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Readers’ Praise for Attorney-At-Paw

When Chrissy’s daddy is found dead, the little dog is sent off to the animal shelter. Enter Autumn Clarke, a sufferer of PTSD who needs help with panic attacks. Chrissy helps her new mommy and Autumn decides that for her to give Chrissy the help she needs, they need to find out who killed her daddy. Enter Detective Raymond Reed. The three, plus Ray’s dog Ace, solve the clues and find the murderer. I was kept guessing until the end, changing my mind several times as to the guilty party. Attorney-at-Paw is a fun read and a mind stretcher.

—Carla Jo Worth

Loved it! Dogs do indeed have a way of communicating with us that is hard to believe. The two I live with have lowered my blood pressure so that I don’t have to take medication for it any longer. It was a joy to read.

—Cathy Ott

This was a lovely and enjoyable read! Diane Wing’s descriptions are so vivid you can easily visualize and feel what is happening. Her characters are multidimensional and relatable.  Looking forward to future adventures with Chrissy and Autumn!

—Judy Levin

Diane has created a heartwarming read for sleuths and dog lovers alike. The story underscores that when one door closes, another door often opens without one realizing it. Love is the greatest healer of all pain. After finding and healing each other, Autumn and Chrissy spread love wherever they go while providing healings and even solving a murder. This book is a quick read that holds your attention and resonates long after you have read the last sentence. If you liked the Nancy Drew series, you will LOVE the adventures of Autumn and Chrissy!

—Monique Chapman

Attorney-at-Paw is a mystery with heart.  A quick, fun read, filled with warmth and suspense. Stands with anything from the Hallmark Channel. Not just for dog lovers.

—Tim W. Burke

Attorney-at-Paw is a sure bet for those who love dogs and mysteries. While the genre is not one that I usually read, I’m always looking for a book with a canine hero/heroine. Chrissy fits the bill! Looking forward to the next edition of Chrissy’s mysteries.

—Steven Cohen

I loved this book!! As I read, I felt the bond between Chrissy and her new pet parent. As a pet parent to a Shih Tzu, Ms. Wing has captured the magic and uncanny intelligence of this breed. I loved the locality to the Philadelphia/Bucks County area. I truly appreciated the omission of foul language and intimate sexual suggestion. This book is an easy read and a perfect introduction to continued writings. Very much looking forward to the next installment!

—Joann Schlindwein

I’m a sucker for a good dog book. Generally, I like to read hardboiled thrillers. But when a good author places a dog on center stage, I can’t resist. Attorney-at-Paw: A Chrissy the Shih Tzu Mystery is a fun read. I thoroughly enjoyed it. But, what can I say? Who wouldn’t like Chrissy?

—Michael Carrier

A fun read: Rin Tin Tin and Lassie would give this murder mystery 4.5 to 5 barks. It’s an easy read that starts out a little slow with a great deal of detail as background and foreground. The plot takes several twists and turns as Chrissy communicates hints - in some surprising ways - from her low point of view. Kids 10 and older will enjoy this book. A must read if you, a loved one, or your friend have had to deal with PTSD.

—Charlie (via Amazon)

I love cozy mysteries and this one was a delightful read. Two lonely beings (one human and one adorable canine) are brought together by recent tragedies in their lives. They bond right away and help each other heal by solving a mystery together. The telepathic visions are an unexpected touch. Looking forward to more Autumn & Chrissy mysteries from this author.

—L. M. Spaeth

Chrissy, a Shih Tzu, might be small, but she’s protective of her now-dead master. A detective on the scene goes and gets his partner out of the car – Ace, a German Shepherd, who takes over and gets Chrissy to move. Detective Reed would like to keep her, and it was pulling on his heartstrings. Instead, he arranges for her to go to a no-kill shelter. Autumn needed to open herself to love again and heads out to adopt one small dog. As she looked at the dogs, the desperation in their barks reminded her of a fatal accident. One look at Chrissy’s dark, sad eyes and Autumn knew she’d be going home with her. The newspaper tells the story and the dog is the only witness, it seems. Autumn decides to look into it and crosses the path of the detective. A very different type of plot, and very well done. The way the clues are revealed is intriguing. I will look for more by this talented author.

—Ellen Oceanside
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OBITUARY – The Knollwood News

Gary Martin – 1978 - 2018

AGE: 40, Knollwood, Pennsylvania

Gary Martin passed away suddenly on Friday, April 18, 2018, at his home in Knollwood, PA. Born in New Hope, PA, Gary was 40 years old (4/20/78 - 4/18/18). Beloved son of Chase and Rebecca Martin and loving brother of Anna Martin. He is also survived by his treasured dog, Chrissy. As an attorney, Gary practiced criminal law in Pennsylvania at the law office of Martin & Evans, LLC.

Relatives and friends are invited to Gary’s Life Celebration and viewing on Saturday between 9:30—11 a.m. at Rosencrantz Funeral Home of New Hope, 444 Route 1 North. His Funeral Service will be held at 11 a.m. Entombment will follow at Forest Green Memorial Park. In lieu of flowers, please make a donation in Gary’s name to your local animal shelter or national animal welfare organization.








OBITUARY – The Knollwood News

Stella Clarke – 1965 – 2018 – AGE: 53

George Clarke – 1966 – 2018 – AGE: 52

Knollwood, Pennsylvania

Stella and George Clarke passed away in a car crash on Tuesday, January 14, 2018, in Knollwood, PA. Both were born and raised in Knollwood, PA, Stella was 53 years old and George was 52 years old. They are survived by their daughter, Autumn Clarke (28 years old). George and Stella were active in the community. Stella did fundraising for the treatment of drug abuse and addiction in Bucks County. George Clarke was a respected CPA with an accounting practice in Knollwood. They were valued members of the community, always ready to help in times of need. Stella and George will be deeply missed by all who knew them.

Relatives and friends are invited to their remembrance on Thursday from 1 pm to 7 pm at Grover Funeral Home of Knollwood, 213 Sycamore Street. In lieu of flowers, please make a donation in Stella and George’s name to your local drug addiction treatment center.
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Squatting over a dead body was not Detective Raymond Reed’s ideal lunchtime activity. The coroner estimated time of death as the night before around seven. It was almost one o’clock now. His stomach growled. The glare from the crystal chandelier hung high over the marble tile of Gary Martin’s foyer bothered his eyes and made him cranky. Or maybe it was the fact that there were five officers and medical personnel working the scene and ignoring the little Shih Tzu shivering next to the body.

He stroked the pup’s head before going through the dead man’s pockets. He found gum, a receipt for the gum from a convenience store with a time and date stamp of yesterday evening at five fourteen, and his cell phone. His keys lay on the floor next to him. 

Ray handed the phone to the officer closest to him.

“Sergeant, can you please see if you can find next of kin and put me on with them when you do?”

“Sure thing, Detective.”

“Can you also find something to eat and drink for the dog? Maybe distract her with a toy?”

The sergeant nodded and went for the Shih Tzu, who backed up and growled in warning.

“I don’t think she’s interested, Detective.”

Ray went out to his SUV and opened the hatch. His partner, German shepherd dog Ace, jumped out of the back and followed him into the house.

He knelt down next to Ace. “How about helping me with this little one, pal?”

Ace walked over to the Shih Tzu, who looked up at him towering over her. He gave her a little nudge. She held her ground. Ace let out a single bark, and the Shih Tzu stepped away from the body. Ace sat next to her.

Ray patted Ace and his charge on the head and went back to work. There were no apparent bruises or injuries on the body. He looked at the Shih Tzu.

“I wish you could tell me what happened here, little one.”

Chrissy stared at him with an intensity that took him off guard.

“The victim’s sister, Anna Martin, sir.” The sergeant handed over the phone.

“Ms. Martin? This is Detective Raymond Reed of the Knollwood Police Department.”

“Yes?” Ray noted her voice was filled with expectation and foreboding.

“I’m sorry to inform you that your brother was found dead in his home about an hour ago.”

Ray listened for an emotional reaction but got only silence.

“Ms. Martin?”

“Yes. I’m just shocked at the news.”

Ray heard annoyance rather than shock, as though her brother’s death was an inconvenience rather than a tragedy. 

“Ms. Martin, when was the last time you spoke to your brother?”

“Last week maybe. Why?”

“His dog was found alive sitting next to the body.”

“Her name is Chrissy. That dog meant more to him than his own family.”

Resentment and cool disgust landed in Ray’s trained ear.

“Would you or your family like to come get her and identify the body?”

“I’ll identify the body, but I don’t want the dog. Send her to a shelter.”

Being an animal lover and a dog owner himself, her reaction made him angry. 

Controlling his voice, he said, “May we take her bedding and toys to the shelter also?”

“Whatever. I don’t want any of that stuff.”

Ray clenched his jaw.

“When are you available to come and identify the body?”

“I have to get my parents situated first. It will take about an hour to get there.”

“I can meet you at the coroner’s office at four this afternoon.”

Anna sighed. “Fine.” Ray heard a click, and she was gone.

Ray tucked the phone into the breast pocket of his suit jacket and looked at Chrissy.

“Chrissy,” he said. 

She looked at him.

“I’m sorry little one. We’ll have to take you someplace where they’ll take good care of you.”

Her dark eyes shone with moisture, pulling at Ray’s heartstrings.

“You don’t want to go with your aunt anyway. Someone nice will come along.”

Chrissy put her head down. Ace nuzzled her. Ray asked one of the officers to call Animal Control and instruct them to take Chrissy to a no-kill shelter.

“Can someone please gather all of Chrissy’s belongings and put them in bags to go with her?”

He wished he could take her, but he had his hands full with Ace. He watched as a woman from Animal Control gently scooped her up and rubbed her back, while another staffer grabbed two bags of Chrissy’s things. Chrissy looked over the woman’s shoulder at Ray. When they turned, he saw her tail limp, and almost stopped them, but a strong instinct told him that something good would come out of this.

Back at the station, Ray gobbled a sandwich as he went through the address book of Gary’s cell phone. Ace sat under his desk sharing bits of his lunch. Ray methodically made a list of those he wanted to question. Anna was at the top of the list, followed by Gary’s partner, Vaughn Evans, and the woman who reported the death, Corinne Taylor.

Preliminary list complete, he called the shelter to make sure Chrissy had arrived and settled in. They reported that she would not eat or play. Ray was not surprised after everything she had been through.

Then he called Gary Martin’s law office to find out about his will. A woman named Lisa Coleman answered. She told him the will was in probate and a matter of public record, so she gave him the beneficiary information.

He noted the time and headed over to the medical examiner’s office to meet Anna Martin. She was already in the waiting area when Ray arrived, her sour expression contrary to the situation at hand.

“Ms. Martin?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Detective Reed. We spoke on the phone.”

“Right. Let’s get this over with.”

Ray showed her into an interview room.

“Where’s the body?”

Ray noticed that she did not say “my brother.”

“Please have a seat. I’d like to ask some questions that will give me a better picture of Gary.”

“What for?”

“Please, Ms. Martin. This is standard procedure and your cooperation is appreciated.”

She sat back and crossed her arms.

“May I have your address?”

She gave it to him with a curt tone.

“That’s about an hour from here, correct?”

“Yes.”

“When was the last time you spoke to Gary?”

“I told you before. It might have been last week.”

“What did you talk about?”

“What we always talk about. I needed money to take care of my parents.”

“Did Gary provide for them normally?”

“Not voluntarily. I always had to ask. Listen, I need to get back home.”

“We’re almost finished. How would you describe your relationship with the deceased?”

She chuckled. “Not great. We only spoke when we had to. Now I don’t need to speak with him at all.” Her mouth tightened to a thin line.

“Where were you day before yesterday around seven in the evening?”

“Home with my parents.” She said without hesitation.

Ray nodded his head and made a note.

“Were you aware that you are the sole beneficiary in Mr. Martin’s will?” 

“Does that make me some kind of suspect?”

“What do you believe Mr. Martin died from?”

“How should I know? I’m not a doctor!” She waited a beat. “That’s enough. Show me the body and let me get out of here.”

Ray closed his notepad and showed her into the viewing room.
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Autumn Clarke shook off visions of the tractor-trailer grill filling the windshield and echoes of twisting metal, screams, and sirens. Toes curling in her shoes, she steadied herself against the brick wall and took a calming, deep breath that brought her back to the present. She looked around to see if anyone witnessed her episode. She hated when it happened in public places and desperately wanted to reclaim her self-control.

Panic subsiding, her focus shifted to the industrial glass doors that challenged her to enter with no promise of success. Autumn was afraid to love again, yet embers of hope glowed in the darkness and faith smoldered in her heart. This was the first step toward healing, and she opened to it like a folklorist drawn to an ancient fairy tale. 

Her treatment plan had hit a wall. The nightmares of that fateful day crept into her waking consciousness. The recent rise in anxiety prompted her psychiatrist, Doctor Wesley Harper, to add this latest intervention. To heal, she needed to welcome love back into her life. So here she stood, despite intense skepticism and fear.

Taking a deep breath, she took a leap of faith with nothing to lose. She pulled open the glass door to the sterile, cinder block building, the smell of pungent disinfectant conjuring images of the hospital emergency room. Chest tight and tears glistening, she defied the urge to leave. The heels of her scuffed brown leather booties pounded the black and white tile floor and echoed off the bare walls up to the receptionist desk. The noise gave her courage somehow; it sounded strong and purposeful.

The wood-look laminate receptionist desk felt cold, yet the carrot-topped, curly-haired receptionist with the bright, friendly smile warmed the space. Her official clip-on tag revealed her name as Brenda.

“May I help you?” 

Brenda wore a bright yellow T-shirt emblazoned with an illustration of a small, furry dog of no particular breed wearing a halo and the call to action: Adopt a Fuzzy Angel Today.

“Hi Brenda, I’m here to adopt a fuzzy angel.”

Autumn and Brenda shared a smile, and Autumn’s tension subsided. 

“I’m happy to help you with that.” 

“I’m Autumn Clarke. I filled out the adoption application form on your website. Six pages’ worth.”

“We want to be sure that our fur babies go to the best homes,” Brenda said as she typed Autumn’s name into the computer system. “Here you are. Yes, your application is approved.”

“I’d like a small breed, under 20 pounds.”

“Wonderful! The sweetest little girl came in this afternoon. Right this way. She’s a Shih Tzu.”

Brenda led her down a drab, narrow hallway, wide hips swaying under the form-fitting T-shirt, and into the caged area. It was depressing to see these beautiful furry faces staring with soulful eyes from behind bars. Autumn wondered how big a heart was required to work here and stay strong. The stories she read on the shelter’s website of how they got here were as sad as their expressions. They reminded Autumn of herself, caged by the memory of a fatal accident that haunted her day and night.

Their desperation, and her own, bounced off the walls and echoed back like a lonely coyote’s cry in a canyon. Some dogs barked with loud and frantic tones. Others kept to themselves, withdrawn in uncertainty for the future. Autumn tried not to think about it and to focus on the one she was here to see. 

Having a pet had never occurred to her. In all of the wonderful experiences her parents had brought her, none included a pet of any kind. Not even a fish. So, now to be responsible for the wellbeing of a dog made her hands go clammy and her heart race. 

The idea of entering into a relationship seemed foreign. The Land of Connection was a place she had visited long ago and could only recall pieces of the trip. She was afraid of attachment. She worried that her treatment plan would not work. She dreaded being alone forever. Despite intense skepticism and fear, to heal, she needed to welcome love back into her life.

Her personal default was to research whatever challenge she faced or topic she wrote about as a freelance journalist. She'd spent several evenings poring over the massive amount of information online about what it is like to have a dog before following her doctor’s suggestion and making the decision to adopt. She learned what a huge undertaking it is to have a pet; her choice to show up anyway demonstrating the commitment to her healing and improving the life of a little dog in the process.

Still, her stomach tightened at the thought of having an animal in the house. She used Dr. Wes’ trick of feeling her feet on the floor and focusing her attention on Brenda, noting every movement she made to keep her mind occupied. His methods were effective, albeit non-traditional at times. That was what she liked most about him. The latest suggestion forced her to step out of her comfort zone and tackle this latest challenge.

“Here she is.” Brenda petted the little dog through the bars.

The moment the Shih Tzu lifted her angelic face and stared straight into Autumn Clarke’s eyes, she knew this little cutie was coming home with her. The sad, dark eyes looked at Autumn through tangled white bangs. The one stuffed toy in her cage went ignored. This little dog reflected Autumn’s own sorrow and loss of hope. 

Dr. Wes’s idea to get an emotional support dog as complementary treatment might work out after all. A glimmer of hope sparkled in the dark place that had become her world, for herself and for this precious treasure.

“Her name is Chrissy. She’s three years old,” said Brenda. Chrissy gave the softest wave of her tail, and Autumn stuck her fingers through the bars of the cage. Chrissy sniffed and then nuzzled Autumn’s hand. The dog was white and charcoal gray with a tuft of white like a halo over her forehead.

“She’s so adorable. How did she end up here?” 

“Her pet parent died yesterday,” Brenda said. “He lived alone and Chrissy sat next to his body overnight, until a friend found them and called 911.”

Autumn gasped. 

“How did he die?”

“From what I hear, a heart attack.”

She connected with Chrissy’s circumstances, her own parents lost to her in a sudden, tragic accident three months earlier. Autumn was the only survivor. She leaned closer and whispered, “Poor baby!” Chrissy blissfully closed her eyes and pressed into Autumn’s fingers. For the first time since the accident, Autumn felt warmth in the spot where her heart had ached with cold. Maybe Dr. Wes was right. Maybe she and Chrissy could help each other.

“I’m surprised no one took her in.”

“The family had no interest in taking her, so animal control brought her to us.”

Chrissy now paid attention, her eyes alert, seeming to know they were talking about her.

Brenda continued, “You should know that Shih Tzus were bred as companion animals, so they are affectionate lap-dogs who love to be loved and to give love. Because of that, this breed is prone to separation anxiety, and her recent experience exacerbated that, so she has severe separation anxiety. I’ve been spending as much time with her as I can since she came in. She shakes uncontrollably when left alone.”

“Who doesn’t,” mumbled Autumn.

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing.”

“Are you still interested? Most people don’t want to deal with that kind of issue.”

“I don’t mind. I work from home, so there’s no need for us to be separated.” 

Autumn didn't let Brenda know that Chrissy was destined to be an emotional support animal, able to accompany her everywhere. It was embarrassing to show weakness, especially to strangers. Her father had taught her to be strong, and part of her felt guilty for dropping the ball on that lesson.

Brenda opened the cage door. The button nose surrounded by long, white hair captured Autumn, the joy and affection expressed in a broad smile she had lost along with her parents. Chrissy was cuter than a stuffed animal, her intent stare of anticipation emanating from her white and gray face. 

Autumn reached in and pulled Chrissy out, cuddling her against her chest. Chrissy rested her head on Autumn’s shoulder, sorrow and relief pouring from her small body in little tremors. She gave her a loving squeeze and stroked her head. Chrissy grunted and sighed. Thinking about helping this little girl opened Autumn’s heart and filled it with tenderness.

“She’s perfect,” she said to Brenda, and then to Chrissy, “Want to come home with me?” 

Chrissy cooed on cue, and snuggled against Autumn.

Autumn closed her eyes, savoring the delightful feeling of Chrissy’s head, so trusting against her neck. “Where do I sign?”

A half hour later, Autumn strolled out of the shelter with her new furry friend and two kitchen-sized trash bags full of everything a well-cared-for Shih Tzu needs: clothes, lots of toys, two doggie beds, harnesses, bowls, leashes, brushes, and bows gathered from her former home by the police.

“Boy, your daddy loved you! You have so many nice things.”

Chrissy looked up at Autumn, acknowledging the truth of this statement, a hint of a smile on Chrissy’s little black lips.

Autumn lifted her onto the soft, pink blanket covering the pristine beige leather backseat of the silver Mercedes SUV. Chrissy cooperated and settled onto the blanket, her tail wrapped around the side of her body. Autumn petted her head and closed the car door. She opened the hatch and threw the bags into the back.
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