 

has connections with the police commissioner," he said causti-

cally. 

"Then—by all means—search the premises—and let's 

get this distasteful errand of yours concluded once and for all," 

she huffed, opening the door wider to let them enter. 

Willy led the group into the living area. 

"What are we looking for?" one of the uniformed po-

licemen asked. 

"We're looking for a murder weapon—probably an elec-

trical appliance of some kind—with something wrong with it.  It 

won't turn on—or it's beat up—something like that," Willy said. 

"I've never seen such impudence in all my entire life," 

Harriet LaGrange squeaked. 

"Now, Harriet—I had nothing to do with this," Dan 

Fields said, as if begging. 

Willy started toward the French doors.  "Let's look in the 

pool area, first," Willy said. 

Fields didn't intercede; saw his opportunity to slip off 

with Harriet Fields while the others did the searching.  "Do you 

happen to have some green tea on hand?" he asked Harriet La-

Grange. 

"Yes, of course.  We'll take tea in the garden while my 

home is being disgraced," she said indignantly, leading Fields 

into the garden. 

Well, Dan Fields is good for something—after all, Willy 

thought, making his way through the French doors with the three 

policemen following him. 
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He'd just stepped onto the pool deck when he saw Chuck 

LaGrange reclining on a lounger by the pool.  Chuck saw him, 

waved. 

"Got a minute?" Willy asked. 

Chuck got up, quickly walked over to where Willy and 

the policemen were standing. 

"Looks like you came to take a look around.  Can I 

help?" Chuck asked. 

"Exactly where on the bottom of the pool did the pool 

man find the white ceramic pieces?" Willy asked. 

Chuck went to the edge of the pool.  "Right there," he 

said, pointing. 

"What's this little building back here?" Willy asked, as 

the policemen scattered out, began looking around. 

"That's just a utility building where the pool supplies are 

kept," Chuck said. 

"Can I take a look inside?" 

"Sure." 

Willy opened the door, flipped on the light, saw the 

usual equipment and supplies one would expect to find—extra 

filters, hoses, chlorine, skimmer with a handle, a large pool 

pump, other odds and ends.  There was an electric panel box on 

the wall.  Then, in one corner he noticed a portable space heater 

with a handle attached, and a long extension cord plugged into 

its cord.  "What's the heater used for?" Willy asked. 

"Sometimes, when it gets cool in the evening, we take 

the heater out on the pool deck.  You just set the space heater 

near your lounge chair.  The heat feels good," Chuck said. 
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Willy knew he'd found what he was looking for.  "John!  

Your name's John, isn't it officer?" Willy asked one of the po-

licemen. 

"Yes, Mr. Watt?" 

"Ask the other two officers to come over here.  I want to 

have you all witness what I'm about to do," Willy said. 

Officer John called the other two policemen over. 

While the three officers and Chuck watched, Willy took 

a handkerchief from his pocket, put it over the handle of the 

heater, carefully pulled the heater and the extension cord from 

the small building. 

He set the heater on a nearby table, removed the broken 

ceramic pieces from his pocket and assembled them on the table-

top. 

"These are the ceramic pieces the pool man found on the 

bottom of the pool the day after Harold LaGrange died," Willy 

said, pointing at them.  Then he tipped the heater backwards so 

everyone could see the heater coils inside.  "And this is where 

they came from," he said, pointing to the missing part of the ce-

ramic block that had once held the coils in place. 

"How did the pieces get into the pool?" Chuck asked. 

"Someone plugged in the heater.  By the time they 

reached the edge of the pool, it was red hot.  Then they dropped 

the hot heater into the pool.  When it hit the water, the ceramic 

cooled instantly, cracked, and pieces of it fell out of the heater 

down onto the bottom of the pool," officer John, concluded. 

"Exactly," Willy agreed. 
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"And if someone tossed it in near a person who was in 

the pool—zap—electrocuted!  My God!  My father was electro-

cuted!  He was—murdered!" Chuck said, sincerely stunned. 

"Not only was he electrocuted—he was electrocuted 

during a lightning storm, so it would appear the lightning did it," 

Willy said, setting the heater back in the upright position with his 

handkerchief. 

"Whoever murdered my father had to be at the party the 

night he was killed," Chuck said. 

"That narrows it down to about forty people," Willy said, 

with a bit of exasperation in his voice. 

"So, let me get this straight," officer John, said.  "You 

had a party in the house—Harold LaGrange was electrocuted in 

the pool—and nobody saw it happen." 

"That's about right—I was there," Willy said.  "It was 

raining very, very heavily and there was a lot of noise from the 

thunder and there were violent lightning strikes going on.  

Somebody closed the French doors to keep the rain out, and the 

curtains." 

"You said 'that's about right'," Chuck said. 

"Yes!  Someone saw what happened all right—whoever 

murdered Harold LaGrange saw what happened," Willy said. 

"They would have had to do it while the power was on," 

officer John reasoned. 

"And when the heater hit the water, it would have 

popped a circuit breaker," Willy said, already moving back in the 

direction of the little building he'd gotten the heater out of.  "I 

saw an electrical panel on the wall in there." 
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He went into the building, opened the door of the panel 

box.  "Now, I wonder which breaker was automatically switched 

off by the electrical overload when the heater was tossed into the 

water?" 

"They're all in the on position now," Chuck observed.  "I 

have an idea how we can find out."  He dashed in the house, re-

turned with a small nightlight, plugged it into the wall socket 

where the extension cord would have been plugged into the night 

of the murder, turned it on. 

"Chuck, let the officer flip the switches," Willy sug-

gested.  "He's trained to do that sort of thing without leaving 

prints." 

Officer John removed a pair of special gloves from his 

examination pouch, put them on and methodically flipped each 

switch to see which one would shut the nightlight off. 

"That's the one!" Chuck said, when the nightlight went 

out. 

"May I borrow your magnifying glass a moment?" Willy 

asked officer John.  "I think I see something interesting." 

Officer John produced a small magnifying glass with a 

handle, from his pouch, handed it to Willy. 

Willy carefully examined the circuit breaker that had 

turned off the nightlight.  "Take a look at this," he said to officer 

John. 

Officer John took the glass, inspected the circuit breaker.  

"It looks like someone caught their fingernail in the crack along-

side the switch and accidentally left us a nice little piece of it." 
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"That's how it looks to me.  Do you think you can re-

move it for evidence?" Willy asked. 

"Yes, Mr. Watt," officer John said.  "I'm sure of it." 

"And have everything in here—and the heater out 

there—and extension cord—all of them dusted for prints.  You 

know the procedure.  And I want DNA samples and prints from 

everybody who was at the party," Willy said.  "Oh, yes—and 

have the pieces of ceramic, the heater and the extension cord 

taken to the crime lab for analysis." 

"I've got to run—have a date," Chuck said.  "If you need 

me for anything—anything at all—just let me know.  Mother has 

my cell phone number." 

"Ok—and thanks for all your help," Willy said. 

While the officers were gathering up the evidence, Willy 

went to the garden.  Harriet LaGrange and Dan Fields were chat-

ting, sipping tea.  She looked surprisingly calm, Willy thought. 

She reproached Willy immediately.  "I hope you're fi-

nally satisfied.  I trust you didn't find any damning evidence—

some appliance or other you were looking for, wasn't it?  I could 

have told you, you were wasting your time—and mine," Harriet 

LaGrange squeaked. 

"On the contrary—I found just what I was looking for," 

Willy said. 

Harriet LaGrange's face dropped.  "What do you mean?" 

she asked. 

"I found the murder weapon in the pool utility build-

ing—a space heater," Willy said, rather forcefully. 
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"How do you plan to make a space heater appear to be 

the murder weapon?" Dan Fields asked. 

"The night of the party—someone left the party, went to 

the pool utility building, plugged in the space heater and tossed it 

into the pool near Mr. LaGrange," Willy said.  "And further-

more—they thought the lightning would cover up their foul 

deed." 

Harriet LaGrange bristled.  "You can't prove any of that 

nonsense!" 

"I'm quite sure that I can," Willy said. 

"There were over forty people at the party that night," 

Dan Fields said. 

"Yes.  And many of them had motives for seeing Harold 

LaGrange dead.  And perhaps one of those motives was a half 

million dollar insurance policy that Harold LaGrange left to you, 

Mrs. LaGrange," Willy said. 

"Are you accusing Harriet of murder?" Dan Fields 

asked. 

"No.  But I'm not taking her off my list of suspects, ei-

ther," Willy said.  "Perhaps it's just a coincidence that the insur-

ance policy pays double if the deceased is killed by lightning.  

And—perhaps it isn't a coincidence." 

"What you're insinuating is preposterous!  I had nothing 

to do with Harold's death.  I was completely shocked and 

crushed when I heard.  I was in the powder room when he died.  

Put your criminal arts to work on someone who may have a real 

motive—Stephanie Daniels, for example," Harriet LaGrange 

said. 
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"What makes you think Stephanie Daniels had some-

thing to do with it?" Willy asked. 

"Stephanie Daniels was Harold's mistress.  Don't say 

anything—yes—I knew all about their tawdry affair!  But my 

sister was the one who told me that Stephanie borrowed a lot of 

money from Harold—a lot of money—several million—to buy a 

string of bed and breakfast places.  Now that Harold's de-

ceased—she doesn't have to pay it back." 

"Ok—I'll put Stephanie Daniels on my list of suspects.  

Do you have her phone number?" 

Harriet LaGrange wrote the number down on a napkin, 

gave it to him. 

"Yes—I'll have a little chat with Stephanie Daniels," 

Willy said, as he picked up his cap by its bill, ran his fingers 

through his short hair, replaced the cap on his head.  "Well—as 

you're so fond of saying, Mr. Fields—that wraps it up for now." 

Fields' expression was deadpan.  Willy knew he had 

Fields going and he wanted to keep it that way. 

"Oh, yes—I'll need a list of everyone who was at the 

party—names—addresses—telephone numbers—anything else 

you can think of," Willy said. 

"Why?" Dan Fields asked. 

"For example—perhaps one of them was openly hostile 

toward Harold," Willy said. 

As the officers streamed through the living area and out 

the door carrying bags of evidence, Willy started to follow them, 

turned, raised his hand, said, "Don't get up Mrs. LaGrange—I 

can find my own way out." 
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"I have no intention whatsoever of getting up to see you 

out, Mr. Watt." 



DON LEWIS WIREMAN, SR. 

72 

 

 

 

Chapter 12 

 

 

 

"Will you do me a favor?" Willy asked. 

"That depends," Mattie said, adding some sugar to her 

morning coffee. 

"Harriet LaGrange gave me the phone number for 

Stephanie Daniels—who was her husband's mistress, by the 

way." 

"Apparently she had to stand in line," Mattie said.  "So, 

what's the favor, already?" 

"Will you give her a call?  Act like you're my secretary." 

"I am your secretary, remember?" 

"Yeah—but that was back when I was an eager beaver—

before I retired." 

"Quit with the feeling sorry for yourself.  You're still an 

eager beaver.  What's the number?" 

He handed her the napkin with the number on it. 

She picked up the phone, dialed.  Someone answered.  

"Is this Stephanie Daniels?  It is.  This is Mr. Willy Watt's secre-

tary—please hold for Mr. Watt," Mattie said. 

Willy took the phone, heard music in the background.  

"Miss Daniels—I'm investigating the murder of Harold La-

Grange.  You didn't know he was murdered?  Yes.  Murdered.  
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Yes—dreadful thing.  Could the Mrs. and I take you to lunch?  I 

need to talk to you.  You suggest the Red Elk Restaurant on 

Peach Street.  Yes—noon sharp will be fine.  Okay.  We'll see 

you there.  Bye." 

"The Red Elk Restaurant sounds pricey—sure you can 

afford it?" Mattie asked, pouring him a cup of coffee. 

"I definitely could use a sponsor for this case all right," 

he said, pouring some milk from a waxed paper carton into his 

coffee. 

 

Before they even got to the door, Willy smelled delightful aro-

mas of fine food. 

The Red Elk Restaurant was teaming with people as 

Willy and Mattie entered, made their way directly to the reserva-

tion desk. 

Willy was sure he was in financial trouble when the 

maître d' came up to them wearing a black tux. 

"May I help you?" the maître d' asked. 

"Do you require a dress code?" Willy asked. 

"No.  No tie is required, sir." 

"A Miss Stephanie Daniels—" Mattie began. 

"Please follow me," the maître d' said, leading the way. 

Willy was happy to see the restaurant was more casual 

than he had originally thought.  It obviously catered to the work-

ing class. 

Stephanie Daniels was sitting at a table by herself.  

Willy noticed she was wearing a bright red satin dress, and a 

diamond ring on her right hand that would choke a horse. 
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"I'm Willy Watt." 

"A pleasure to meet you.  I've heard a lot about you.  

Please join me." 

"This is my wife, Mattie.  I hope you don't mind if she 

takes a few notes while we talk." 

"Hi, Mattie.  No—not at all.  I remember you both from 

the LaGrange party." 

"Are we late?" Willy asked. 

"No.  I came a little early—to get a good table." 

Willy thought she looked a little uptight. 

Mattie picked up a menu.  "You haven't ordered yet have 

you?" she asked. 

"No.  No—I'm just having a glass of sherry for now.  I'll 

order poached halibut." 

Willy and Mattie looked at each other.  They'd had 

enough halibut for one year. 

"I'll have the Caesars Salad," Mattie said. 

"That sounds good to me, too," Willy said. 

A waitress came by and they ordered. 

"So—you want to talk to me about Harold LaGrange's 

murder.  You don't think I had anything to do with it, do you?" 

"No—just routine.  I have to talk to everybody who was 

at the party the night Harold LaGrange was murdered," Willy 

said, slowly moving his fork back and forth by the side of his 

plate.  "I understand you and Mr. LaGrange were—shall I say—

very close." 

"Yes—we socialized quite a lot together—with his wife, 

Harriet too, of course." 
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"And without his wife, Harriet, at times—am I correct?" 

Willy asked. 

"Word does get around, I suppose.  Yes—Harold and I 

had an affair going," she said, taking a sip of sherry. 

The waitress came by with a basket of bread and pads of 

butter. 

"You borrowed a large sum of money from him to pur-

chase a string of bed and breakfasts—correct?" Willy asked, 

breaking open a roll, spreading butter on it. 

"Yes.  Twelve million dollars to be exact," she said, tak-

ing another sip of sherry. 

"Twelve million dollars," Willy repeated.  "Wow!  From 

him personally—or from the business?" 

"From him personally." 

"I suppose it crossed your mind that if something should 

happen to Harold LaGrange—you wouldn't have to pay back the 

money.  That would be quite a motive for murder, Miss Daniels," 

Willy said, taking a bite of the buttered roll. 

"Believe me, Mr. Watt—I paid and paid—and paid that 

SOB—and not just in money, either," Stephanie Daniels said, 

gulping down the rest of the sherry in her glass.  "He was an ani-

mal—in bed—and out." 

The waitress brought their food.  "Will there be anything 

else?" she asked. 

"The check, please," Willy said. 

"No, Mr. Watt—it's my treat," Stephanie Daniels said. 

"I can't let you do that.  I asked to talk to you, remem-

ber?" 
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"I insist.  I just put it on my company's expense account.  

It comes right off the taxes," Stephanie Daniels said, as she held 

her hand out for the check. 

The waitress handed it to her and left. 

"Well, thanks for buying lunch," Willy said. 

"Yes.  Thanks," Mattie said. 

"Have you considered the possibility that Harriet La-

Grange may have done Harold in?" Stephanie Daniels asked. 

"What makes you ask?" Willy asked, spearing an an-

chovy in his salad with his fork. 

"The word at the hairdresser's is that Harriet and Stan-

ford have been having an affair for years," Stephanie Daniels 

said, cutting the poached halibut on her plate with her fork. 

"Stanford?" Mattie asked. 

"Harold's brother, Stanford LaGrange," Stephanie 

Daniels said, forking a piece of halibut between her bright red 

lips. 

"That's very interesting information.  I interviewed her 

the other day.  She didn't mention anything about Stanford La-

Grange," Willy said, stabbing a large bunch of romaine lettuce 

with his fork.  "How can I get in touch with Stanford La-

Grange?" 

"I understand he's running the business now.  Just call 

his secretary at Whiteoak Investments.  Her name's Diana Lang." 

"Was she Harold LaGrange's secretary, too?" Willy 

asked. 

"Oh, you remember—she was the brunette in the tight 

business suit that Harold LaGrange was talking to when we ar-
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rived at the party," Mattie said, bunching the last of her salad 

onto her fork with her knife. 

Willy noticed Stephanie Daniels' eyelid make a curious 

flutter when Mattie mentioned the tight business suit.  He won-

dered if Stephanie Daniels knew more about Diana Lang than 

she was telling. 

"Now, I remember her," Willy said, leaning his head 

back, dropping an anchovy into his mouth. 
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Chapter 13 

 

 

 

"Where you off to?" Willy asked. 

"The TV says there's a storm coming in this afternoon—

so I'm going to catch a tuna while it's still a beautiful day," 

Mattie said, picking up her fishing pole and tackle box. 

"I thought you said there wasn't a tuna within a thousand 

miles of here." 

"I may get lucky." 

"Have fun.  I'm going to have a chat with Diana Lang," 

Willy said, slipping a polo shirt over his head. 

"Well—don't you look splendid?  That must be the best 

polo shirt you have—black and blue.  That's how the rest of 

you'll look if you stay on the LaGrange case." 

"Don't be jealous.  I want to look my best.  I'm going to 

the Whiteoak Investment building.  But I'm going to wear my 

fishing cap, if that makes you feel any better," Willy said. 

"Right!" Mattie said, as she went out the door. 

 

Willy found a place to park across from the Whiteoak building. 

It was an imposing structure.  Must have cost a lot of 

money, he thought, as he crossed the street. 



GOOD WEATHER FOR A MURDER 
 
 

79 
 

Harold LaGrange's name was still on the directory that 

hung on the wall near the elevator.  It said his office was on the 

eighth floor.  Willy caught the crowded elevator, went up. 

When the elevator doors opened, he could see Diana 

Lang sitting at a desk behind the glass office door where a sign 

painter was removing Harold LaGrange's name.  Willy inter-

rupted the painter for a moment, carefully pushed the door open, 

went in. 

"Mr. Watt, if I remember correctly—from when we were 

almost introduced," Diana Lang said. 

"And you're Diana Lang," Willy said, standing in front 

of her desk, his hands together, like a schoolboy. 

"How can I help you?" 

"Actually, I'm here on official business.  Do you have a 

few minutes we can talk?" Willy asked. 

"Sure—I'll get Sheryl to cover for me.  We can chat in 

the cafeteria." 

She made a quick call and very soon a lanky girl with 

long red hair took her place. 

As they entered the cafeteria, Diana Lang asked, "Do 

you mind if I get a cup of coffee?" 

"No.  I'll have one, too." 

They went through the line, he paid and they sat down at 

a table. 

"I believe you said you're on official business," she said. 

"I'm investigating the murder of Harold LaGrange," 

Willy said. 

"Murder?  I thought he was hit by lightning!" 
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"The medical examiner at the coroner's office thought 

so, too.  No.  Actually, the night of the party, someone decided 

he needed a little more heat and tossed a space heater—that was 

plugged in—into the pool with him.  That must have sobered 

him up for a second or two before his muscles contracted from 

the electric current.  That's what caused him to drown," Willy 

said, taking a sip of coffee. 

"Harold—drowned?" 

"That's the official cause of death." 

"I can't believe it." 

"Before he was electrocuted, some of the guests heard 

him call out 'Agnes—no!'  Do you happen to know anyone 

named Agnes?" 

Willy thought he saw her flinch. 

"No.  Off the top of my head, I don't," she said, took a 

sip of coffee. 

"How well do you know Harriet LaGrange?" Willy 

asked. 

"Well enough to know that she and Harold's brother 

Stanford were having an affair." 

"Is that what most people in this town do?" 

"What?" 

"Have affairs!" 

Diana Lang tilted her head back, laughed. 

"I take it Stanford took over the business after Harold 

LaGrange was murdered," Willy said. 

"Yes.  He inherited Harold's half.  But as much of an 

SOB as Harold was—he was twice the manager that his brother 
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is," she said, taking another sip of coffee.  "If you want to talk to 

Stanford—I can get you right in—I'm his secretary now." 

"I'll take you up on that," Willy said, getting to his feet. 

He walked her back to her desk. 

 

Stanford LaGrange's desk was piled high with papers and enve-

lopes. 

Willy turned a chair around so it was facing Stanford 

LaGrange, sat down.  Willy could see a resemblance between 

Stanford and his dead brother.  They were both tall, had curly 

black hair, cold black eyes. 

"You weren't at the party when your brother was mur-

dered, were you?" Willy asked. 

"Murdered?  Is this a social call or an official visit?" 

Stanford LaGrange asked.  "As you can see—I'm a very busy 

man." 

"I thought perhaps your secretary told you.  I'm investi-

gating the murder of your brother." 

Willy suspected Stanford LaGrange was not as innocent 

of the facts concerning his brother's death as he tried to pretend. 

"I wasn't even there.  What does his being murdered—if 

he really was—have to do with me?  I understood he was killed 

by lightning." 

"Where were you the night your brother was killed?" 

"I was here—working." 

"Did anyone see you here that afternoon and evening?" 

"No.  Everyone had gone." 
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"And you didn't drop by the party later and have a 

drink." 

"No." 

"How is it that you and Harriet LaGrange were—how 

should I say—very close—and yet you missed a big party like 

that?" 

"Who said we were close?" 

"Maybe Harriet LaGrange did and maybe someone else 

did.  Were you and Harriet LaGrange very close, Mr. La-

Grange?" 

"Okay.  Yes—we were extremely close, as you say.  But 

I didn't kill my brother." 

Willy looked around the office.  It was well appointed.  

He could tell that a lot of money had been spent giving it a 

highly professional appearance.  "Well, then—I won't take up 

any more of your time.  I may have a few questions for you 

later," Willy said, getting to his feet. 

Stanford LaGrange didn't say another word.  He just sat 

with an amused look on his face, watched Willy leave his office. 

 

As Willy made his way down the hall toward the elevator, he 

saw a water fountain on the far side of the elevator, decided he 

was thirsty enough to walk the extra few feet. 

As he bent over to take a drink, a young woman came 

from one of the offices, stood in line behind him. 

He drank some water and was about to leave when she 

spoke to him. 
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"You're Willy Watt—the one who saved the Basset girl," 

she said.  "I remember you from your photos in the newspaper 

some years ago." 

"I don't believe we've met," Willy said. 

"I'm Cindy—from the accounting office on down the 

hall.  What brings you to Cascade?" 

"I'm supposed to be on vacation—but somehow I got 

wrapped up in a murder case." 

"Really?  Who was murdered?" 

"Harold LaGrange." 

"Oh, my God!  How was he murdered?  I read in the pa-

per he was killed by lightning." 

"Someone tossed a space heater into the pool with him—

it was plugged in at the time," Willy said. 

"Wow!  And you're investigating the case instead of en-

joying your vacation." 

"That's about it." 

"Any suspects?" 

"About forty," Willy said. 

"I probably shouldn't say anything—but have you con-

sidered Diana Lang as a suspect?" 

"No.  Why would she be a suspect?" 

"Well—keep this under your cap—I could get fired for 

telling you—but office rumor has it that Harold told her he was 

going to divorce his wife, marry Diana and they were going to 

live happily ever after in Hawaii." 

"I'll put her on my list of suspects," Willy said.  "In case 

I should have to talk to you again—you're Cindy—" 
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"Adams.  I work in accounting where you see the sign 

sticking out down the hall." 

"Thanks for the info—and no—I won't tell anyone you 

told me," Willy said, as he turned to walk toward the elevator. 

"Bye, so glad to meet you." 

"Bye.  The pleasure was mine," Willy said. 

So why would somebody come out of the blue and tell me 

all that? Willy thought.  Office rivalry?  Lover jealousy? 

 

When he got back to the house, Mattie was not there. 

It was barely noon. 

He picked up his pole and tackle box, walked back out 

into the balmy day. 

He soon spotted her on down the beach near where the 

ocean crashed against some huge rocks that stuck out to meet it. 

She stopped fishing, stood patiently waiting for him. 

When he got near her, he saw the huge fish laying on the 

wet sand. 

"It's about time you showed up!  Help me with this Skip-

jack." 

"What's a Skipjack?" he asked. 

"A little boy came by and told me it's a kind of tuna." 

"And you believe a tuna swam a thousand miles just to 

let you catch it?" 

"The little boy said his father catches them along here all 

the time," Mattie said. 

Willy put his fingers in a gill, tried to lift the fish.  "It 

must weigh twenty pounds," he said.  "Give me a hand." 
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"Now, you see why I waited for you," she said, with a 

smile, as they lugged the tuna up the beach.  "So—how did it go 

with Diana Lang?" 

"It was quite interesting, actually.  I found out she and 

Harold were so close that he had promised her he would divorce 

his wife, marry her and take her to live in Hawaii." 

"I'll bet Diana Lang didn't tell you that." 

"She didn't.  I met one of her enemies at the water foun-

tain." 

"So—now you have four good suspects." 

"Yeah.  Jack Newsome had a motive, but his name's not 

Agnes.  Harriet LaGrange is still a serious possibility." 

"And Stephanie Daniels." 

"Yes.  And Diana Lang," he said.  "And—if I could 

place him at the scene, I'd take another look at Stanford La-

Grange." 

"He would have needed an accomplice." 

"And that brings us right back to Harriet LaGrange," he 

said. 

It began to rain.  As they walked, Willy looked back out 

over the water, saw flashes of lightning against the dark gray 

clouds.  He could hear thunder making dull rumbles in the dis-

tance—even above the sound of the ocean pounding against the 

rocks. 
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Chapter 14 

 

 

 

WILLY SMELLED the fragrance of coffee as it drifted from the 

kitchen where Mattie was preparing breakfast. 

She brought him a steaming cup, put it on the table at his 

elbow where he sat in a large, comfortable chair by the window. 

"Looks very black," Willy said, turning a page of a 

document on his lap.  "Are we out of milk?" 

"Oh, quit with the remarks—I'll bring you some," she 

said, went into the kitchen, returned with a small pitcher, poured 

some milk into his coffee.  "Careful, it already has sugar." 

"Listen to this," he said, pointing to a line on a page with 

his chubby finger.  "One of the women who was at the party 

when Harold LaGrange was murdered is named Agnes Crouch." 

"She could be the Agnes in the 'Agnes—no!' we heard," 

Mattie said from the kitchen, turning a pancake. 

"If you'll do the honors and make an appointment with 

her for me, I'll have a chat with that little lady," he said. 

"How about if I ask her to meet us on the beach?" she 

said, setting a breakfast tray in front of him. 

"Yeah—okay," he said, biting down on a strip of crisp 

bacon.  "We've been letting our fishing slip a bit.  I don't know 
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what her schedule is like, but if she could meet us at about ten 

o'clock, that would be good." 

"Well, it will be sure luck if she can drop everything and 

meet us that soon." 

"Put it to her this way, the sooner I get to the bottom of 

this case, the sooner she'll be off my suspect list—if she has 

nothing to worry about, that is," he said, sipping his coffee. 

He glanced through the rest of the list of people Chuck 

LaGrange had dropped off at the house earlier that morning, 

which were at the party when Harold LaGrange was murdered.  

"Forty-three," he said. 

Mattie came from the kitchen with a plate of breakfast in 

her hand.  "Forty-three what?" 

"According to this list, there were forty-three people at 

the party." 

"Forty-three suspects?  You'll never get through all 

those!" she said, forking a piece of buttered pancake into her 

mouth. 

"We're going to need reinforcements," he said, downing 

the last of his scrambled eggs. 

"That's a laugh.  Who'd volunteer to help?  Remember, 

you're not getting paid for this gig!  You can't pay anybody to 

help you!" 

She stacked her plate on top of his, took the tray into the 

kitchen. 

"I rather think under the circumstances the police com-

missioner might persuade Dan Fields and his staff to help out." 

"Dan Fields—you'd like that," she said, from the kitchen. 
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"Yes—I admit it—I would enjoy that.  But he might be 

biased in favor of certain people." 

Willy got to his feet, went looking for his cap. 

"It's on the dresser," she said. 

"Are you psychic?  How did you know what I was look-

ing for?" 

"Woman's intuition!" 

She finished what she was doing in the kitchen, found 

her cap, fishing box and pole. 

"By the way—have you seen the front page of the morn-

ing paper?" she asked. 

"No—where is it?" 

She handed the newspaper to him. 

"Well—well!  Harold Lagrange—murdered in his pool, 

it says." 

He tossed the newspaper onto the table. 

"I'll read the article when we get back," he said. 

She beat him out the door. 

 

They hadn't been fishing long before they saw a woman in a yel-

low sun suit and matching broad-brimmed straw hat making her 

way up the edge of the sand toward them.  Occasionally a wave 

would caress her bare feet.  A group of Black-bellied Plovers ran 

along the water's edge in front of her, pecking small morsels of 

food from the wet sand.  As the woman approached, Willy tried 

to recognize her from the party.  He couldn't remember seeing 

her face. 

"I'm Agnes Crouch," she said, taking off her sunglasses. 
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"I'm Willy Watt.  My wife, Mattie." 

"Pleased to meet you both.  You want to talk to me?" 

"Yes—I'm investigating the murder of Harold LaGrange.  

I'd like to ask you some questions.  Just routine.  I hope asking 

you to come to the beach was a good idea." 

"Oh, yes.  I love the beach," she said, looking out over 

the water.  "I read about the murder in the newspaper.  You're in 

charge of the investigation, it said." 

"I haven't had a chance to read it.  It said I was in charge 

of the investigation?" Willy asked. 

"Yes—and that police detective, Dan Fields, would be 

assisting you." 

"Really?  Dan Fields—will be assisting me.  That's ex-

cellent!"  Willy said.  "You were at the party the night Harold 

LaGrange was murdered, correct?" 

"Yes.  I remember seeing you there.  I felt so embar-

rassed for you when Harriet introduced you to Harold and he cut 

you off so short." 

"I appreciate that," Willy continued, shifting his weight 

to his other foot.  "Do you mind if my wife takes some notes 

while we're chatting?" 

Agnes Crouch ran her delicate fingers through her shiny 

black hair.  "No—not at all." 

"Before the lights went out the first time—did you see 

Harriet—Mrs. LaGrange—leave the room?" 

"No—the last time I saw her, she was sitting on the 

couch.  I believe she was crying and—Mattie—was comforting 

her." 
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"Did you leave the room?" Willy asked. 

"I went to the powder room, but that was later—after the 

lights went out the second time." 

"You said 'after'.  Do you mean after they came back on 

the second time?" 

"Yes." 

"Were you with anyone at the party?" 

"Yes.  My husband—Ralph Crouch," Agnes Crouch 

said, slipping her sunglasses back on. 

"So you were on the dance floor with your husband 

when the lights went out both the first time and the second time." 

"No—we were sitting at a small table having champagne 

and listening to the piano." 

"Where was your table located?" 

"Well—it was near the entrance to the hall, I guess you 

could say." 

"How far from the entrance to the hall would you say it 

was?" 

"Oh, about six feet I suppose.  I didn't measure it." 

"No—of course not.  Was there anyone else sitting at 

your table?" 

"Yes—Frank and Ellen Stevenson—friends of ours for 

many years.  He's a judge." 

"Do you think, when it was dark, that if someone had en-

tered the hall, you would have heard them go past where you 

were sitting?" 

"That's very hard to say.  We were talking about what 

was going on." 
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"Did you hear what sounded like someone passing your 

table and going into the hall?" 

"You mean, like someone walking past us?" 

"Yes," Willy said. 

"No—I didn't." 

"Did you hear anyone say they heard Harold LaGrange 

call out 'Agnes—no!' while he was in the pool?" Willy asked. 

"Yes.  I heard someone ask someone else if they'd heard 

that." 

"But, you didn't actually hear Harold LaGrange call out 

'Agnes—no!'" 

"No, I didn't." 

"Did you kill Harold LaGrange, Mrs. Crouch?" Willy 

asked, point blank. 

"No.  I wouldn't kill anyone.  I'm the organist in our 

church.  I've given my life to Christ—and to my husband, too, of 

course." 

"Of course," Willy said, taking in some fish line.  

"Thanks for coming all the way down here to talk to me." 

"Oh, it's been a pleasure.  After all, you are the Willy 

Watt who saved Alice Basset.  If you have any more questions, 

please feel free to ask." 

"I'll do that.  Thanks again," Willy said, shaking her 

hand. 

"Goodbye, Mrs. Watt." 

"Mattie!" Mattie said. 

"Mattie!" Agnes Crouch said, then she turned, walked 

away. 
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"Well?"  Willy asked. 

"She may be named Agnes, but she's not the one you're 

looking for," Mattie said, reeled in her line, put more bait on her 

hook, cast out again. 
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Chapter 15 

 

 

 

A STREAM of light coming through the window bathed the 

three roses on the kitchen sandwich bar and the side of Mattie's 

face as she held the phone to her cheek. 

"Is this Dan Fields' office?" she asked.  "It is.  Is Mr. 

Fields in?  Who's calling?  This is Mr. Willy Watt's secretary.  

Yes—I'll hold.  Mr. Fields?  Please hold for Mr. Watt."  She 

passed the phone to Willy. 

"Yes.  Good morning.  I have a little task for you.  Yes.  

I need you to question forty-one of the suspects on the list.  I 

know there are forty-three, but I've already talked to Harriet La-

Grange and Agnes Crouch.  Crouch has a solid alibi.  Yes.  I 

need you to determine which of the remaining forty-one have no 

one who can testify that they were actually in the party room 

around the time Harold LaGrange was murdered.  Yes—I do 

want a written report," Willy said, punching the off button on the 

phone. 

"Do you think Dan Fields will actually cooperate?" 

Mattie asked. 

"He'll drag out the investigation as long as he can.  That 

way he can suck up to Harriet LaGrange some more.  I know—
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I'm the outsider.  The only way I can get cooperation is through 

brute force," he said, took a sip of his coffee. 

"You seem to be getting more chips on your side of the 

gaming table." 

"What do you mean?" 

"The police commissioner wouldn't stick his neck out 

like he has—forcing Dan Fields to help you—unless he had a lot 

of confidence you're going to crack the case," she said, sipping 

her orange juice. 

"Hopefully, I have Dan Fields started.  Now, I need to 

have a chat with Jack Newsome.  Secretary—please call 

Newsome and set up an appointment," he said, with a smile. 

"Ok, boss—if you'll give me the rest of the day off so I 

can go fishing," Mattie said. 

 

As he drove into Jack Newsome's huge estate, Willy could see 

from Newsome's stable of fine horses against a backdrop of or-

ange groves that Newsome indeed did have enough money, for 

both he and Tanya Wilson, as Newsome allegedly had said in the 

Blue Beard Bar. 

Willy parked in the covered parking, walked to the front 

door and rang the bell; decided that Newsome had spared no ex-

pense on the house.  It looked like it was built mainly of im-

ported rose-colored shale, a large, rambling affair with many 

huge windows, landscaping was immaculate. 

A beautiful, dark-complexioned young lady opened the 

door.  From Cuba or Mexico Willy guessed.  Willy told her who 
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he was.  She said Mr. Newsome was expecting him.  She led him 

through a sitting room, down a hall, into the large den. 

Jack Newsome was sitting at a table cleaning a rifle.  He 

looked up at Willy.  "Do you hunt, Mr. Watt?" 

"I'm more of a fisherman," Willy said. 

Willy noticed that the walls were covered with gun racks 

and stuffed animal heads. 

"Are all these your trophies?" Willy asked. 

"Yes.  I got many of them when I went to Africa.  Would 

you like a scotch or something?" 

"No—no, I never drink before noon," Willy said. 

"You didn't come all this way just to talk to me about 

taxidermy—right?" 

"True.  I'm investigating the murder of Harold La-

Grange." 

"What does that have to do with me?" Newsome asked. 

"I understand you and Tanya Wilson are—shall I say—

very close." 

"So?" 

"She and Harold LaGrange were also very close." 

"Oh—that SOB—he used her," Newsome said. 

"What do you mean?" 

"She was a sweet, young lady before she met him.  He 

started out buying her things—for little favors," Newsome said. 

"What kind of favors?" Willy asked, pulling up a chair. 

"Sexual favors—then he dropped the act—just started 

giving her money.  She became his personal prostitute." 

"Until you came along," Willy suggested. 
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"Yes.  I tried to break her away from him." 

"Did you want to break her away from him so much that 

you killed him to do it?" 

"No!" 

"Were you at the party the night Harold LaGrange was 

murdered?" 

"Yes." 

"Did you go to the party with someone?" Willy asked. 

"Tanya Wilson." 

"Were there other people who saw you at the party who 

knew you?" 

"Yes.  I guess so.  Yes.  I danced with Silvia Porter.  She 

and I've known each other for years." 

"Where were you when the lights went out the second 

time?" 

"I was dancing with someone." 

"With Silvia Porter?" Willy asked. 

"No—someone else." 

"You don't remember who it was?" 

"You know how it is.  You ask someone to dance.  

Unless you're interested in them, you don't ask their name.  No—

I don't remember who it was," Newsome said.  He'd finished as-

sembling the rifle he'd been cleaning, polished it with a cloth 

coated with oil, placed it in a gun rack. 

"I have one more question." 

"Shoot." 

"How can I find Tanya Wilson?" 

"She's a dancer at the Pink Parasol, downtown." 
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Willy took one more look around the room.  "That's all 

the questions I have for now."  He got up from his chair. 

Newsome walked him to the door. 

"If you think of anything else, don't hesitate to ask." 

"I won't hesitate," Willy said, as he looked Newsome di-

rectly in the eyes. 

 

When Willy got back to the house, he got his pole and fishing 

box, found Mattie on the beach. 

"I thought someone said there were lightning storms al-

most every day, but it's beautiful again today," Mattie said. 

"Didn't catch anything, I see." 

"I caught a pretty good tan.  How did you do with 

Newsome?" 

"He doesn't have a solid alibi," Willy said, as he cast out 

into the serf.  "I would really like to know who Newsome was 

dancing with just before LaGrange was murdered." 
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Chapter 16 

 

 

 

IT WAS about ten-thirty at night when Willy got out of the cab 

in front of the Pink Parasol, a strip club in downtown Cascade.  

He was expecting pink neon lights, wasn't disappointed.  There 

was even a hustler out front trying to entice tourists into the club.   

Willy went in, found a table, paid the scanty-clad wait-

ress the cover charge, ordered a beer and began to watch the 

show. 

As his eyes adjusted to the dimness of the room, he be-

gan to see the motley crowd of smoker-drinkers around him, 

mostly men, eyes trained on the stage. 

Finally, through the haze, he saw what they were look-

ing at—one of the most beautiful women he'd ever seen, tall with 

perfect proportions.  Her long golden hair caressed her naked 

body as she wrapped herself—with heaving gyrations to the mu-

sic—around a pole that ran from the stage to the ceiling.  Men 

were tossing money at her feet. 

The waitress returned with Willy's beer.  He tipped her.  

"I have an appointment to see Tanya Wilson.  Will you tell her 

I'm here?" 

"That's her on stage.  I'll tell her you're here when she 

finishes her number." 
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"That's Tanya Wilson?" 

"Yes," the waitress said, as she moved on to the next ta-

ble. 

Willy sat back, sipped his beer and watched Tanya Wil-

son finish her number.  When the pounding music stopped, she 

seductively bent over, picked up each bill that had been tossed 

onto the stage, threw a kiss to the audience, dashed backstage. 

Willy had almost finished his beer when the waitress re-

turned with a message from Tanya Wilson for him to meet her in 

her dressing room. 

He picked up his beer mug.  The waitress led the way.  

He followed her down a narrow hallway. 

She knocked on Tanya Wilson's door.  "Willy Watt to 

see you," the waitress called through the door. 

Tanya Wilson came to the door in a thin, red, satin robe 

that didn't leave much to the imagination.  The waitress left as 

Tanya let Willy in.  Willy saw the dressing room walls were 

covered with red velvet wallpaper with girly-outline designs on 

it.  A cheap chandelier glared down at them from the ceiling. 

Tanya sat down at her dressing table, watched herself in 

the large mirror as she ran a comb through her long hair.  There 

was a chair at the end of her dressing table.  "Sit down," she said. 

Willy turned the chair around, sat down on it and leaned 

against the back.  "I need to ask you a few questions regarding 

the murder of Harold LaGrange." 

"Fire away." 

"Were you at the LaGrange party when Harold La-

Grange was murdered?" 
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"I'll take your word for it that he was murdered.  I know 

that's what the news said.  Yes, I was there." 

"Whom did you go there with?" 

"Jack Newsome." 

"Have you known Jack Newsome long?" 

"For several years?" 

"Two—three—four?" Willy asked. 

"Two." 

"Were you—?" 

"Sleeping together?  Yes—a lot.  But we're through 

now—I dumped him." 

"How well did you know Harold LaGrange?" 

"What makes you think I knew him at all?" she asked, 

turning to him. 

"Jack Newsome mentioned you and Harold were close." 

"Ok.  Big deal—so Harold and I were close—so what?" 

"So, how did Harold LaGrange treat you?" he asked, 

taking a sip of beer. 

"Like he treated every other woman he ever met—like a 

slut.  I met him when I was seventeen.  He started giving me lit-

tle gifts—for a kiss and that kind of thing." 

"That kind of thing?" 

"You know—I let him have some once in a while." 

"Then what happened?" 

"Things got more and more involved.  He started taking 

me to parties.  I became one of his party girls." 

"Do you know who his other party girls were?" 
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"He had the hots for Stephanie Daniels and for his secre-

tary." 

"Diana Lang?" 

"Yeah—that's the bimbo." 

"How close were you and Harold LaGrange, just before 

he was killed?" 

"Things had gotten down to rock bottom between us." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I slept with him—paid me money—didn't even kiss me 

anymore." 

"Did you have any other—clients?" 

"No.  I'm, basically, your average, down-home girl—

away from home.  I needed his money, but I wasn't working as a 

pro." 

"So, you met Harold LaGrange when you were seven-

teen.  Did you know Jack Newsome at that time?" 

"Yes, but I wouldn't let him have any." 

"Why not?" 

"Because he didn't give me anything, the skinflint—

maybe a Valentines Day card." 

"After you started seeing Jack Newsome on a regular ba-

sis, did he ever try to persuade you to quit seeing Harold La-

Grange?" 

"Yeah—got a cigarette on you?" 

"No." 

She fished through the drawers of her dressing table, 

found one, lit it and took a puff.  "Yeah, he was always trying to 

get me to stop laying Harold." 
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"Did Jack Newsome tell you he'd pay you to stop seeing 

LaGrange?" 

"Well—he said he had enough money for the both of us 

and that I didn't need to prostitute myself with Harold." 

"So, why did you dump him?" 

"He took me to the LaGrange party." 

"The one when Harold LaGrange was murdered?" 

"Yeah." 

"And?" 

"And—left with her," she said, taking a puff on her 

weed. 

"He left with who?" 

"What are you getting out of asking me all these ques-

tions?  Who's paying you?" 

"Nobody.  I just don't want to let some people down.  I 

cracked the Alice Basset case and I have my pride riding on 

cracking this one, too.  So, I ask you again—whom did Jack 

Newsome leave the party with?" 

"Diana Lang.  Jack and I were having a great time at the 

party.  He asked me to dance.  I danced with him.  Diana cut in 

and that was that.  He took her home." 

"And that's why you stopped seeing Jack?" 

"Yeah.  Now—if you're through asking dumb ques-

tions—I have to go to the bathroom before my next number," she 

said, rubbing out her cigarette in an ashtray by her makeup tray. 

"Thanks for your time—you've helped a lot." 

"I kind of like you.  Drop by and see me again sometime.  

By the way—how do you like my tattoo?" she asked, stood up 
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from her chair, let her robe slip to the floor, turned her naked 

body completely around. 

He saw the image of a small red dragon on her right but-

tock.  "Very nice," he said, as he got up, started for the door.  "If 

I think of any more questions—I'll be sure to drop by and see 

you again." 

"Yeah—do that, big boy," she said, smiling. 

As he walked down the hallway on his way out of the 

club, he wondered how close Jack Newsome and Diana Lang 

really were. 

He sat his empty beer mug on the bar, made his way out 

into the night, hailed a cab and went home to Mattie. 
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Chapter 17 

 

 

 

"Yes.  Is this the LaGrange residence?" Willy asked into the 

phone.  "This is Willy Watt.  I'd like to speak to Mrs. La-

Grange...  Mrs. LaGrange?  Willy Watt.  Yes—I do have a nerve.  

I suggest you hold a get-together at your house and invite every-

one who was at the party—plus the police of course.  Well—if 

you had nothing to do with it, like you say—you have nothing to 

lose and everything to gain.  You will?  Would Saturday be con-

venient?  Will that give you enough time?  It will?  That's what 

we'll do then.  Why your house?  Being so close to the crime 

scene may rattle the killer's nerves!  A confession?  Perhaps." 

Willy pressed the off button on the phone. 

"It's arranged," he said. 

"Not to change the subject, but did you like lunch at the 

bistro the other day?" Mattie asked. 

"Yes.  It was okay." 

"What say we do it again today?" she said, running a 

comb through her hair. 

"Looks like you've already made up your mind," he said, 

giving her a wink. 

"I have," she said with a wry smile. 
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Chapter 18 

 

 

 

WILLY AND Mattie arrived at the LaGrange estate at about six 

o'clock Saturday evening. 

Willy found a place to park their cheap sedan among the 

luxury cars already there.  "Parking this old car here is like 

bringing a sandwich to a banquet," he said, as he opened the car 

door, got out.  Mattie joined him and they mingled with other 

late-arrivals who were slowly making their way through the front 

door into the mansion. 

When everyone was inside, Willy went to the center of 

the room—got everyone's attention, "Ladies and gentlemen—

thank you all for coming.  And—thanks to Mrs. LaGrange for so 

graciously allowing us to return to the scene of the crime for the 

conclusion of this case." 

"Does that mean you know who killed Harold La-

Grange?" a man asked. 

"Indeed it does—and so will you before we leave to-

night." 

Murmuring. 

"Now, I want all of you to sit at the same tables you sat 

at the night Harold LaGrange was murdered," Willy continued. 
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"Do you really have to be so dramatic?" Harriet La-

Grange squeaked. 

"It will facilitate the proceedings—you'll see," Willy ex-

plained. 

There was much chatter as everyone discussed where he 

or she was sitting on the night in question.  Finally they all de-

cided and sat down.  Harriet LaGrange remained standing. 

"Will you please sit down?" Willy asked her. 

"A great hostess never sits down at her party," Harriet 

LaGrange squeaked in her high-pitched arrogant voice. 

"Very well—but for the purpose of this evening—please 

sit on the couch," Willy said, as he began slowly pacing the 

floor. 

"Oh—very well," she said, trying to maintain her air of 

importance as she lowered her body to a resting position on the 

couch.  Sarah Littleton sat down next to her. 

"Now, Harriet LaGrange," Willy went on, "had two mo-

tives for killing her husband." 

"That's ridiculous!" Harriet LaGrange squeaked. 

"You were the beneficiary of an insurance policy in the 

amount of one million dollars—that is, if your husband was 

found to be killed by lightning." 

"That's absurd!  What do I need with another million 

dollars?  Look at this mansion—it's worth over seven million," 

Harriet LaGrange exploded. 

"And—you were having an affair with your husband's 

brother, Stanford LaGrange.  How convenient for you if some-

thing should happen to poor Harold." 
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There was a low buzz of chatter throughout the room. 

Harriet LaGrange finally answered.  "That doesn't prove 

that I killed Harold." 

"No—but they are both strong motives.  Exactly where 

were you when the lights came back on the first time?" 

"I was in the powder room," Harriet LaGrange squeaked. 

"Did anyone see you go into the powder room?" 

"Your wife was sitting with me on this very couch.  She 

saw me go into the powder room." 

"So, you were supposedly in the powder room all the 

time the lights were out the first time?" 

"Not—supposedly—I was!" 

"And when I went looking for you after the lights came 

back on—I couldn't find you to tell you the wife and I were leav-

ing.  Where were you?" 

"I was still in the powder room," Harriet LaGrange in-

sisted. 

Willy slowly paced among the tables.  "Did anyone in 

this room see Harriet LaGrange in the powder room?" 

Willy heard a voice behind him, turned to see an ancient 

lady in a blue silk dress sitting alone at a table.  "I saw her in the 

powder room," she said. 

"What's your name?" Willy asked. 

"Walona Sanitoni." 

"When did you see Harriet LaGrange in the powder 

room?" Willy asked. 
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"She was in there all the time I was in there.  I talked to 

her about my bladder problems.  I don't think she appreciated 

that much." 

"So, you'd testify in court that Harriet LaGrange was in 

the powder room during the entire time when the lights went out 

the first time and also after they came back on the first time—is 

that correct?" 

"Sure," Mrs. Sanitoni said. 

Willy stopped pacing, clapped his huge hands together.  

"That clears Harriet LaGrange.  She could not have murdered 

her husband." 

"Of course, I could not have," Harriet LaGrange said, 

indignantly.  "The very idea!" 

Willy worked his way over to the table where Stephanie 

Daniels sat alone. 

"Stephanie Daniels was having an affair with Harold 

LaGrange—is that not true, Miss Daniels?" 

"I've already told you that." 

"You also told me that you borrowed twelve million dol-

lars from Harold LaGrange to buy a string of bed and breakfast 

places, did you not?" 

"Yes, that's true—but I didn't kill him!" 

"You had very good reasons for wanting him dead.  You 

wouldn't have to pay back the twelve million dollars—and you 

wouldn't have to continue to give him sexual favors—is that not 

correct?" 

"Yes!  I hated the SOB.  He was an animal in bed!" 

There was a surge of conversation throughout the room. 
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"As I've not yet received a report from my colleague, 

Mr. Dan Fields, as to just who was seen by others to be where 

while Harold LaGrange was being murdered, I shall ascertain 

that information myself—here and now," Willy said.  "Miss 

Daniels—were you sitting where you are now—when the lights 

came on the first time, the day Harold LaGrange was murdered?" 

"No.  I was dancing." 

"Whom were you dancing with?" 

"His name was Ralph—didn't catch his last name." 

"It was me," a man sitting at a table with another couple 

said. 

"What's your name?" Willy asked. 

"Ralph Belmont.  I'm an attorney." 

"Did you ask Miss Daniels to dance?" 

"Yes.  We were dancing when we heard Harold La-

Grange call out 'Agnes—no!' from the pool." 

"Did anyone see you ask her to dance?" 

"Well—yes—I suppose my friends here did." 

Willy made his way to Ralph Belmont's table.  He 

looked at the man seated across from Belmont.  "What's your 

name?" 

"Raymond Skeets.  I'm also an attorney." 

"Did you see Ralph Belmont ask Stephanie Daniels to 

dance?" 

"Yes." 

"Would you testify in court to that?" 

"Yes, of course." 
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"Therefore, Stephanie Daniels could not have killed 

Harold LaGrange, because she was dancing with Ralph Belmont 

when LaGrange was killed." 

Stephanie Daniels gave a visible sigh of relief, crossed 

her arms on the table in front of her; laid her forehead on them. 

A short silence followed, then Chuck LaGrange came 

into the house, through the front door, with an envelope in his 

hand, handed it to Willy.  Willy opened it, read its contents, 

walked over to the table where Jack Newsome sat with Tanya 

Wilson. 

"Jack Newsome had a very good motive for wanting to 

see Harold LaGrange dead," Willy said.  "One of the oldest mo-

tives there is—Jack Newsome wanted desperately to destroy the 

relationship Tanya Wilson had with Harold LaGrange.  Jack 

Newsome wanted her for himself." 

"LaGrange was using her for his sex toy!" Newsome 

cried.  "He was paying her for sex.  He'd made his own private 

prostitute of her!" 

"So, you killed him," Willy said. 

"No!" 

"Where were you at the exact moment Harold LaGrange 

was being murdered?" 

"I was dancing—with Tanya Wilson." 

"No—," Tanya Wilson screamed.  "That's a lie!  You 

were dancing with Diana Lang!" 

Much loud chattering in the room. 
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"At the time Harold LaGrange was being murdered in 

the pool, you saw Jack Newsome dancing with Diana Lang?" 

Willy continued. 

"No!  I didn't see them.  I don't know where they were.  

They started dancing together—then I didn't see them any-

more—until he took her home." 

"How do you know he took her home?" 

"I don't—just a figure of speech—he could have taken 

her anywhere—anyway, they left together." 

"And after they left together—that's when you decided 

to dump Jack Newsome—is that correct?" 

"Yeah—the two-timing bum." 

Willy eased his way to the table where Diana Lang was 

sitting alone, looked her directly in the eyes, as he slowly paced 

back and forth by her table. 

"Your father is Victor Montrose, is that correct, Miss 

Lang?" 

"Yes." 

"Your father lost most of his fortune to Harold LaGrange 

when they merged your father's loan company with the Whiteoak 

Investments, Inc., is that not correct, Miss Lang?" 

"Yes." 

"Ever since that happened, you've wanted to enact re-

venge on Harold LaGrange—and in order to do that, you needed 

to get close to him, didn't you, Miss Lang?" 

Diana Lang said nothing. 

"You finally did get very close to Harold LaGrange, did 

you not, Miss Lang?" 
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"I was his secretary for three years." 

"You were even closer to him than that—very much 

closer as a matter of fact.  You were having an affair with Harold 

LaGrange, weren't you, Miss Lang?" 

"Well—we—yes—we were having an affair.  I guess 

you could call it that.  The pig demanded sexual favors from me 

day and night!" 

"Day and night?" 

"During the day at the office.  Then he'd call me at home.  

We'd go to a motel.  But I didn't kill him." 

"Word around your office is that Harold LaGrange was 

planning to divorce his wife and marry you.  The two of you 

were going to live in Hawaii.  Is that not correct?" 

"Well—yes," Diana Lang said. 

"My God!  Harold was more of a beast than I thought!" 

Harriet LaGrange squeaked. 

Willy stopped pacing, rested his fingertips on Diana 

Lang's table.  "You've been relatively poor all your life—by 

comparison to Harriet LaGrange that is.  So, even though you 

detested Harold LaGrange, you still wanted the rich lifestyle he 

could offer.  You wanted to live in a magnificent apartment high 

above the ocean—have lavish parties—and you wanted to touch 

elbows with the elite of Hawaii and in fact the elite of the world.  

Is that not so, Miss Lang?" 

"He owed that much to me.  I satisfied that pig for years.  

But I didn't kill him," Diana Lang said. 

"I think you did, Miss Lang.  I think you planned it all 

out ahead of time.  You'd been over to Harold Lagrange's house 
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many times when his wife was gone and you knew your way 

around the LaGrange estate.  He did invite you over to the house, 

did he not?" 

"Yes—when Harriet was on her trip to Jamaica we went 

swimming in their pool.  But I didn't go snooping around if that's 

what you mean." 

"You acquainted yourself with the utility room near the 

pool.  You knew there was a space heater in that utility room 

with a long extension cord attached to it—used to warm guests 

when the wind was a bit chilly." 

"No!" 

"Yes!  The evening of the murder—you and everyone 

else at the party knew that Harold LaGrange was swimming 

alone in the pool, with lightning striking all around.  You knew 

the rain, closed curtains, and the fogged-up, French windows 

kept anyone in the house from seeing out onto the pool.  You 

began dancing with Jack Newsome while the lights were on, just 

like Tanya Wilson said.  When the lights went out, you two saw 

the perfect opportunity to kill Harold LaGrange.  You danced 

down the hallway with Jack Newsome in the dark.  There's a 

door at the end of the hall that leads to the pool.  You and Jack 

Newsome didn't just happen to become acquainted the day of the 

party when Harold LaGrange was murdered.  You already knew 

each other quite well by that time.  Well enough to conspire to 

commit murder.  When the lights came back on, Jack Newsome 

waited while you slipped on a raincoat and went out to the 

pool—to kill Harold LaGrange!" 

"No!" 
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"Agnes is your middle name, is it not?" 

Diana Lang said nothing. 

"You plugged the extension cord into the socket in the 

utility building.  Harold LaGrange recognized you!  When he 

realized what you were going to do, he called out 'Agnes—no!'  

Then you dropped the electric heater into the pool beside Harold 

LaGrange and electrocuted him." 

"No!" 

"The circuit breaker flipped and cut off the electricity to 

the heater—but not before it had done its deadly deed—not be-

fore it had caused Harold LaGrange's muscles to contract so he 

couldn't swim—not before it caused him to drown in his own 

swimming pool." 

"No!" 

"Then you quickly pulled the heater out of the pool, put 

it back into the utility room, unplugged the extension cord from 

the socket, reset the circuit breaker." 

"No!" 

"But as you flipped the circuit breaker switch back on, a 

piece of your long fingernail got wedged into a crack alongside 

the switch and broke off in it.  In your haste to get back to the 

party you didn't notice you'd broken a nail.  The results of DNA 

testing—that I have here in my hand—show that the piece of 

fingernail wedged in the crack alongside the circuit breaker that 

the police recovered was from your fingernail, Miss Lang." 

"No!" 

"And you couldn't have noticed that the sudden rise in 

temperature of the heater, before it hit the water, caused pieces of 
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the ceramic plate that held the heater core together, to break off.  

Those ceramic pieces were found on the bottom of the pool near 

Harold LaGrange's body the day after you murdered him, Miss 

Lang!" 

Diana Lang remained quiet. 

"Then lightning struck a transformer—shut off all the 

electricity in the entire area.  That made it very easy for you to 

pull the heater out of the pool and put it back into the pool stor-

age building.  You dumped the raincoat.  Then you and Jack 

Newsome danced back up the hall and joined the party like noth-

ing had happened.  That was very clever of you, Miss Lang.  

You thought Harold's death would be blamed on lightning—and 

it was—until now!  You picked the right weather for murder." 

Diana Lang and Jack Newsome jumped to their feet at 

the same time—began running toward the exit. 

"They're getting away!" Harriet LaGrange squeaked. 

"Oh—shut up!" Sarah Littleton countered.  "Everybody 

can see they're getting away." 

Police detective Dan Fields stepped in front of Diana 

Lang and Jack Newsome as they tried to make their escape. 

There was considerable conversation, then everyone fi-

nally got to their feet, began to leave. 

"That was a splendid piece of detective work," Chuck 

LaGrange said.  "I can't wait to tell my friends." 

"Thanks," Willy said.  "We're having a little get-together 

on the beach tomorrow afternoon.  Bring all your friends.  We'll 

have a cookout." 
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"That is, if we can catch enough fish," Mattie said, a 

chuckle in her voice.  "Bring fishing poles." 
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Chapter 19 

 

 

 

THE NEXT day was a balmy Sunday. 

Willy felt a sense of satisfaction from solving the case, 

felt somehow renewed, like he'd made a contribution, like the 

seagulls, he thought, as he heard their cries as they flew along 

the shore, and like the waves that he saw and heard slapping the 

sand, and like the pounding serf that was sounding and resound-

ing against the rocks. 

He looked down the beach to his left, saw Chuck, his 

girl Katie, and three of their friends, each eagerly trying to catch 

an edible fish so they could grill it over the large barbeque Willy 

had set up on the beach next to a bench-table, a tub of iced-down 

soft drinks and huge bowl of salad on it. 

He looked to his right.  Beyond Mattie, he saw eight 

more of Chuck and Katie's friends also trying to catch fish.  He 

could tell by their expressions they were having a good time. 

"Thinking about our kids?" Mattie asked. 

"Yeah, I wish they were here.  They'd love this," Willy 

said, adjusting his line. 

"We'll see them soon enough.  We have to leave tomor-

row—Ann's coming back." 
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"Has it been two months already?" 

"The time has gone by so fast," Mattie said. 

All of a sudden, everyone began catching fish. 

"We're into a school of cod!" Chuck yelled, as he pulled 

a two-pounder out of the water. 

"What are you using for bait?" Willy yelled back. 

"Herring!" 

Chuck came running with some chunks of herring for 

Willy and Mattie to use as bait. 

Soon they'd caught enough nice cod for the cookout.  

They cleaned their fish, brushed them with a special fish sauce 

Mattie had made, put them on the grill. 

"I'm still curious," Chuck said.  "How did you know 

Diana Lang's middle name was Agnes?" 

"I didn't really.  When I went to see her, the nameplate 

on her desk said Diana A. Lang!"  As the smell of barbequed fish 

filled the air, he brushed another coat of fish sauce over the grill-

ing cod. 

"We're all really proud of you.  You've added to your 

legend," Chuck said. 

"Thanks—but if it wasn't for all of you—who knows?" 

"I don't mean to interrupt—but look who I see coming," 

Mattie said. 

"Let me guess," Willy said, without looking up from the 

grill. "Your cousin, Ann!" 

"Yes!  And she brought a surprise with her!" 

Willy looked up from the grill, saw a tiny woman wear-

ing a wide-brimmed straw hat and bright-flowered sun suit com-
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ing across the sand.  Behind her were Willy's and Mattie's son 

and daughter.  Willy dropped his brush—ran with Mattie to meet 

them, hugged them both. 

"Come meet everybody!" Willy said.  Willy introduced 

them.  "This is our son, David, and our daughter, Susan." 

"You're all just in time for dinner," Mattie said.  "Where 

are the little ones?" 

"They're with our spouses and the other grandparents," 

Susan said. 

"How long can you stay?" Chuck asked, as he brushed 

more sauce onto the cod. 

"Two weeks." 

"Where are you staying?" Katie asked. 

"We're going to toss our bedrolls on the floor at Ann's," 

David said. 

"No way!" Chuck cried.  "You can stay at our house to-

night, then tomorrow we'll take out our yacht—it sleeps thirty—

and we'll all cruise the islands and deep-sea fish for two weeks." 

"Grab a paper plate, everybody," Willy said.  "I'll serve 

the cod, but you have to get your own salads." 

"We can't have our guests serving their own salads," 

Mattie cried, picking up the salad tongs.  "That's my job!" 

 

 

The End 
 

 


