
 

Murder by Page One
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A helpful clerk pointed me in the direction of 
the camping section for the snake repellent. 
After a quick trip through the checkout lane, I 

was back outside. The shadows had started to lengthen. 
The weather had cooled, but it was still warm enough to 
be comfortable without a jacket. The slight breeze car-
ried the scent of the nearby coast.

I spotted my little sedan across the parking lot. From 
this distance, it seemed snake-free. Still, I prepared my-
self to enter the vehicle with caution. I glanced to my left 
before stepping off the sidewalk.

“Watch out!” a female voice screamed from behind 
me.

At the same time, a flash of movement in my periph-
eral vision claimed my attention. My head spun to the 
right. My brain rushed to verify what my eyes couldn’t 
believe. A dark mid-sized sedan was zooming straight 
toward me. There was no way the driver couldn’t see 
me. It wasn’t that dark. They never swerved, never blew 
the horn. Never. Stopped.

Were they targeting me?



I jumped back up to the sidewalk. As the sedan 
sped past, a gust of wind slammed into my back. I went 
cold. The car had been so close. Too close. It could’ve 
run me down. My legs quivered like Jell-O before giving 
out altogether. I crumbled onto the sidewalk. Disjointed 
thoughts spun around my head: Phoenix, a dark sedan, 
and an out-of-state license plate.

“Are you all right?” A petite older woman rushed to 
my side. She pressed both of her hands onto my shoul-
ders as though offering support.

I tilted my head to meet her eyes. She looked almost 
as panic-stricken as I felt. “You saved my life. Thank 
you.” My voice wobbled in the middle and at both ends.

My guardian angel’s brown eyes widened. Her thin 
black eyebrows flew up her forehead. “Oh, honey, don’t 
think like that. Are you hurt?”

I tried to shake my head, but my whole body was 
still trembling. “I don’t think so.”

“That was crazy.” Anger pulsed in her voice. “Some 
people are so selfish. They think they’re the only ones 
allowed to move in the parking lot.” She glared in the 
direction the car had flown. It had disappeared without 
a trace.

“‘Selfish’ is one way to describe it.” Homicidal was 
another. I struggled to push myself to my feet.

“Careful. Don’t move too fast.” My rescuer braced my 
left arm to support me.

“Thank you.” More than anything, I appreciated her 
just being there after my scare, the second one in less 
than two hours. “I’m Marvey Harris.”

“Sharon Hirose.” She looked up at me, cradling my 
arm as though afraid to let me go. “Do you want me to 
take you to the hospital?”



“Oh, no. I’m fine.” My teeth still chattered, though. 
“Thank you again so much for calling out to me and for 
checking on me. You’re truly a good Samaritan.”

Sharon’s pale cheeks pinkened. “Anyone would’ve 
done the same.”

Being a New Yorker, I wasn’t sure about that. “I’m 
grateful you were nearby.”

She accompanied me to my car. We checked the 
parking lot twice to make certain it was clear before we 
proceeded. “Be careful on your drive home. Do you live 
far?”

“No, but I’ll be careful. And, please, you do the 
same.” I smiled down at her before deactivating my car 
alarm. “Thanks again.”

“You’re welcome. Good night.” She turned to leave.
“Sharon?” I waited until she turned back to me. “Did 

you happen to notice the car’s license plate number?”
She gave me an apologetic shrug. “I’m sorry. I didn’t, 

but if you report it to the deputies, I’ll be your witness. 
The license plate looked like a rental.” She gave me her 
email address and home phone number.

“I work at the Peach Coast Library.” I fished a busi-
ness card from my wallet. “Do you have a library card?”

Once back in my car, I found a music radio station 
and pumped up the volume on a favorite 1980s dance 
song to help settle my nerves. During the drive home, 
I stopped feeling shaken and started getting angry. By 
the time I parked the car in my attached garage, I was 
once again shaking, but this time with temper, not fear.

Phoenix stretched out at his usual station in front 
of the French doors, surveying the backyard. I sat 
cross-legged beside him and scooped him onto my lap. 
I cuddled and petted him while I filled him in on my 



day—only the happy parts. He seemed fine. After a few 
moments, I rose to check on his water bowl and food 
dish. Phoenix’s water bowl was empty, but I wished he’d 
show a little more interest in the food. Fortunately, our 
appointment with the veterinarian was scheduled for 
tomorrow after work, less than twenty-four hours away.

Turning back to the dining table, I fished my phone 
from my handbag and sent a text to Jo and Spence. Can 
you come to my house tonight? Sorry for late notice, but 
would really like your thoughts on developments I think 
are related to case. I proofed the text before sending it to 
make sure it had the proper punctuation.

Within two minutes, they’d both agreed to join me 
in half an hour. Perfect! That gave me enough time to 
apply the snake repellant before it got dark and to call 
the sheriff’s office to report my near-fatal hit-and-run in 
the general store parking lot. I also might be able to re-
search out-of-state-license plates. I was almost certain 
the car that had tried to strike me was the same dark 
sedan that had threatened Willy Wednesday night. Why 
would someone use a rental car to try to harm me? To 
remain anonymous, of course.

These weren’t coincidences. Someone was out to get 
me.


