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Cast of Characters  

 

Gloria Rutherford-Kennedy.  Recently remarried retiree, Gloria is the ringleader of 

her merry band of friends.  Always one to find a mystery…or they somehow manage to 

find her.  She lives on a farm on the outskirts of Belhaven, a small town in West 

Michigan. 

Lucy Carlson. Gloria’s best friend.  The wild one of the bunch, Lucy’s is a bit of a 

weapon’s expert and part-tomboy.  She enjoys shooting guns, riding four-wheelers and 

hunting…when she’s not being dragged into one of Gloria’s mysteries. 

Dorothy Jenkins.  Dorothy “Dot” Jenkins and her husband, Ray, are co-owners of 

Belhaven’s home cooking, sit down restaurant.  The cautious one of the bunch, Dot tries 

to stay on the sidelines during Gloria’s adventures, but most of the time, it doesn’t work 

out that way. 

Margaret Hansen.  Recently widowed, Margaret is learning to adjust to life alone. 

The most critical of the friends, Margaret tends to see everything in black and white. 

Ruth Carpenter.  Head postmaster of Belhaven post office, Ruth is the queen of 

surveillance and always up on the latest spy equipment.  With her recently tricked out / 

customized, bulletproof van and also her high-tech spy gear, Ruth is Gloria’s right hand 

gal in a lot of investigations. 

Andrea Malone. The youngest of the Garden Girls Gang, Andrea met Gloria and the 

others through a string of unfortunate events.  Despite Gloria being protective of her 

young friend, Andrea is usually in the thick of all the investigations. 

  



“For we are God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, 
which God prepared in advance for us to do.” Ephesians 2:10 NIV  

 

 

Chapter 1 

 

Gloria Kennedy nudged the box wrapped in brightly colored parading elephants and 
giggling monkeys to the side and placed both hands on her hips. “There. I think this is 
perfect.”  

“Yep.” Ruth squeezed past her friend and tapped the top of the large box with the tip 
of her finger. “You sure you didn’t peek inside?” 

“I most certainly did not. I’m going to be just as surprised as you. Do you think it’s a 
girl?” 

“No. Andrea is having a boy. Based on the shape of her tummy and after doing some 
in-depth research, I’m certain we’ll be greeting a miniature version of Brian any day 
now.” 

Dot, Gloria and Ruth’s close friend, scooted out the front door and joined them on the 
porch. “We’re putting the last of the food on the tables. Everything is ready to go. I 
shooed Brian and Andrea upstairs to finish getting ready for the guests.” 

“Brian is wound tighter than a top.” Gloria grinned. “This baby better come quick or 
he’ll end up in the hospital right along with Andrea.” 

“It won’t be long now,” Dot said. “We’re lucky we were able to pull this shower off 
before the big arrival.” 

After returning from a memorable vacation in sunny Florida, memorable mostly 
because Ruth had surprised her friends by renting a houseboat and spending several 
exciting days cruising along the St. Johns River. As luck would have it, Ruth managed to 
become a murder suspect after a run-in with an area local who ended up dead.  

Since their return, the women had been hard at work planning the perfect baby 
shower for their friends, Andrea and Brian Sellers. Despite a few minor delays, they had 
finally pulled it off.  

The list of invitees included all of the Garden Girls, along with practically half the 
town of Belhaven. The highlight of the baby shower would be the “big reveal,” when 
Andrea and Brian revealed the sex of their baby.  

The couple had learned what they were having months ago but decided to hold off on 
telling anyone until the day of the shower…thus the bright and cheery sealed box on top 
of the card table, filled with either blue balloons or pink balloons. 



Gloria patted the top of the box and turned to Dot. “What do you think they’re 
having?” 

“A girl. Definitely a girl. All you have to do is look at the shape of Andrea’s tummy.” 

“Ruth said the exact same thing, except she’s convinced it’s a boy,” Gloria chuckled. “I 
can’t decide whether I think it’s a boy or a girl, and to be honest I don’t care either way 
as long as the baby is healthy.” 

“Amen to that.” Dot pushed a stray strand of hair from her face. “I need to get back 
inside to make sure we have everything wrapped up and ready to go.” 

“I’ll hang out here,” Ruth said. “I can guard the box.” 

“Guard the box?” Gloria shook her head. “More like peek inside after we leave. 
C’mon. You’ll find out soon enough.” 

“Spoilsport,” Ruth grunted. 

Gloria placed a firm hand on Ruth’s back and propelled her inside. They passed 
through the living room, making their way to the sunroom, Andrea’s most recent 
addition to the home.  

Clusters of pink and blue balloons adorned each of the corners of the strategically 
placed tables. Festive tablecloths sported chubby cheeked babies.  

Gloria stepped over to the nearest table to inspect the tasty treats. Dot hurried after 
her. “What do you think of the dessert station?”  

“That you created mini works of art. They’re much too pretty to eat.”  

“Thanks. I spent hours all morning decorating them.” 

The women moved on to the next table, loaded with bite size appetizers. Trays of 
tortilla chips surrounded layered dips. Next to the chips and dips were toasted crackers 
with various toppings, cut vegetables and hummus.  

Gloria’s mouth watered as she eyed the flaky mini croissants. “The mini croissants 
look yummy.” 

I couldn’t decide what to make,” Dot said. “So I made some with chicken salad, tuna 
salad and egg salad.  

In the center of the table was a watermelon carved into the shape of a baby cradle. 
Inside the cradle were perfectly round watermelon, cantaloupe and honeydew balls.  

Filling the third table and adjacent to the appetizers, were punch bowls, coffee urns, 
pitchers of iced tea and bottled waters.  

The fourth and final table, the gift table, was empty but not for long. Soon dozens of 
family, friends and neighbors would descend upon them, bearing gifts and good wishes 
for the couple.  



Ruth stood next to the table, along with Margaret, another of the close-knit friends. 
“It looks wonderful, Dot. You really outdid yourself.” 

“Thanks,” Dot beamed. “Rose and I worked hard to pull off the best baby shower in 
all of Montbaby County.” 

“Montbaby…Montbay,” Gloria smiled. “You do have Andrea’s baby on the brain.” 

“Don’t we all?” Margaret asked. 

Gloria glanced at her watch. “It’s time for the guests to start arriving. Andrea and 
Brian should be down any minute.”   

“Let’s go wait in the hall.” Ruth, Margaret, Dot, Rose and Lucy followed Gloria into 
the grand entry.  

Moments later, a beaming and bulging-at-the-belly Andrea, accompanied by an 
equally beaming father-to-be made their way down the center staircase.  

 “Everything looks perfect…the food, the decorations. Brian and I don’t know how 
we’ll ever be able to repay you.” Andrea’s face contorted in a pained wince. 

Gloria cast her young friend a concerned look. “Are you feeling all right?” 

“Yes. I’m just having a little twinge or two,” Andrea gasped. 

Brian placed a protective hand on his wife’s arm. “It’s more than a twinge or two, 
Andrea. You’ve been having contractions since early this morning.” 

“I’m fine.” Andrea forced a smile. “The baby is ready to get this party started.” 

Alice, Andrea and Brian’s housekeeper, hurried out of the kitchen, a harried 
expression on her face. “Are we all ready?” 

“Yes. As ready as we’ll ever be,” Dot untied her apron and nodded to Alice. “I think 
it’s time for us to join the party.”  

“Yes. Yes. The apron.” Alice hurriedly removed her apron and grabbed Dot’s before 
shoving both inside the coat closet. 

The front doorbell rang. Judith Arnett, one of the locals and Gloria’s former nemesis, 
was the first to arrive. She handed Gloria a gift bag and turned to Andrea. “Good 
heavens. You’re bigger than a bus.” 

“Judith,” Lucy chided. 

“Well, she is.” Judith gently patted Andrea’s protruding stomach. “You’re ready to 
pop.” 

“As a matter of fact, I would be happy to go into labor anytime,” Andrea said. 

“And maybe already have,” Brian whispered back. 

Andrea ignored him as she gave Judith a quick hug. 

The doorbell rang again. This time it was Eleanor Whittaker. “Am I too early?” 



“No,” Brian sidestepped Judith to greet Eleanor. “You’re right on time.” 

“Oh, good. This is for you and Andrea.” Eleanor handed him a large, square box. “You 
haven’t announced whether it’s a boy or girl yet, have you?” 

“We’re revealing the name and sex after we eat and before we open gifts.” Brian took 
the large box from Eleanor and gave her a peck on the cheek. “Thank you for the gift. I 
heard you had an exciting Florida vacation.” 

“Almost more fun than I could stand.” Eleanor waved her hand. “I haven’t seen that 
much action in decades. I swam with alligators, toured a haunted house and even 
hunted down a killer.” 

“All in a day’s work, especially for Gloria and the Gang,” Brian quipped. 

“It was an adventure.” Eleanor hugged Andrea. “I’m sorry you couldn’t make it. 
Perhaps next year.” 

“Yes, I would love to join you next time.” 

The doorbell rang again, and the friends shifted off to the side to give Andrea and 
Brian room to greet the next round of arrivals.  

“She looks pale,” Margaret commented. 

“Do you think she’s gone into labor?” Rose pressed a hand to her cheek. “She keeps 
wincing.” 

“Let’s time her winces.” Ruth flipped the lid on her watch. 

Gloria leaned in. “Did you get a new watch, Ruth? I’ve never seen this one before.” 

“Yeah. It’s the 2020 Tech 007 Galaxy.” Ruth twisted her wrist to display the watch. 
“It’s synched to my phone and the spymobile.” She tapped the top. “And do you want to 
know its best feature?”  

“What?” Dot eyed the watch suspiciously. 

“It has GPS, although I haven’t had a chance to test it yet.” 

“High tech all the way.” Eleanor elbowed Gloria. “Ruth’s new gadget will come in 
handy the next time a crime comes our way.” 

“Oh no.” Gloria shook her head. “I’m all ‘crimed out.’” 

“All crimed out?” Eleanor’s face fell. 

 “She’s doing it again,” Margaret whispered.  

“Five minutes,” Ruth reported. “What’s the rule for heading to the hospital?” 

Gloria sucked in a breath. “Five minutes.”  

“Maybe I can give her a little dose of something to slow down the contractions,” Rose 
said. 



“No!” Gloria, Dot, Lucy, Margaret and Ruth said in unison. 

“As much as I love your potions, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Eleanor agreed. 

“Fine. If they keep up, we’re gonna be finishing this baby shower in the hospital’s 
maternity ward.” 

“She’s definitely in labor. Judging by the look on Brian’s face, he won’t be in any 
condition to drive. I better get the spymobile ready to roll.” Ruth fumbled with her 
gadget watch. “Keep track of her.” She handed it to Gloria and ran out the door. 

Andrea, accompanied by Brian, slowly made their way into the sunroom. The couple 
circled the room, chatting with the guests.  

Gloria, along with the others, trailed behind. She caught a glimpse of Alice standing 
next to the dessert table and joined her. “Andrea is having contractions.”  

Alice nodded. “Yes. Brian…he is ready to go to the hospital, but Andrea is insisting 
she wants to wait until the shower is over.”  

Gloria shifted her gaze and noticed Andrea wince again. She consulted Ruth’s watch. 

“You’re timing her contractions?” Alice asked. 

“Yeah.” Gloria kept one eye on the watch and another on Andrea’s face. She winced 
again at four minutes, thirty seconds. “I don’t think the baby plans to wait until the 
shower ends.”  

Determined to convince Andrea she needed to cut the shower short, Gloria was 
halfway across the room when her pregnant friend released her grip on the plate of food 
she was holding. It hit the tile floor with a loud clatter.  

She doubled over as she clutched her stomach, the color draining from her face. 

“That’s it,” Brian dropped his plate of food on a nearby table and grasped his wife’s 
arm. “We’re going to the hospital.” 

The room grew quiet as the guests stepped out of the way to make room for the 
couple. Andrea tightened her grip on her protruding stomach, leaning heavily on Brian 
as he slowly led his wife out of the atrium. 

“I will go get the bags.” Alice raced past them and ran up the stairs, taking them two 
at a time. 

“I…I’ll be fine,” Andrea gasped. 

“After you have a baby,” Gloria hurried to join them. 

“What about the guests?” 

“They’ll enjoy some delicious food. We’ll hang around trying to guess when your 
precious bundle of joy will be born and then everyone will go home,” Gloria said. 

“I…don’t.” Andrea pursed her lips, her face turning a ghostly white as she worked 
through the next contraction. 



“How’s she doing?” Ruth ran back inside as Alice ran down the stairs clutching a large 
overnight bag. 

“She needs to go to the hospital,” Gloria said. 

“The spymobile is ready to roll,” Ruth said. 

“Are you sure?” Andrea whispered. 

“We’re heading to the hospital,” Brian said firmly. 

The guests trailed behind, watching as Andrea and Brian, accompanied by Ruth, 
Gloria and Alice slowly made their way through the double doors and onto the front 
porch. Ruth’s spymobile was front and center, the engine running. 

“Hang on.” Andrea let out quick, tight gasp as Brian fumbled with his cell phone and 
dialed Andrea’s doctor to let him know they were on their way to the hospital. 

“I can make it to the van now.” Andrea straightened and her expression relaxed. 
“That one was a doozy.”  

The couple stepped off the porch, and then Andrea abruptly stopped. “We can’t leave 
yet. I want to do the big reveal.” 

“Now?” Brian asked.  

“Yes. It’ll take two seconds,” Andrea nodded firmly. “We’ll do it together.”  

The guests gathered around as the couple made their way behind the table and the 
big box. 

Andrea reached for the lid and turned to her husband. “Are you ready?” 

“Hang on.” Ruth ran inside. “Hurry up, everyone! Andrea and Brian are opening the 
box.” 

The remaining guests rushed out of the house and onto the porch. 

“I’m ready.” Brian grasped the other side of the box. 

Andrea peeled back the strip of tape and slid her finger under the top flap. 
“One…two…three…” 

 

Murder on Summer Lane-Coming July 2019! 


