
SpeakEasy: Chapter 13 by D. L. Rose 

Grad student Ronni Long wants the past to come alive, but her centenarian source Julia doubts 

all the adventures of her long life should be revisited. Aren’t some things better left buried?  

It’s a chick-lit mystery with some history! 

Community Novel Project of the Topeka and Shawnee County Public Library  

A 20 chapter multi-author collaboratively-written novel 

Serialized weekly from April 2013 to August 2013  

 

 Begin with Chapter 1 and get the whole story at http://www.tscpl.org/community-novel 

* Read online, subscribe for email updates 

* Download for your ereader   

* Listen to the audiobook release 

 

The Community Novel Project is a model that may be replicated in other library and community 

writing groups. For information, contact project organizer Lissa Staley, Topeka and Shawnee 

County Public Library, 1515 SW 10
th

 Ave, Topeka, KS 66604  estaley@tscpl.org 785-580-4400  

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the 

author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblances to actual persons, living or 

dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 

Copyright 2013 by Topeka and Shawnee County Public Library 

  

http://www.tscpl.org/community-novel
mailto:estaley@tscpl.org


Chapter 13 by D. L. Rose  

 

Ronni came to with Donna crouched above her, worry creasing her forehead. She started to 

sit up, but Donna held her down. 

“Whoa. Are you okay? Maybe you shouldn’t be rushing to get back up so fast. Do you need 

food? Juice?” 

Ronni waved her concerns away and tried again to sit up. She hadn’t realized Donna could 

worry like that. But the last thing she needed was to end up bundled in bed with chicken soup. 

“I’m fine,” she said, and it was only partly a lie. Physically, she probably was fine. Mentally 

and emotionally? Not so much. 

“Are you sure? I can call Pete. I don’t want to leave you alone and have something terrible 

happen while I’m in class.” Something terrible already had happened, but Ronni wasn’t about to 

say that to Donna. Especially not while she looked so worried. 

“Sure. Call Pete so you can feel better and get to class. I don’t want you failing because I had 

a little spill.” Donna looked as though maybe she wanted to refute the “little spill” part of her 

statement, but thankfully she said nothing. Instead she moved into the other room to call her 

brother, leaving Ronni alone. 

Ronni let out a sigh of relief and reached over to retrieve the picture from where it had 

drifted. She turned it over and forced herself to comb it for details. Everything depended on the 

details. 

Plain wall in the background. Thick rope around her, probably something you could pick up 

at any hardware store. Basic bandanna in her mouth. 

She shied away from examining her mother’s eyes in the picture. If anything was reflected in 

them other than terror, she probably wouldn’t have been able to make it out without some 

computer assistance anyway. Taking a deep breath, Ronni slipped the picture back into the 

envelope and closed her bedroom door. Climbing underneath her bed, she retrieved the phone 

that she kept taped to the back side of her headboard and crawled back out before turning it on to 

dial the only number in the phone’s contacts. 

“Ronni?” came the answer from the other end. “I wasn’t expecting to hear from you until 

next week. Is something wrong?” 

“Yes,” she hissed, trying to keep her voice low enough that Donna wouldn’t hear. 

“Everything is wrong! What have you gotten me into? I’m being followed, people are dying, and 

now my mother has been kidnapped.” 

“Your mother?” he asked. “By who? Who even knows about your mother?” 

“At this point, I don’t know. Not Charles.” She ran a hand through her hair and let out a 

breath. “I don’t know where this goes, but he is the tip of the iceberg. And the cheating ring isn’t 

what they’re after. People don’t kill over test scores.” 

“Are you sure?” he asked with a snort. “People get pretty competitive.” 

“Please don’t make jokes right now.” 

“Fine,” he said. “I’ve got your report. You know we can’t go in right now without blowing 

the whole investigation. But I’ll send you a special pizza. If they call for ransom, get it recorded 

and send it to me as soon as you can. We’ll worry about finding your mom. You worry about 

protecting Julia.” 

Ronni shook her head but agreed out loud. She wanted to be finding her mom and letting 

someone else protect Julia. Especially since she still hadn’t figured out how her cheating ring 



investigation could have led to the elderly woman in the first place. There was a knock on her 

bedroom door and she jumped. 

“Gotta go,” she whispered into the phone. Hanging up, she hid the phone behind her back 

and moved to her door. Opening it a crack, she smiled at Donna. 

“Pete’s coming over. I have to go to class, but I should be back not long after he gets here. 

He was at work, so it’ll be a bit of a drive. You sit. Okay? Don’t do anything dangerous while 

I’m gone.” 

Ronni held back a laugh. Breathing felt pretty dangerous at the moment. 

“I promise. Nothing dangerous. Go to class.” Donna nodded, and Ronni was left alone. 

Moving to the computer she shared with Donna, Ronni rushed to scan the picture of her mother. 

She emailed it to her contact, then erased it from the drive. By the time she’d finished that, she’d 

received her “pizza” delivery and added the tiny attachment to her phone. She’d barely sat down 

after that when there was a knock on the front door. With just a glance out the peephole, she 

swung the door open wide. 

“Geez, Pete. How fast did you drive? I wasn't expecting you for at least another 10 minutes.” 

“Why? You gonna write me a ticket?” Rolling her eyes, she pulled Pete into the apartment 

and shut the door behind her. Clearly he was still upset about her being a cop. 

“Nice of you to tell the whole neighborhood. Thanks.” His sheepish expression nearly made 

her apologize for her sarcasm, but she couldn’t afford to get too friendly with him. Not now. 

“Donna said you passed out. Are you okay?” he asked. She allowed him to change the 

subject only because she didn’t want the awkward silence to last any longer. 

“I’m fine. I just got some bad news. Really bad news.” 

“Bad enough that you passed out?” He sounded skeptical, and she didn’t blame him. Rather 

than answer his questions, she found the envelope and passed it to him. She sat on the couch as 

he opened it, staring at her phone and willing it to ring. 

“Whoa,” he breathed, looking at the picture. “Who is this?” 

“My mother,” she said, rubbing her face. “My real one.” 

“What do you mean, your real one?” he asked. She sighed and leaned back on the couch. 

“I’m undercover. I can’t exactly be dragging my mother to dinner dates. I had a fake mother 

to go with the rest of my fake life. But that’s my real mother. And I have no idea how anyone 

could have found her.” It was quiet for a moment as the enormity of her situation sunk in. This 

time, Ronni didn’t mind the silence. 

“So, which mom was having the blood pressure problems?” Pete asked. All the blood drained 

from her face at his words. Ronni knew Pete didn’t need to hear her response. He simply moved 

to sit next to her on the couch, wrapping his arms around her. “She’s going to be fine,” he 

reassured her. “But maybe you need to call the police.” She couldn’t help but laugh. 

“I am the police, remember? I’m just waiting for the phone to ring. Whoever sent me that 

picture has to call me with their demands at some point, right?” He pulled away, and she missed 

his closeness. 

“What does it mean if they don’t call?” he asked. It was a question she didn’t want to answer. 

Thankfully, her phone chose that moment to ring, saving her from having to. She’d never 

answered a call so quickly in her life, and it was pressed to her ear before the first ring was over. 

“Hello?” 

“You’ve received our message,” a woman’s voice said. She sounded familiar, but Ronni 

couldn’t figure out who she was. 

“Yes,” she said, though the woman hadn’t asked a question. 



“We’d be willing to let bygones be bygones if you hand over the jewels,” the woman said. 

“And the jewel thief.” 

“Julia isn’t a thief,” Ronni said. She couldn’t outright refuse their demands. It would mean 

choosing Julia over her own mother, and she couldn’t even contemplate that. “I want to talk to 

my mother,” she added. The woman on the other end laughed. 

“She’s fine. She’s resting now. Kidnapping is hard on the blood pressure.” Ronni could feel 

tears building, and she turned around, not wanting Pete to see her cry. A hysterical breakdown 

might be fine for Ronni the anthropology student, but she was Ronni the undercover agent now, 

and if he saw her cry she wasn’t sure he’d ever trust her instincts again. 

“No point in negotiating with you if I don’t have assurance that she’s alive,” she said, 

fighting to keep her voice steady. Another laugh from the other end. 

“If you plan to negotiate at all, you’ll have to keep your boss out of things. I think we both 

know his policy in that regard.” There was a pause, and Ronni had to literally bite her tongue to 

keep from breaking the silence. Too much talking would interfere with any background noises 

from the other end. 

“Fine, Veronica,” the voice said with a sigh. “I’ll have your mother call you in five minutes. 

After that, you’d better be ready to make a deal.” The call ended before Ronni could reply. 

An hour later, Ronni paced the floor while Pete watched, an amused smile on his face. She 

wasn’t sure how he could be so calm, but someone had to be. The short phone call with her 

mother had done little to settle her nerves. 

“What are you smiling about?” she asked. He shrugged. 

“I just thought of something. Why did you need a fake mom?” 

She let out an exasperated sigh. There was no guarantee that he was taking their conversation 

anywhere useful, but she supposed she’d have to go along with it for now. 

“Charles and I had been dating long enough that it was about time to meet the parents. I 

couldn’t very well introduce him to my real mother. I couldn’t be sure she wouldn’t accidentally 

mention my real job.” Pete leaned back with a satisfied smile. Ronni raised an eyebrow. “What?” 

“You’re dating Charles for your job,” he said. 

“So?” 

“So I just wanted to hear that. Despite my misgivings about your job, I am still interested.” 

Rubbing at her forehead, she sighed again. Why did he have to push her on everything? 

“By the time my investigation is over, you won’t be nearly so interested.” 

“Why not?” 

“I told you what I’m investigating, right?” she asked. He nodded. 

“Yeah. Some cheating ring.” 

“They’re cheating on the bar exam,” she said, hoping he’d get it without her having to say it 

out loud. 

“So?” he said, but she could tell when he finally figured it out. He stood up and actually 

looked angry for the first time since she’d met him. “So Donna’s a law student. You’re friends 

with her because of your job.” The accusation in his eyes twisted Ronni's stomach into knots. 

“I’m roommates with Donna because of my job. I’m friends with her because I like her.” He 

seemed unconvinced and Ronni couldn’t really blame him. “It’s not like it’s easy to lie to 

everyone around you,” she said. 

“Yeah. I’m sure it gives you headaches.” If she hadn’t felt so terrible already, she might have 

commented on his sarcasm. As it was, she headed to the kitchen to get herself a drink. Her boss 

should be calling her any moment with an update on their search for her mother. If they didn’t 



find her soon, Ronni might have to go looking for her alone. Pulling down a glass, she wondered 

if they still had any alcohol from their housewarming party. She climbed up on the counter and 

rummaged around in the tops of the cupboards. 

“What are you doing?” 

Ronni nearly fell off the counter when Pete spoke from behind her. 

“Geez. Make some noise when you walk, will you?” She returned to rummaging through the 

cupboards. 

“Okay.” Pete stomped on the floor a couple times, then held his hands out. “Now, what are 

you doing?” 

“I’m looking for something to drink.” 

“I think that’s what a refrigerator is for.” It suddenly annoyed her that he spoke so 

intelligently. Who actually said refrigerator anymore? It was a fridge. 

“Look,” she said, sticking her hand into the cranny at the back of a cupboard. “My mother’s 

kidnapped, my fake boyfriend is probably a killer, there are people trying to steal from a sweet 

old lady I’ve recently befriended, and this guy won’t stop hitting on me even though my life is 

just a little bit insane at the moment. I need a real drink.” Her brow wrinkled in confusion as her 

fingers hit something that was definitely not alcohol, but wasn’t supposed to be in the cupboard, 

either. Pulling it out, she stared at the prepaid cell phone in her hand. “What is this?” Flipping it 

open, she tried to figure out what it might have been doing hidden in the kitchen. But there was 

only one name in the contacts. 

Mother. 
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About Chapter 13 Author D. L. Rose 

D. L. Rose has been writing since she was old enough to hold a pencil. The Community Novel 

Project is an exercise in writing without a plan, something she very rarely does otherwise. 30 

Days of PreWriting, her ebook, is available on Amazon and her other writings can be found at 

maidenfine.com. When not writing, she is a homeschooling homemaker with two adorable 

minions and a cat. Author photo by Morgan Chilson. 

An Interview with D. L. Rose 

Why did you want to participate in the Community Novel Project? 

The first reason is that I just love writing. Second, I specifically love collaborative writing. When 

it works, it can be so much more amazing than single-author writing. Third, I am a huge Lissa 

Staley fan and I'd pretty much support any project she came up with that could use a 

writer/editor/blogger/homeschooling mom. And fourth, I find that the publishing world is in an 

interesting place right now. It's still really hard for an author to get traditionally published. And 

even though it's easy to self-publish, it's also still hard to make a living doing that. I feel like this 

project is great experience for those considering self-publishing, and it's also very encouraging 

for those who are considering giving up because of how difficult things are in publishing right 

now. It provides a place to learn all the different parts of self-publishing. It provides a place for 

unpublished writers to get their name on the cover of a book. And it provides all of that with a 

nice support system to encourage and help through the trouble spots. Not to mention, after a few 

of them, I think Topeka will start to become a place known for it's writers and art community 

that is so encouraging, rather than being cutthroat and fueled exclusively by money. 

What do you like about the premise and characters of this year's Community Novel Project 

Speak Easy? What challenges you about them? 

I really liked that the premise this year was open-ended. It didn't even really set up a major 

conflict like the first year's did. Last year's premise had a built-in end point (the conference in 

LA) that then became difficult to work in after the process of writing led the plot to other places. 

This year was really just a starting point and some information about a couple characters and the 

http://www.amazon.com/30-Days-of-PreWriting-ebook/dp/B005ZT75CW
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major conflict was not directed from there. That's good and bad, since it also means that things 

can wander all over without something to pull back to. But I think we were given some very 

interesting characters and history to work with. I will say, I was somewhat nervous about the 

amount of research that I anticipated having to do. But by the time the novel made it to me, that 

ended up not being a problem. 

What was your first reaction when you saw the chapter before yours? 

Both novels have had one chapter that ended with a mysterious envelope being opened. And I 

had hoped that I wouldn't be left with one of those, trying to figure out what was in the envelope. 

And then of course, I was. So I had a few moments of "Oh no. Now what am I going to do?" 

And then I thought of it like a word problem in a math class and I broke it down and thought 

through it and the answer pretty much came up with itself. 

What is your favorite and least favorite addition that you contributed to this novel in your 

chapter? 

Least favorite: The kidnapped mother. It seemed so exciting when I came up with it, but then I 

found that it was more difficult to write than I expected. A character being kidnapped is really 

exciting, if you get to write from that character's point of view. It is not so exciting if you're 

writing it from the view of someone who hasn't been kidnapped and is therefore mostly just 

waiting around for something to happen. 

Favorite: The phone at the end. I felt like my chapter was that space where things in a book get 

worse, but the characters don't know what to do next because they don't have enough information 

to go on. My hope is that the phone will lead the characters somewhere that will give them the 

information they need to tackle all the problems that have gotten jumbled together. 

What do you hope happens or doesn't happen in the chapters that come after yours? 

I answered some of that in the last question. But I also hope that Pete and Ronnie at least make a 

plan for a future together. I don't need it to be all kissing and romance during the book. But I 

really hope that their connection continues and at the end of everything Pete will say "Well, now 

that we got all that taken care of, you want to go to a movie?" Or something like that. I also want 

things to turn out in a way that makes Julia thankful that Ronnie came into her life. 

How did you write your chapter - in a burst of inspiration or carefully outlined? 

I am normally an outline person, but I outline at a larger level than a chapter. I usually have a 

general outline of a novel and then I let the smaller parts happen more organically. So I couldn't 

really outline for just a chapter. But I did think about my chapter for several days before I wrote 

anything. And I took lots of notes as I read the chapters before mine. I spent a lot of time making 

lists and little charts to come up with my thoughts on where things were headed. 

Any memorable stories to share about your writing experience? 



No matter how well-planned my chapter choice seemed when I made it in January, life had other 

plans. I ended up writing while moving. It was our longest, most ridiculously last minute and 

unplanned, disorganized move ever. And I was without a computer for about 5 days during that 

time. So it was very difficult to get enough rest to think straight and then once my thoughts were 

straight to find my computer and enough time to get it all written. 

What have you learned about writing fiction from participating in this project? 

No two authors think alike. I think that's both the challenge and the beauty of collaborative 

writing. Two authors could look at the same premise and start it different ways. And each author 

would continue from what came before in a different way. It is definitely a practice in what it 

really means to let your writing stand on its own. If you have to explain to the next author what 

you were doing in your chapter, you probably weren't doing it right. 

What is your writing background? What do you usually write? How was this project different? 

When I was in elementary school, I wrote a little story that I showed to the school's librarian. She 

really encouraged me to keep writing and she helped me to illustrate it and write it really nicely. 

Then she published in the school library. I didn't find out until years later that my brother had 

actually checked out my little book at one point. I think I was probably in second grade at the 

time. And there hasn't really been a time since then when I didn't feel like writing was something 

I was made for (even though I didn't contemplate it as a career until middle school). I normally 

write fantasy or light science fiction. I greatly enjoy taking normal people and just asking "What 

would (s)he do if they could see ghosts? Or fly? Or a werewolf was chasing them?" A project 

like this, is a lot less likely to include those supernatural elements just because people who don't 

write the "weird" stuff usually get uncomfortable trying to write it more than people who do 

write it get uncomfortable writing "normal." 

Who is your favorite librarian? 

Lissa Staley! I think everyone should pick a favorite librarian and turn their name into a chant. It 

would be good for the world (and librarians). 

 


