THE KEY LIME MYSTERY by Lucy Burdette aka Roberta Isleib

Note: Crime scene will be set with a figure at a table with her face down in a key lime pie. Also
on the table will be a Publix receipt, part of a note written in masculine handwriting saying C, |
swear | love you and | will tell her this weekend, a ballot from the Key West Woman’s club
election, and a cancelled apartment lease.

BARB ROSS: Welcome to our second annual Murder Mystery Tea! I’'m Barbara Ross, president
of the Friends of the Key West Library. If any of you are not yet members of our Friends group,
we sure would like you to join. You can visit the membership gurus at the break, and they will
take care of this!

Speaking of friends, I would like to thank the members of the board and volunteers and our
fabulous library staff who worked hard to put this party on. This event has been co-sponsored by
the Key West Woman’s Club, many of whom contributed goodies for the tea. Sam Blee
produced the beautiful program now in your hands and the staff produced the decorations and the
crime scene.

Here’s how the afternoon will go...our moderator will introduce the cast of suspects, and you’ll
hear their stories. Then we’ll take a break for tea, voting, joining the Friends, and Key West
Woman’s Club cookbook sales. You each should have a ballot in your program—write your
name on it and place it in the receptacle belonging to the suspect whom you believed committed
the murder. Once we gather back together, we’ll discuss the solution and the murderer will be
revealed, and prizes distributed—five winners of THE KEY LIME CRIME and five special
edition Friends of the Library hats. The grand prize winner will receive two complimentary
tickets to the Woman’s Club Garden Party Lunch, which takes place tomorrow!

Today’s mini mystery was written by Lucy Burdette aka past president Roberta Isleib, very
much in the tradition of our esteemed Guest of Honor last year, Ann Cleeves. Lucy admits that
she’s cribbed ideas shamelessly from her own books.

Now I will introduce the cast in order of appearance, and turn the proceedings over to our
moderator:

Moderator: Ellen White

Marlene Munder: Elena Devers

Ruth Patterson: Elise Hart Kipness

Bonnie Jean Goddard: Annette Holmstrom
Olive Bowser: Betty Darst

MODERATOR (Ellen): Imagine that you are sitting in an auditorium at the Key West library, a
room very much like this one. (Gestures around the room) You see the pea green walls, and you
can almost smell the beguiling scent of new books and imagine the hum of voices as the clever
librarians answer the challenging questions of their patrons. This time, you are not here for the
books or the librarians or even the computers. You have paid good money to hear from bakers



who have entered a contest to find the best pastry chef on the island. Their challenge has been to
prepare amazing delicacies from the Key West Woman’s Club Cookbook. Today are the finals,
the best of the best will display their creations. The winner will take home a substantial cash
prize, not to mention the honor and glory of being crowned top pastry chef in Key West.

But things have gone perilously wrong. The presumed front runner, Claudette Parker, has been
found poisoned to death. (Gestures to the crime scene.) All the chefs who entered the contest are
now murder suspects instead of prize winners. At the same time, there has been a terrible
explosion off Mallory Square—a boat that was carrying many of the Key West movers and
shakers on a sunset cruise has blown up, leaving them dogpaddling in the Gulf. Naturally, most
of the police officers and detectives in town have been pulled off their regular posts for the
rescue mission. While we wait for the authorities to arrive, your job will be to identify the real
murderer. You will hear the protestations and confessions of the suspects, and then we’ll break
for tea and voting. Be sure to peruse the crime scene before you vote—those clues might inform
your conclusion. Once we re-convene to hear the true story, five winners will be awarded prizes.

Now please meet our suspects, the chefs. I will ask each of them to describe what delicacy they
entered in the contest. Marlene Munder, will you start us off?

MARLENE MUNDER (Elena): I prepared a mango upside down cake that has been passed
down in my family from my grandmother. I still believe that homey cake that I chose to bake
was the best choice of the lot—simple and delicious. Even though it wasn’t included exactly as
written in the cookbook, I used local fruit plucked from our own mango tree, which has been
designated a Key West Heritage Tree by the Key West Tree Commission. The recipe is loaded
with island history! I considered the coconut cream cake which looked splendid, but it had too
many complicated steps for the average home cook. Don’t even get me started on Claudette’s
milles fieulles. No home baker could pronounce that, never mind make it! I hate to speak ill of
the dead, but why didn’t one of us recognize that outsiders might have seen this contest as
hopelessly rigged from the beginning?

MODERATOR: Thank you, Marlene. Now I’d like to hear about Ruth Patterson’s submission.

RUTH PATTERSON (Elise): I made a coconut cake with faux marshmallow frosting that first
appeared in the 1949 edition of the cookbook. You may remember seeing it in a column written
by Cory Malcom, the historian right here in the Key West library. It was originally submitted by
Etta Patterson, my very own great grandmother. She served that cake to several actual US
presidents. I made some changes of course—my great grandmother Etta prepared it with
marshmallows and a whole grated coconut. Marshmallows? Gah! That’s an ingredient I could
not endorse with enthusiasm—a hard stop for me. The freshly grated coconut would not be
something today’s cooks could easily manage. So naturally, I made those few tweaks. I’'m so
proud of my family heritage and I was thrilled to be in the contest. Claudette Parker—the
victim—brought a key lime milles fieulles to the contest. As you can imagine, there is no such
recipe in the Woman’s Club Cookbook. Did those people even know what puff pastry is? Did it
even exist in 19497

MODERATOR: Thank you, Ruth. Now on to Bonnie Jean Goddard.



BONNIE JEAN GODDARD (Annette): (Firmly.) I made a classic key lime pie. No gelatin, no
angostura bitters, no yogurt, no dried milk. And for heaven’s sake, no green food coloring! An
authentic key lime pie uses sweetened condensed milk and key lime juice. That’s how our
islander and nautical ancestors made it, because those ingredients were available and didn’t
require refrigeration. It’s delicious that way and it’s correct. If you want to use other ingredients,
fine! But it’s no longer an authentic recipe. (Takes a big breath as if to go on more...)

MODERATOR: Thanks Bonnie Jean. Let’s hear from Olive Bowser.

OLIVE BOWSER (Betty): I prepared a fresh orange cake with orange filling that I found in the
cookbook. Yes, it turned out flat like a cookie, but I believe there was an error in the copy
editing. Who was responsible for the copyediting? Why Claudette Parker of course! I looked at
the same recipe from the 1950’s—she’d reduced the flour from 5 cups to 2. Of course it failed!
Even though that flat cake was delicious, it looked like a flop, definitely not contest material. In
its place, I quickly whipped up a recipe of Mrs. Truman’s pudding. It sounds so very plain when
you read the ingredients aloud, but it’s surprisingly delicious. I urge you to try it!

MODERATOR: I understand there was a small kerfuffle in the practice round between Claudette
and one of you ladies. Please tell us in your own words what happened during the first-round
presentation of the pastries. At what point did you notice that something had gone wrong?

OLIVE BOWSER: It came on so suddenly. Off to the left of the stage, I saw a flash of
movement and before my brain could fully register what was coming, Claudette Parker had a key
lime pie slammed into her face. The pie tin slid off her nose and chin and clattered on the floor in
a puddle of green. Claudette’s eyes blinked like windshield wipers in heavy snow, working holes
in the whipped cream. I tried not to laugh, but you have to admit it was sort of funny. It reminded
me of a million sitcoms, in which something ridiculous happens to the main character. On the
other hand, Claudette was not laughing. The whole room fell silent as she began mopping her
face with a red bandana. Finally, she hissed, “You bitch.”

Oh my, so sorry to swear in public, but I’'m only repeating exactly what happened.
MODERATOR: I presume you must have seen who threw the pie at her?

OLIVE: Oh my, I couldn’t really say. (Giggles and fans herself with one hand.) But it might
have been Bonnie Jean, don’t you think? She’s the one who made such a big deal about entering
her authentic key lime pie into the contest.

BONNIE JEAN: Ridiculous! I had no reason to kill her and no reason to want her dead. Olive,
on the other hand, might have been in the process of being evicted by her landlord. I understand
she’d applied for a transient license to turn that apartment into an Air B and B.

MODERATOR: Olive, would you care to comment?



OLIVE: Bonnie Jean, that’s simply untrue and plain mean besides. She was only too happy to
have me as a tenant because renting an apartment above a noisy bakery was not so easy. They
start work in her bakery at 4 am and trust me when I say, the workers are not quiet and
considerate people.

MODERATOR: Interesting. Marlene, do you have any theories about who might have wanted
Claudette dead?

MARLENE MUNDER: I don’t have hard facts, but I do have a hypothesis. I imagine she
thought she could move down here from New England and break into the Key West social scene
and rise like cream right to the top. Key West looks so open-minded from the outside, right?
After all, we are all one human family and all that good stuff. But hardworking people still get
upset when they are sidelined. And today Claudette ran right into one baker’s buzz saw. (Shakes
her head mournfully.)

MODERATOR: Could you say more about how you observed her pushing her way into the
social scene?

MARLENE MUNDER: (Bites her lip, hesitating about what to say.) Here’s a small example.
She’d passed the word around that she was expecting to be the next president of the Friends of
the Key West Library. Why, she’d never spent ten minutes on their board! She was also trying to
insert herself into the Woman’s Club leadership when she’d only been in the community for a
year.

MODERATOR: It would seem to me that organizations like those must always be looking for
workers and leaders. But Claudette’s behavior bothered you because?

MARLENE: (Huffs) Because the right thing to do is get to know the town, its people, its
organizations, before pushing in, you know? She understood not one whisper of history on this
island. For example, she took over revising our precious third edition Woman’s Club cookbook
when she really knew nothing about it. But she persuaded the board by telling everyone she was
a fancy big chef. Then she put her own recipes in there, for heaven’s sake! I have been a member
of the Woman's Club since my 20s, and my mother was a member before me. My recipes come
from generations of love and skill. Claudette didn’t understand tradition — only trophies and
limelight. Say for example, she had won a leadership position in either the Friends or the
Woman’s Club. After all the hours others put into those organizations.... That would have made
me so sad. (Begins to sniffle.)

MODERATOR: (nods, turns to Ruth Patterson.) Please share your observations about Claudette
Parker. How well did you know her and where did you meet her?

RUTH PATTERSON: I can’t say I really knew her, if you know what I mean. But Bonnie
Jean’s husband sure did. Rather too well, if you get my drift. (Leans forward to fake whisper.)
What I mean is, Claudette was stark bare naked when Bonnie Jean met her. In bed with Bonnie
Jean’s own husband. Skewered. I heard Bonnie Jean telling one of the other ladies that the shock
of that moment could still creep up and pound her like a meat mallet.



MODERATOR to Ruth, nodding: Claudette’s murder was a gruesome and very public way to
die. That makes me think the murderer must have been someone very angry, no?

RUTH PATTERSON: Oh heavens, what would I know about that kind of rage? I only came for
the fun — and maybe to show off my coconut cake. It’s a family recipe, you know. (Simpers,
glances over at Marlene.) I love gossip, Prosecco, and buttercream. I don’t do anger. (Pauses.)
As I mentioned, I did, however, notice some tension between poor Claudette and Bonnie Jean.
(Bats eyelashes.)

BONNIE JEAN: But my husband is hardly your business, is he? We sorted that out weeks ago in
the privacy of our own home. And please explain to these good people why you even entered a
contest, when you don’t cook?

MODERATOR to Bonnie Jean: You seem to be a very technically accomplished baker. I
wondered if you have ideas about the possible poison that might have been used in the pie?
Wouldn’t it be noticeable right away, if something foreign was suspended in the body of the pie?

BONNIE JEAN GODDARD: For sure. Unless said foreign substance was ground very finely
and used in a small quantity, the particulates would change the consistency of the pie. So many
possible compounds could have been used. But almost all of them have a bitter aftertaste or a
peculiar flavor or completely change the texture. Now I’m wondering about something crunchy
that would seem like it belonged in the crust?

MODERATOR, innocently: Maybe some kind of nut?

BONNIE JEAN: That sounds exactly right. I read somewhere about the Jatropha Curcas. Its
common name is the Physic or Barbados nut. The seeds are used to create biodiesel fuel in some
countries, but the plant is dangerous because the seeds are delicious. And poisonous. (Bonnie
Jean begins to look worried.)

MODERATOR (with innocent expression): Is this plant local?

BONNIE JEAN: It’s found in the tropics though we don’t have one on site in our library’s Palm
Garden. For obvious reasons. Can you imagine the liability issues if one of our customers
ingested something poisonous right here in this garden? Something that a county worker
planted? (Hoots with anxious laughter.) Can the county sue itself?

MODERATOR: Perhaps you could tell us how you happen to know so much about poison
seeds?

BONNIE JEAN: I’ve tried baking various nuts into pie crusts because my husband does not get
enough protein in his diet. (Laughs a little hysterically.) Obviously, I don’t bake with poisonous
nuts because my husband is right here with us. (Points at a man in the audience.) I regret that any
key lime pie was used to kill this woman, but I had nothing to do with it!



MODERATOR: here’s one thing I’'m curious about. How did she happen to eat the Key lime
pie? Why in the world eat someone else’s contest entry?

OLIVE: (Raises her hand.) I learned the answer to this from being her upstairs neighbor. As the
mother/owner of two Australian shepherds, I take a lot of walks and so I can’t help seeing what’s
going on in her shop. As slender as Claudette was, and as fussy with recipes and ingredients, she
could not pass up a key lime pie. She didn’t care about cookies or chocolate cake or other
pastries, but that tropical treat was her downfall. Why, she’d even eat one from Publix!

RUTH: Exactly! She was named the Citizen of the Week in the Key West Citizen last week. She
talked about how she had to stay away from pie in her own bakery because she couldn’t resist it.
That’s why she herself made that fancy French dish that I cannot pronounce for this contest.
(Slaps a hand to her cheek.) Oh dear, I hope Olive hasn’t implicated herself with insider
information. (Olive shoots her a horrified look.)

RIGHT BEFORE THE BREAK:
Moderator (to audience):

And there you have it, ladies and gentlemen — four chefs, four stories, one poisoned pastry, one
dead star—ingredients that add up to a recipe for disaster. While you’re drawing your
conclusions, do take a look at the crime scene. In Claudette’s pockets and handbag, the following
was discovered: a Publix receipt, a ballot for the new slate of directors at the Key West Woman’s
Club, a note that appears to be from someone’s lover, and a cancelled lease folded up with the
paperwork applying for a transient license... Together, these amount to a trail of deadly crumbs
that led to a vicious murder.

Who had the motive? Who had the means? And who will crack like a conch shell under
pressure?

Stay tuned... the kitchen’s about to get #ot. Meanwhile, please help yourselves to delicious treats
prepared by members of the Woman’s Club and the Friends of the Library. We are fairly sure
that none are poisoned. (snickers) And do consider purchasing a copy of the cookbook!

BREAK

MODERATOR, after the break...now you’ve had the time to consider your options. (Suspects
smile and wave as they are mentioned.)

Could the murderer be RUTH PATTERSON, who’s so very proud of her family heritage and
history of baking? After all, her own grandmother entertained several presidents with her famous
coconut cake. Had Claudette been poised to expose her as a fraud, who entered a cake from
Publix into the contest, replacing the icing with her own? The Publix receipt found in Claudette’s
pocket might lead us to this conclusion.



Or perhaps it was BONNIE JEAN GODDARD, who discovered Claudette skewered on her
husband and now watches him like a hawk. She might be the only baker capable of constructing
a sophisticated piecrust containing ground, poisonous nuts, so delicious that the person eating the
pie would never notice the addition. In fact, the nibbler would only notice the unusual and
delectable sweetness. Possibly even gobble a second piece, before the poison infused her system
and began to shut it down.

Or maybe MARLENE MUNDER, who resented Claudette’s insertion of herself into town
leadership positions when she has lived here all her life—she’s a Conch through and through.
Her mother, Ruth Munder before her, was one of the organizers and editors of the 1988
cookbook edition. In addition to that, Claudette had decided to run against Marlene for KWWC
vice president. All signs (that is, informal polling of members) pointed to the strong possibility
that she would win the election. Or so Claudette bragged...

Or perhaps it was OLIVE BOWSER, who was desperately in need of an infusion of cash? She
lived in the apartment above Claudette’s shop, which rented at a very reduced rate. Recently
Claudette cancelled the lease purportedly because she didn’t want dogs on the property. And she
has applied for a special transient license as she planned to convert this apartment to an Air B
and B. It will be very hard for Olive to find another place at a decent price with two large and
furry dogs.

Will the real murderer please stand and explain herself?

The REVEAL from Ruth Patterson: Claudette threatened to expose my secret—my
“homemade” coconut cake recipe was actually bought from Publix and re-frosted with my
special homemade icing. It was a harmless white lie. Everyone loves those grocery store cakes,
so why bother baking it myself? But when Claudette waved the grocery receipt around, taunting
me and calling me a cake decorator, not a baker, that’s when things turned deadly. My family’s
history on this island means everything to me. I had been invited to do a segment on the Today
Show about my great grandmother and our family legacy of baking, and how I was carrying it
forward.

Are you familiar with the Scottish Scone sisters who have a popular baking show on TV? They
also asked me to appear as a contestant. But Claudette threatened to take the receipt to Cory
Malcom who would surely write about it in the Citizen and I would be completely humiliated.
(Smiles deviously.) I am very good at doctoring up store-bought baked goods, so they look
irresistibly homemade. That’s what I did with the pie—pressed those poisonous nuts all around
the edges of the crust. But I never meant to kill her, only to make her sick enough that she had to
leave the contest—and leave me alone!

She deserved what she got, she did! Ask any of these women and they will tell you the same
thing. We all had good reason to kill her. At least she went out eating something delicious!

Ruth is arrested. The 5 book and 5 hat winners are announced, plus grand prize, and prizes
distributed.



Moderator (to audience, smiling):

Thank you for joining our mystery tea this afternoon at the Key West Library. May all your
pastries be perfect — and your cookbook recipes poison-free! If you haven’t yet joined the
Friends of the Library, our members will be standing by to explain the benefits and take your
money!



