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  A Corpse in the Soup


  Manicotti’s face turned beet red. “He’s where? He’s what? But that can’t be. He’s a Gourmet Gladiator. He’s due on stage at the Kitchen Coliseum in ten minutes. We can’t hold up the show for him.”


  “You don’t understand Mr. Manicotti,” he squeaked. “The man is dead as a mackerel. D-E-A-D. He can’t come to the Kitchen Coliseum, he can’t cook on your show, and he’s not goin’ anywhere except the morgue.”


  Large patches of sweat appeared on the producer’s shirt. His eyes bulged and his mouth opened and closed like a carp out of water. “You’re sure? You touched him? He’s dead?”


  “Yes, Sir. I’m still on his set. I’m about to call the police, the medics, the swat team, the FBI, I don’t know what all. I’ve never seen a corpse in a soup bowl, ya know.”


  Manicotti’s massive jaw went slack. “Wait, Hal,” he shouted into the phone. Then, looking around, he cupped his hand over the receiver and lowered his voice. “I’ve got an idea. How would you like to make a cool ten grand? Under the table, right now?”


  “What are you talking about, Boss? I gotta get off the phone and call the cops. What do you want me to do?”
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  Reviews


  St. James and Bradner give us a well crafted and cleverly written story that should be read in front of a warm fire. It is engaging and keeps the gentle reader going page after page with a good mix of humor and intrigue. I give it an 8 of 10 on the Weaver Meter.


  ~Sid Weaver, Mainly Mysteries,


  www.mainlymysteries.com


  This fun mystery romp will keep the reader guessing while enjoying the antics of Goldie and Godiva, along with their quirky family. The characters are amusing and endearing, and even the dog Waldo has his humorous moments. The plot moves along crisply, offering plenty of red herrings, and is twisty enough to provide a good whodunit. A Corpse in the Soup, first of the Silver Sisters Mystery series written by sisters St. James and Bradner, is a refreshing addition to the mystery world.


  ~Christy Tillery French for Midwest Book Review


  A Five Angel Review. This delicious recipe of entertainment is scrumptious. I look forward to more remarkable stories from these two authors! The character names are to die for! Stand up and cheer, this reader loved, loved, loved this book!


  ~Linda L.


  Fallen Angel Reviews, www.fallenangelreviews.com


  Fast-paced and laugh-out-loud funny, this was a quick and satisfying read. Morgan St. James and Phyllice Bradner are sisters in real life, so that might explain why their cooperation worked out so well in a book. I certainly hope this was not the last book they’ve written together. Silver Sisters rule! I would highly recommend “A Corpse in the Soup” to any mystery lover, particularly those who enjoy the Cooking Channel and love a good, funny read.


  ~ Olivera Baumgartner-Jackson, www.readerviews.com


  What fun! An over-the-top romp through the culinary world in TV Land. Murder and merlot pair well in this fast-paced mystery with the irrepressible Sisters Silver.


  ~Carolyn Hayes Uber, Publisher


  This book is funny. An easy read and kept my attention. We, the readers, are gently led to the culprit.


  ~L. Rigod "avid mystery reader"


  This is a book to discover and enjoy! The Silver sisters made me laugh. Serious murder... very amusing... characters from Alaska to LA. Set around the theme of a cooking contest with renowned Chefs, it gets ugly. You'll meet characters by the name of Sterling Silver, Godiva, Goldie Silver, Candy, Chili Pepper, Red Pepper, Caesar Romano, Sam Ziti, Mr. Manicotti, Biff Wellington, get it? A fast moving, light, exceptionally humorous, who-done-it. A very good read.


  ~David J. Gerson, Las Vegas Now Magazine


  Godiva has been smitten by the chef’s good looks, and when he is accused of stabbing to death his program’s nasty, ‘bad boy’ competition, Biff Wellington with his very own kitchen knife, Godiva and Goldie vow to prove Caesar innocent. Being identical twins has its own advantages when the entire family and a fistful of friends become involved in sleuthing out the facts they suspect the police may have overlooked.


  ~JoEllen Conger, Conger Books Reviews


  I'm pleased to highly recommend this tale to any mystery buff who enjoys a tongue-in-cheek style of storytelling with lots of fun characters who take you by the hand and lead you a merry chase after a killer. Guaranteed to provide many smiles and even provoke some laughter as you read. Enjoy. I sure did.


  ~Anne K. Edwards, Reviewer


  Who can resist hearing about characters with names like Caesar Romano and Biff Wellington? The mystery may be light, but it has action, suspense, multiple suspects, and surprises--all marinated in a rich sauce of humor.


  ~M.S.W. © AudioFile 2007


  Morgan St. James and Phyllice Bradner's delightful novel, A Corpse in the Soup, is a delicious cook's tour through what can only be called a smorgasbord of murder and mayhem in the wacky world of professional chefs.


  ~Gayle Bartos-Pool, Author – Johnny Casino Casebook series
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  ~Chapter 1~


  Godiva Olivia Dubois held the paper at arm’s length, squinting to read the jagged script without her glasses. “You know, on days like today I think I should have stuck with my little column in the Beverly Hills Blabbermouth instead of becoming syndicated.” She finally put on her glasses when even the squinting didn’t help, and read out loud.


  Dear G. O. D.,


  I’ve prayed to The Lord for guidance, but he doesn’t answer. The longer I stand by and watch, the more I know my mission. Time is running short now, so I’m turning to you. I have to know. Is it a sin to kill a monster?


  Please tell me I won’t go to Hell if I rid the world of this human piece of garbage. I don’t do well in extreme heat.


  ~Mr. Clean


  She read it again, digested every word, then shuddered, and pushed it over to her mother. Maybe some joker is pulling my leg.


  “Mom, this letter is really spooky. Read it and see what you think.”


  Flossie picked up the creased ivory sheet. She glanced up and down the page clicking her tongue, as the letter wobbled in her veined hand.


  “You see, Godiva?” She shook the paper under her daughter’s nose. “That’s exactly what I’ve been trying to tell you. When you write a column called Ask G.O.D., don’t be surprised if you get letters from nutcases.”


  Godiva snatched the letter back. “I should have known you’d say that.” She marched across the room and plunked it down on the table. “You read this one, Unk. Mom thinks it’s from a crank, but I’m afraid it might be real.”


  Sterling Silver dropped the mail sack he was emptying onto the mahogany library table. He held the sheet like a dead skunk and his eyes crinkled as he strained to read. “Forget about it, Honey. Sounds like a crank to me. Just stick to the funny ones. Remember, the audience loves a good laugh.”


  “Yeah, I know, Unk, but something feels weird about this. I’m just not sure what to do.” Godiva retrieved the letter from him, put it back in the envelope and slipped it into the pocket of her embroidered silk jacket.


  She scooped up another pile and started to plow through it. “What would I do without you guys? I feel like I’m swimming upstream.”


  Flossie rolled her eyes. “Well you’re up to your neck, all right. Since the beginning of time people have asked God for advice, so what does my daughter do? She gives them an address! Did you listen to what I told you? Of course not. So our poor mailman’s getting a hernia schlepping letters from all these—” She made a sweep of the room with her hand. “These wackos.”


  “Wackos sell papers, Mother. How do you think those tabloids can afford to pay out millions to settle libel suits?”


  After slitting open a few more envelopes, Flossie waved a piece of pink paper at her. “Now, here’s a dilly. This woman’s husband dresses up like Mae West and wants her to go shopping for lingerie with him.”


  A smile lit Godiva’s face. “Hmmm. Might have potential.”


  “Hah! Listen to this. She wants to know if it’s all right for him to use the ladies’ dressing room if she goes in with him!”


  Sterling let out a belly laugh. “You know, your goofy Uncle Lester used to dress up like a woman. Of course it was part of his vaudeville act, but he really did look a lot like Mae West.”


  Flossie’s gray eyes glazed over, “Mae West, some gal! You know her mother made my Mama’s corsets. But Sterling, you’re all wet about Lester. He looked more like Bette Davis with a mustache. My beautiful girls are the real Mae West lookalikes. Strike a pose for me, Darling.”


  Godiva put her hand on her generous hip and pursed her lips.


  “You see, Sterling? If that gorgeous silver hair was phony platinum blonde, what would you have? Another Mae West!”


  “You know, Flossie, you’ve got something there. And look at me.” He mimed an imaginary top hat and cane. “Rosy cheeks, a few pounds and I’m Maurice Chevalier.”


  “Yeah, and I’m Marilyn Monroe!”


  “Well, Old Girl, I’d say you’re more like Estelle Getty. You know, those Golden Girls on the TV.” Flossie flung a satin pillow in Sterling’s direction as he began to hum a few bars of “Thank Heaven for Little Girls.”


  Godiva waved her arms, “Hey, back to business, you guys. The letter you’ve got there is a winner, Mom! Throw it in the red basket.”


  Uncle Sterling dug through another canvas bag. “At the rate this stuff is rolling in, what we really need is two of you.”


  “Well if you’re thinking about Goldie, I don’t think she’d help even if she lived near enough.”


  Flossie looked up from the letters she was sorting and threw up her hands, palms out. “Such twins I’ve got! One daughter calls herself G.O.D. and tells people how to run their lives and the other one lives in Alaska and chases bears out of her garbage.”


  Sterling scooped the newest batch of envelopes into a yellow laundry basket. “Flossie, you sound like a crabby old Jewish mother. You know Goldie’s happy up there in her one-horse town with her husband, Red, her beautiful daughter, Chili and the whole goofy Pepper clan. She loves selling all that old crap she calls antiques. Isn’t that all that really matters?”


  “I guess you’re right.” Flossie sighed. “But I sure do miss my little Chili. I wonder if she plays with that doll I gave her for her last birthday. Remember, it had red curls just like hers?”


  “Flossie old girl, there you go losing track of time again. You gave her that doll over ten years ago.”


  “Yeah, Mom. She’s not little any more. Remember, she’s a sous chef on her dad’s cruise ship now.”


  Flossie’s eyes brightened as she tapped her forehead with her fingertips. “How could I forget? She’s sailing around Alaska with Red.”


  Sterling chuckled. “Not at the moment, Flossie. Tourist season just ended.”


  Godiva grabbed at the pile of mail sliding off her lap. Of course, Chili. I could sure use that girl. Now how can I get her down here?


  She fingered the creased ivory envelope in her pocket and pulled it out, but even touching it gave her the creeps. Oh Hell, I can’t deal with that now. Mom’s probably right. Just some nutcase. She shoved the letter back into her jacket where it smoldered for several hours before it was forgotten.


  ~Chapter 2~


  Chili shined the Georgian silver tea set while she told her mother about the elderly cruise ship passenger who dropped his glass eye in the clam chowder. Goldie laughed. “That reminds me of your Grandma’s friend Hymie Kaplan. He would take out his glass eye and set it on the table. ‘Here’s lookin’ at you, Kid,’ he used to say.”


  She pointed to a set of tarnished silver goblets that needed attention and Chili attacked them with her polishing cloth. As she began another story, the little hammer vibrated against the metal bell on the old fashioned telephone.


  Goldie sprinted to the back of the store. Even before she answered the phone, the prickle at the base of her neck told her who was calling.


  “Silver Spoon Antiques. Hello, Godiva.”


  “Goldie, I’m so glad I caught you. Is Chili there with you by any chance? I’ve got some wonderful news for her.”


  Goldie gritted her teeth. “Caught me? Where did you think I’d be the last week of the tourist season? And yeah, Chili’s here, but every time you say you’ve got wonderful news, it’s only wonderful for you. So, what are you after?”


  “Goldie, how could you say that? Do you really think I’d take advantage of your daughter?”


  “You certainly would,” she snapped back.


  Goldie rested the phone against her shoulder and called for Chili. “It’s your Aunt Godiva.”


  Chili abandoned the silver polish and slid the phone beneath her mass of copper ringlets. “Auntie! How are things going down in California?”


  Goldie fidgeted with a display of silver-plated hand mirrors and hairbrushes wondering what Godiva was up to now.


  Chili jumped up and down. “Who? Oh my God! Of course I know who he is. Caesar Romano is only the hottest chef in Hollywood. I love his show. In fact, I helped prepare one of his recipes on the ship for the Prince of Liechtenstein. It was so good he practically gave us all medals.” She turned to Goldie. “Hey, Mom! Auntie’s got tickets for a taping of Flirting with Food!”


  “Really? Be sure to ask her to get that sexy chef’s autograph for you.”


  “No, no, Mom.” Chili’s eyes bugged out. “She says one of the tickets is for me and—oh, no way! I don’t believe it! She’s got tickets to Gourmet Gladiators too!” Doing a little pirouette, she nearly knocked down a mannequin wearing a vintage, hand-beaded flapper dress.


  Goldie managed to catch the dummy just before it hit a china cabinet. “Gourmet what?”


  “Gourmet Gladiators, Mom. It’s like the Super Bowl of cooking. They hold it every year at the end of October.” She covered the mouthpiece of the phone. “Mom, I know I just got here, but we can hang out when I get back.” Goldie heard Godiva firing rapid instructions into Chili’s ear.


  “Besides, Mom, Aunt Godiva says she booked a first-class flight for me on Thursday, her treat. I can’t really back out now. Still...” She laid a gentle hand across Goldie’s forearm. “I know we were supposed to spend some time together.” She bit her lower lip.


  Goldie glanced at herself in the Art Deco mirror hanging on the wall beside her, surprised to see how annoyed she looked.


  She gave her daughter’s hand a reassuring squeeze. “It’s okay, Sweetie. This is a great opportunity. If I was able to send you to France to study at Cordon Bleu and watch you sail away on your dad’s cruise ship, I think I can handle a little trip to California.” Goldie tugged on a wayward strand of her daughter’s hair and smiled.


  Chili squealed a joyous thank you to her aunt and her mother, tossed the handset to Goldie and disappeared out the door.


  Goldie lifted the phone back to her ear. “Well, Godiva, I suppose I ought to thank you for doing this for Chili. It really was thoughtful of you! I guess it pays to have a Beverly Hills mucky-muck relative now and again.”


  “Oh, it’s nothing, Sis. I promise you, she’ll have a wonderful time. But I need to run. Deadlines, you know.”


  “Oh yeah, I forgot you’re a national celebrity now. By the way, did you know we even get your Ask G.O.D. column in the Juneau Fish Wrapper? You look good in the picture. Some people actually think it’s me. One gal asked my advice right there in the checkout line at Foodland.”


  “She did? That’s wonderful! I hope you gave her a good answer. My reputation, you know. Seriously, Sis, I can’t believe how well known I’ve become in such a short time.”


  “I’m not surprised, Godiva. You’ve always loved being in the spotlight. I guess the Silver blood flows a little stronger in you than me.”


  “Yes, I suppose it does. By the way, tell Chili I’ll give her the run of my kitchen while she’s in town. Who knows? Maybe she’ll find she likes it down here. Ta ta, darling!”


  Goldie looked at the Juneau Jump Rope Team calendar on the back wall and felt a lump of resentment building in her throat. If Chili was leaving on Thursday and the Gourmet thing was at the end of October that meant Chili would be gone more than a month.


  It would be tempting to call her sister back and give Godiva a piece of her mind, but she knew it would do no good.


  ~Chapter 3~


  “Ah, lovely. Being syndicated does have its advantages,” Godiva said as she led Chili to the two reserved front row seats marked with placards that read RESERVED FOR PRESS. She dusted off the seat and sat down, careful not to put creases in her emerald green Armani dress.


  Chili plunked down next to her. Godiva did feel a tiny twinge of guilt for dumping three sacks of mail on her niece the night before when she had offered to help, but even though the girl had worked until midnight she radiated excitement and vitality.


  “Wow, Auntie. I still can’t believe I’m actually here! Just look at this place.” The studio was packed, with women outnumbering the men four to one.


  “I have a confession, Sweetheart. I’ve never actually seen the show, but I knew you were a fan.” Godiva reached under her seat for her VIP gift basket and pulled out an 8x10 glossy photo of Chef Caesar Romano. Perfect white teeth sparkled in a gleaming Hollywood smile. Steely blue eyes twinkled in his bronzed face. The wavy black hair touched with silver and full moustache, added to his Latin good looks. She looked at Chili and smiled. “He really is sexy, isn’t he? I’m starting to understand why his show is so popular.”


  Godiva lifted her eyes from the photo to watch the real item strutting across the stage, waving and blowing kisses to the audience. The crowd exploded with applause. He bobbed his head toward Chili and Godiva’s section, then turned and bowed to the far side of the room. Godiva couldn’t help but admire the way his tailored chef’s jacket showed off his physique.


  Her mind drifted back to the racecar driver who had romanced her during the Gran Prix a few years before and then looked at Romano again. Damn, that is one handsome man! He’s even better looking than Juan Carlo.


  Chili tugged at her aunt’s sleeve and Godiva snapped back to the present. Chili whispered in her ear, “Candy’s not here. The rumors must be true.”


  “Who’s Candy?”


  “His assistant.”


  Then Godiva remembered seeing something in last week’s gossip columns saying that Candy Vanderloop, the air-headed blonde who normally handed him spoons and ladles, had walked out on him without notice. Word was out that she had signed on with Romano’s rival, Biff Wellington.


  On cue, the room filled with applause as Chef Romano rolled up his sleeves. He romanced every woman in the audience as he simmered his sauce and sautéed his shrimp, constantly looking to his right or left as if expecting an assistant to hand him something.


  “He needs a sous chef,” said Chili. “See how he keeps looking for Candy?”


  After presenting his savory Scampi àl Fungi de Bosco, Romano picked out a lanky, bald fellow sporting an African tunic to join him in the kitchen and sample the succulent shrimp with forest mushrooms. Next he brought up a chubby woman in a Hawaiian muumuu. Godiva leaned toward her niece and whispered, “Oh my God, look at the outlandish red and green parrots on that woman’s dress.”


  “I don’t know, Auntie. I kind of like them. Grandma Belle, back in Juneau, has a dress just like that.”


  Before Godiva could answer, she heard Romano say, “And the lovely lady in the emerald green dress, won’t you join us in the kitchen?” She turned from Chili, and saw that he was pointing at her.


  As Godiva stood and smoothed her skirt, she heard whispers behind her.


  “Look, Hazel. That lady in the green dress is G.O.D. You know, Ask G.O.D., the new column in the Times.”


  The camera zoomed in on the man in the African tunic smacking his lips with delight. The lady in the colorful muumuu wiped a dab of caramel-colored sauce from her chin. Godiva gobbled up the heavenly scampi and boldly asked for another serving.


  She cleaned her plate and batted her lashes. “Chef Romano, you can cook in my kitchen anytime.”


  Romano smiled, and looked as though he was about to say something when the camera cut to a commercial.


  As the show came to a close, Romano stared in horror at the man in the African tunic who grabbed his stomach and fell to the floor in a slow motion break dance. A plate of scampi and mushrooms crashed beside him and the large woman in the bright muumuu collapsed on top of it.


  A drenching cold sweat slicked over Godiva’s skin. She panicked when her stomach cramped in painful knots and the room swam before her eyes. The pounding in her head was more than she could bear. Her last conscious thought as she sank to the floor, landing face down in a puddle of mushroom sauce, was that the studio’s lush burgundy carpeting didn’t feel as luxurious as it looked.


  ~Chapter 4~


  Goldie’s Silver Spoon Antique Shoppe, housed in a quaint building on Juneau’s South Franklin Street, was a far cry from the legendary cathouse that flourished there in the 1920s. The only “cat” currently in residence was a huge black Persian sitting absolutely motionless on a Hepplewhite footstool in the front window.


  Startled by shrill voices, Goldie Silver glanced up from her ledger book to see two old women dressed in red hats and matching purple jogging suits with cruise ship ID badges pinned to their ample chests.


  “How much is that stuffed cat in the window?”


  “Stuffed cat? Oh, you must mean Midnight. The only thing he’s stuffed with is chicken livers and king salmon scraps.”


  The lady with wispy red hair wagged her finger at her blue-haired friend. “Y’see Gladys, I told ya I saw its eyes move.”


  “Humph!” Gladys steered her friend back out the door.


  As she watched the purple rumps disappear down the street, beads of perspiration broke out on Goldie’s forehead. The image of her twin sister flashed before her eyes and she had the unmistakable feeling that something was terribly wrong with Godiva.


  “Rudy!” she called to the back of the shop. “Get your butt out here, I need you. Something’s wrong. I’ve got to call my sister.”


  A balding beanpole in his mid-sixties came flying out of the back room with shirtsleeves rolled up, pink fluorescent bowtie askew and red suspenders holding up his perfectly creased trousers.


  “Okay, Goldie, keep yer bloomers on, I’m here.” He took his place at the counter and immediately began fiddling with an antique gold scale. “Goldanged woman! A man can’t finish a delicate project without her high-falutin’ sister sending flippin’ ESP messages! Why can’t that woman wait ’til after hours to get a hair up her caboose?”


  From the other side of the shop a voice boomed, “Y’all take U.S. money here?” The man’s “Everything’s Bigger in Texas” tee shirt barely covered his beer belly.


  Goldie started toward the back of the shop as Rudy spun around and growled at the customer. “In case you haven’t heard, Pardner, we became a state in ’59. That means we take Texas money, too.”


  Goldie slipped behind a tasseled velvet curtain and reached for her private phone just as it began to ring. She expected it to be Godiva, but instead it was a frantic Chili. “Oh, Mom, it’s awful,” she sobbed, “Aunt Godiva’s in the hospital. She almost died. The show—the shrimp—they pumped her stomach. Grandma Flossie’s freaking out...”


  Goldie jumped in before Chili finished her sentence, “Calm down, Honey. Give me the whole story.”


  She listened for a few minutes and then said, “I’ll catch the next plane out.”


  ~Chapter 5~


  Goldie jumped out of the cab and ran through the main entrance to Cedars Sinai Hospital, her rolling suitcase bumping along behind her. As soon as the elevator opened at the fifth floor, she made a beeline for the nurse’s station, where a large woman in a pastel smock intercepted her.


  “Hold it right there, Lady Godiva. What do you think you’re doing wandering around here like that? This morning you looked like Great Gatsby’s Ghost. Just because you put on a little makeup doesn’t mean you get to go home.”


  She took Goldie by the shoulders and turned her around, “You’re going right back to bed, Missy. You may call yourself G.O.D., but according to this chart,” she tapped her clipboard, “G.O.D. stays in bed today! You had a close call, you know. Now give me that suitcase!”


  Goldie faced the harried nurse, and glanced at her nametag. “Sorry, Nurse Brady, you obviously think I’m Godiva.” She tightened her grip on the suitcase. “But you’re wrong. I happen to be her twin sister from Alaska! See, I came right from the airport.”


  Nurse Brady grasped Goldie’s elbow with a no-nonsense iron grip and steered her down the hall. “Good try, Miss High and Mighty, but you do have to stay in bed and that is final. Now let’s go back to your room, shall we? I’ll take the valise for you.” They pushed through the door of a private room, and the suitcase fell on its side with a plop. The plump nurse’s jaw dropped open, quadrupling her chins, as she took in the sight of Godiva in a saffron yellow silk bed jacket propped up against two pillows, a steaming mug of tea cradled in her hands.


  “Well, I’ll be darned.” Nurse Brady shook her head from side-to-side as she released Goldie’s arm. She stared from one twin to the other for a moment, then backed out of the room muttering an apology.


  Godiva grinned, “God! Am I happy to see you!”


  Goldie approached the bed and enveloped her sister in a fierce hug. “Hey, what about the other people on the show? Were they as sick as you?”


  “Well, I was making such a pig of myself I probably got the worst of it. There we were, tasting what should have been shrimp from heaven and instead we almost wound up at the Pearly Gates!”


  “Bummer! They might not have let you in.”


  Godiva made a face. “Seriously, we were all in pretty bad shape. The other lady was writhing around on the floor like a beached whale while this guy in an African shirt hopped up and down like a frog on fire. But worse than that, my beautiful new Armani dress is a total loss. That sauce will never come out.”


  “You and those other people almost died and all you can think about is your dress?”


  Godiva gave an elegant shrug of her shoulders. “It was an Armani.”


  “Well, gee, I see you’ve got your priorities straight.”


  Godiva ignored her. “Anyway, the last thing I remember was Chef Romano shouting that corny line, ‘Is there a doctor in the house?’ over and over again. Then this horrible clammy feeling washed over me and the next thing I knew I was here at Cedars, they pumped my stomach and I had to watch yellowish, greenish gunk come out of me.”


  “Yuck! How horrible! Was it the shrimp?”


  “No. Poisonous mushrooms. That’s what the toxicology reports showed. Imagine that. The great Caesar Romano serving deadly mushrooms. I could kill him in print if I was that sort of person, you know. I have the power of the press behind me. After all, I am syndicated!”


  “Godiva, you wouldn’t! The important thing is that you’re okay. Seeing you behave like a spoiled bitch is such a relief. I can see you’re almost back to normal. Where’s Chili?”


  “Down in the coffee shop. Poor kid’s a nervous wreck.” She managed a knowing wink. “My ordeal wasn’t even close to what Chili’s been going through trying to manage her grandmother. You know what Mom is like, doing my charts, reading the cards—she keeps telling Chili about the harbingers of doom while she deals the deck again. My God. Last night she was even planning a séance so she could communicate with me just in case I died.”


  Goldie nodded, understanding only too well. “I guess that’s what happens when astrology meets a hand-wringing Jewish mother. So, where’s Mom now?”


  “Bless Uncle Sterling. When he brought me these letters and things, he maneuvered her out of here and drove her home.”


  “I’d better find my daughter and give the kid a hug. Have fun with your mail, G.O.D.”


  


  Goldie hurried toward the bank of elevators across from the nurses’ station. Amazing! Less than eighteen hours before she had dropped everything, left Rudy in charge of the shop, fought for a reservation on the next available Alaska Airlines flight, and here it was just past noon and she was two-thousand miles from home.


  Lost in thought, Goldie almost bumped into a handsome man as he rounded the corner. He stopped short. A smile played around his lips, causing his neat salt and pepper mustache to wiggle. “My dear lady, I’m so glad to see you up and around. Thank goodness you recovered so quickly. I didn’t think they would release you yet.”


  Looking a bit embarrassed, he held out a dazzling bouquet of yellow roses and purple iris.


  “Here, these are for you. Of course Food Broadcasting will compensate you, but I wanted to personally offer my apology for this terrible thing and bring a little something to cheer you up.” His moustache bobbed around like a wooly caterpillar.


  Goldie cocked her head to the side. “What in the world are you talking about?” She started to push past him.


  “Wait, I can explain.” The man looked panicked.


  Goldie felt the light bulb click on. “Are you by any chance that chef, Caesar Romano?”


  His eyes widened with disbelief, “Surely you know I’m Romano!” He touched his chest with a grand flourish.


  She could picture the imaginary headlines. Romano Almost Serves G.O.D. Her Last Supper. No question about it. Godiva could definitely ruin him.


  As the elevator doors parted, Chili hurried out and nearly collided with her mother and her idol who were now standing in the middle of the hall staring at each other. She ran over to Goldie and hugged her. “Mom, I’m so glad you’re here. Have you seen Aunt Godiva yet?”


  “I just came from her room, Darling. I was on my way down to find you.” Goldie turned to the confused chef and extended her hand. “By the way, Chef Romano, I’m Goldie Silver. It was my twin sister you almost killed.”

~Chapter 6~

Godiva shifted
around in the cranked up hospital bed, trying to focus on Goldie
and Chili. Then she stared at the man with them, and finally
realized it was Romano. She managed a weak smile and did her best
to look fragile, playing it for all it was worth.

Goldie shot her a knowing look. Shame on you, Sis. Yesterday
you were on your deathbed, today you’re flirting. I should have
known.

Propped against the pillows, Godiva fluttered her
mascara-plumped lashes as Romano handed her the gorgeous flowers.
She was amused at the hesitant expression on Romano’s face and
winked at Goldie. Of course I’m flirting. He’s such a
hunk.

Romano looked from sister to sister shaking his head, and said,
“No wonder I mixed you up. You two look exactly alike.”

Goldie grimaced, “I hope you don’t mean I look half-dead.”

Chili flicked an embarrassed glance toward her mother and
quickly changed the subject, “Chef Romano, I hope you don’t think
I’m being, like, nosy, but what happened to Candy? How come you’re,
uh, working alone?”

“I’d rather not discuss it, my dear.” He squared his shoulders.
“Anyway she’s gone now and good riddance to the ungrateful little
airhead.”

“Airhead?” Chili blurted out. “I read in Darcy Lovejoy’s column
that you and Candy were an item.”

Romano sputtered, “Candy? Not on your life! You know, young
lady, you can’t believe everything you read.”

Godiva tried to listen, but the medication made her drowsy. As
her eyes closed, half-sentences floated through her fuzzy brain.
Candy gone? Who’s Candy? Can’t eat Candy, stomach hurts. Candy
Vandy—no Vander, no, Vanlooper. Candy gone?

Suddenly a letter she had gotten weeks ago popped into her head.
Just for a moment she saw it clearly:

Dear G.O.D.,

I work for an older guy who is handsome and
famous. I can’t get him interested because no matter what I do, he
always treats me like a baby. I hand him things and smile a lot,
but inside I want to scream “I LOVE YOU.” If I quit do you think he
might beg me to come back

~Baste or Bail

Godiva tried to concentrate. Loves her boss,
famous handsome guy, hands him things? Candy? Who cares? Doesn’t
matter. Think about it tomorrow. Chili’s eager voice jolted her
out of her stupor.

“That is sooo cool! Can we do it, Aunt Godiva? Please, say
yes.”

After forcing her eyelids open, Godiva looked at her niece’s
blurry image, “Huh?”

“The dinner, Aunt Godiva. Chef Romano offered to cook dinner for
us. Remember the show? You invited him. Please say yes.”

Romano flashed his famous smile, his chemically whitened teeth
glistening in the wash of the hospital room’s overhead light. “And
I promise there will be no shrimp or mushrooms on the menu. I
really want to make up for what happened, although I still can’t
imagine what went wrong. Vinny’s Vegetable Mart has nothing but the
finest produce. Still, maybe—but no, that’s ridiculous.”

As Romano sat there contemplating, Goldie interrupted the
silence.

“What’s ridiculous? What are you talking about? It sounds like
you think there was something more? You owe us an explanation, if
you have one. After all, that’s my sister lying in that bed. And,
you almost killed her!

Romano’s mustache twitched up and down. “I don’t want to talk
about it now. All I can say is this poisoning wasn’t the first
bizarre incident on the show. When I come over to cook for you,
we’ll have plenty of time to discuss all the strange things that
have been going on. Truthfully, I really do need to talk it over
with someone. Don’t worry, I promise you’ll be safe.”

Godiva fluttered those luxurio [...]
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