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PRAISE FOR SMOKE, THE SECOND IMOGENE DUCKWORTHY MYSTER
Y

“A Texas-sized slice of murder and mayhem, makes for a fun, fast-paced read.”—
Rhys Bowen, Agatha and Anthony-winning author of the Molly Murphy and Royal Spyness series

“Kaye George knows how to write a fun mystery! She will make you laugh. Don’t miss “Smoke.”—
Sasscer Hill, Agatha and Macavity Finalist

“A Texas-sized treat for mystery lovers!”—
Laura Alden, author of the PTA Mystery Series

“Warning: readers will be fired up to grill suspects and smoke out clues.”—
Janet Bolin, Agatha-nominated author of Dire Threads

“Kaye George deftly weaves murder, an unwed young mom with private investigator aspirations, an entertaining supporting cast, a dash of romance, and the cutest pig since Charlotte’s Web, into a delightful mystery that’s sure to keep readers up past their bedtimes. Kaye George, and her likeable sleuth Immy Duckworthy, are a couple of ladies to watch.”—
Stacy Juba, author of Twenty-Five Years Ago Today and Sink or Swim

SMOKE

An Imogene Duckworthy Mystery

By Kaye George

Copyright 2012 Kaye George

Also available in print

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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Chapter 1

Imogene Duckworthy did not like pigs. She was fairly fond of cattle, having grown up surrounded by them. She hadn’t been around pigs much. In fact, this was the first time she’d ever driven toward a pig farm.

Immy drove the ancient Dodge van out of Saltlick, a small Texas town with at least one foot planted firmly in the last century, and down the highway where cattle ranches, thickets of mesquite, and a few old oil wells stretched to the horizon. Cowboy country, not pig country. Not a pig in sight.

Her daughter, Nancy Drew Duckworthy, three-years-old-going-on-four, was squealing like a pig in her car seat. Drew adored swine. She had recently transferred her passion from Barbie dolls to pigs (with a brief interlude of worshipping hippopotamuses—because she liked saying the word). Since Immy loathed the fixation on Barbies, she was trying really hard to like pigs.

In fact, she was on her way to pick one out for Drew’s upcoming birthday.

“Pig, pig, pig!” squealed Drew. “I’m getting a big, big pig!”

Immy cringed. Not
too
big, she hoped.

Immy would do anything for her daughter, anything in the world, but she wondered if this was the right thing.

Her mother, Hortense Duckworthy, thought Drew should have a pig. Drew certainly wanted a pig. But the money to pay for it was making a dent, a ravine—no, a crater—in the pile Immy had saved to buy herself a car. A nice, clean, used car that had shiny paint and no rattles. Or maybe less rattles than the van.

After the dent made by the payment for her online PI course, her pile of savings was more like an ant hill. Not a big fire ant hill, either, a puny mound made by those Yankee red ants.

Ralph Sandoval, who had come along to help handle the animal, shifted his weight to look back at Drew. “Yes. A big, big pig.”

Immy glanced over to see both of them grinning like maniacs.

Ralph sure hung around a lot lately. Ever since that first electrifying kiss in the spring. Immy wasn’t stopping him in case there might be more of those.

“They’re miniature potbellied pigs, y’all,” Immy said. “Not big ones.”

Her statement didn’t dampen their enthusiasm at all. They kept up a chant of “Big, big pig,” until she spotted a wooden sign swinging from a post: AMY’S SWINE. She turned the van up the dirt road that led to the pig breeder’s place, just outside the town of Cowtail. The van bumped along the dry dirt ruts, raising even more glee from Drew.

The bilious green van belonged to Immy’s mother and was their only family vehicle. But it was a trusty old thing and kept bouncing down the road.

Road dust blew in the windows and Immy reluctantly rolled them up. The van had no AC and Texas, this close to the Fourth of July, was damn hot. Immy didn’t like the windows closed. Confinement made her feel like she couldn’t breathe. Maybe that came from living in a small single-wide with her mother and daughter. Or maybe that time she locked herself in a closet for three hours when she was five had scarred her for life. Whatever caused the fear, her breathing became shallow and quick with the windows up.

By the time she negotiated the ruts and arrived at the house and outbuildings, Immy was drenched in sweat. She took a moment to mop perspiration off her face and hands with the paper towels she kept on the floor behind the passenger seat, then climbed out and unbuckled Drew from her seat in the back.

Drew, growing shy now that she was free to run to the pigs in the nearby pens, clutched her mother’s jeans with the hand that didn’t hold a small rubber pig.

Ralph came around to stand beside them. They almost looked like a little family, Immy thought. Well, except that Ralph wasn’t little. The sole underling to the police chief of Saltlick, he was ex-high-school-football-player large. Out of uniform, as he was now, he was only slightly less intimidating. He hoisted Drew to his shoulder. Immy worried that her daughter was so awfully far from the ground. Drew didn’t look scared at all.

Immy surveyed Amy’s farm as they walked toward the smell. A neat white ranch house with a storm cellar off to one side, a sparkling clean, white pickup parked at other side. A red barn and tractor shed twenty yards or so to the right. A few large live oaks dotting the front yard. She glimpsed more trees hanging over the pens in the rear. The scene was serene, idyllic. The stench was not.

As they reached the backyard, a short woman came out of one of the pens. “I heard you coming. I’m Amy JoBeth.” She wiped her hands on her overalls and looked down at them. “Maybe I’d better not shake hands. I have your piggy dumpling ready.” She squatted down to Drew’s level. “So. You’re going to be four years old?”

Drew gave an enthusiastic nod, setting her glossy chestnut curls bobbing in the strong afternoon sunlight.

“Your piggy is right here.” Amy JoBeth stood and waved for Drew to follow her toward the pens. “Come see him.”

Immy wondered if it was true that people came to resemble their pets. Amy JoBeth was pig shaped, with a nice round middle and skinny arms and legs. Her nose even turned up. Her short, brown, wiry hair, if it were thinner, might look like coarse pig hair. Her overalls were practical, Immy supposed, for a pig person.

Immy had gotten the name of the pig farm from Ophelia Jenkins, a Saltlick resident who sold leather harnesses to breeders of miniature pigs. According to Ophelia, Amy JoBeth had started raising the smallish porkers after her recent divorce.

Amy JoBeth started walking and Drew took her hand saying, “I wanna walk wif the pig lady.”

Immy followed. When they rounded the corner of the house, she was stopped in her tracks by the sight of the pigs. Three pens of spacious, woven-wire-fenced dirt plots held neat rows of pig houses lined up under the trees. Each pen also had a soft-sided pool of muddy water. Several animals lay in each. They were the size of, and kind of resembled, Immy decided, Basset hounds, with their thick bodies and stubby legs.

In the second and third pens, some pigs lay outside their door flaps, their eyes closed in contentment. The wooden houses looked like backyard playhouses minus windows, with mansard roofs and wildflowers painted on the sides. The fourth pen was smaller and held a single small pig. Amy JoBeth headed for that one.

On the other side of a substantial fence, a mean-looking bull regarded them with bad intent.

“Is that your bull?” asked Immy.

Amy JoBeth made a face. “No. I don’t keep cattle. That bull belongs to the rancher across the road. I wish he didn’t have it right there.”

The incessant west Texas wind ruffled the tall grass outside the pens and rustled the tough leaves of the live oaks. Immy lifted her straight reddish brown hair to try to dry the nape of her neck. She hoped her hair and clothes wouldn’t be soaked in pig stink after she left.

The baby pig in the enclosure trotted over to the fence.

“This guy is the friendliest of Gretchen’s babies,” Amy JoBeth said, sticking a finger through the fence to scratch the pig’s head. “Gretchen was one of my favorites. I hated to let her go, but they wanted her so badly.” Amy JoBeth gave a sniff and blinked her eyes. “I just sold Gretchen to the Buckets a few days ago. You know, Rusty and Tinnie, the people with the beef jerky place?”

Yes, Immy knew who the Buckets were. Her mother, Hortense, consumed great quantities of Jerry’s Jerky.

Amy JoBeth opened the gate, took Drew’s hand, and led her toward the pure white pig. Immy’s breath caught. The little guy looked at her with clear, china blue eyes.

He was just about the cutest animal Immy had ever seen.

“What’s his name?” asked Drew, looking up at Amy JoBeth.

“That’s a good question. I don’t think he has a name. Would you like to give him one?”

The piglet was the height of Drew’s knees. That would be a good sized pet for her. Immy hoped he wouldn’t grow too much more.

Drew tilted her head, considering the piglet. It bumped its nose against her leg and she giggled. She reached a tentative hand to scratch its head, as Amy JoBeth had. “I think his name is Marshmallow.”

“I think you’re right,” said Amy JoBeth, beaming at Drew.

“How big will he get?” Immy asked.

Amy JoBeth waved her hand at the other pens. “You can see. A couple feet tall, most likely. But he’ll probably weigh about a hundred pounds when he’s full grown. You have to be careful not to overfeed him. I’ll give you a booklet to take home.”

Marshmallow seemed to like Drew’s ministrations. He closed his eyes and grunted while she continued to scratch the same spot on the top of his head.

Amy JoBeth grinned at Immy and Ralph. “Looks like they’ve bonded already.” She fished a piece of paper from the pocket of her overalls and held it out to Immy.

It was the bill for Marshmallow. Immy made out the check, mentally kissing the money, her precious, hard-earned dollars, goodbye. She’d done a lot of filing and typing for that dough. As she wrote she saw Amy JoBeth’s name printed at the top of the invoice. “Amy JoBeth
Anderson
? You’re
that
Amy JoBeth?”

“How many Amy JoBeths do you know?” said Ralph.
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