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For every cat who ever solved a mystery quietly before the humans caught up.
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A Little Firling Mystery – Book Seven

“All the world’s a stage, and all the men and women merely players.”

— William Shakespeare, As You Like It

Twenty years ago, during a summer play in the village of Little Firling, a young actress vanished without a trace. Her disappearance was whispered about, then buried in silence.

Now, the same play is being performed again — with many of the same people, on the same stage, in the same place where it all went wrong. Retired professor Annabel didn’t expect to become entangled in the production’s secrets. But when a young man disappears, and someone starts rewriting the past in dangerous ways, she’s left with no choice. As memories resurface and old wounds tear open, Annabel must unravel what really happened to the young actress — and why someone is so desperate to keep that story from being told.

With a determined heart, a sharp mind, and a cat who misses nothing, she steps into the spotlight of a tragedy still waiting for its final scene.

Because some truths refuse to stay buried.
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Prologue 
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The first daffodils had come early that year.

Little Firling's hedgerows, usually hesitant in April, blushed yellow as though spring itself had something to prove.

Above the square, garlands fluttered like secrets — neatly knotted, lovingly looped, ready to welcome the festival crowds.

No one was watching the orchard.

No one ever did.

Once, it had been a place for children’s games and summer apples.

Now it belonged to silence.

And to her.

She stood at the edge of the tree line, hands in her coat pockets, watching the sky shift. The same sky she’d looked up at, once, long ago, before things had gone wrong.

Before truth became something people buried alongside the dead.

She hadn’t meant to come back.

But something had pulled her. A letter. A memory. A name said too softly to ignore.

Julian Parrish.

And just like that, the movements had begun.

One beat.

One fall.

One echo.

And now, one final truth waiting to be heard — among the blossoms, beneath the garlands, before the festival music began.

Not all flowers bloom in sunlight.

Some return for justice.
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Chapter 1
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The tulips were blooming early.

Annabel clipped a pale-yellow stem, cradling the bloom like a secret as she placed it in the basket beside the chives. The early daffodils had mostly faded now, but the tulips stood proud — a little smug in their symmetry — and the herb beds were already lively with green promise.

Near the back of the garden, her roses were stretching themselves awake.

The New Dawn was climbing gently along the trellis, new shoots twisting like sleepy arms. Desdemona sat beneath, quietly regal with her ghost-pale buds barely visible through the foliage. And Double Delight, ever the dramatic one, had already thrown out two spindly branches in defiance of the calendar.

“Not your time yet,” Annabel murmured. “But I admire your spirit.”

Persephone, settled on the garden bench with one paw dangling over the side, gave a slow blink as if to say they’ll do as they please. As should we all.

***
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Back in the cottage, the kitchen was warm and fragrant.

Annabel stirred lamb and cinnamon in the skillet, layering aubergines in a dish with quiet concentration. Moussaka was her stress dish — enough steps to focus her mind, enough comfort to soften her thoughts.

Persephone, unimpressed by the smell of garlic, had retreated to the windowsill, where she could judge both the pan and the weather in equal measure.

Just as Annabel slid the dish into the oven, the door burst open.

“Do you have any idea,” Evie huffed, “how big the maypole is this year?”

She kicked off her boots, flung her coat over the back of a chair, and immediately helped herself to a slice of tomato from the counter.

Annabel didn’t look up.

“You’re dripping.”

“I’m victorious. Minor detail.”

“That’s for layering,” Annabel said flatly.

“It offended me with its smug curve. You’d have done the same.”

Persephone let out a soft chuff and padded toward the hearth. Evie watched her like one might watch a suspicious local with gossip tucked in their sleeves.

“I’m telling you; this year’s festival is already chaos. Yewling sent a team to weigh the maypole base. Weigh it, Annabel. It’s not a trebuchet — it’s a maypole.”

Annabel raised an eyebrow.

“Friendly rivalry.”

“Weaponized bunting,” Evie muttered. “Nora nearly smacked Gareth with a tea tray.”

***
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The Spring Harmony Festival had begun.

Officially, it will kick off the next day. Unofficially, it had been brewing for weeks — schedules written and rewritten, wreaths measured, bunting counted with growing suspicion.

It was an annual event shared between Little Firling and Little Yewling, and it brought out the best and most ridiculous in both.

Craftsmanship challenges. Cake judging. Sausage link competitions. Tug-of-war. The maypole ribbon dance. And, of course, the Harmony Cup — a battered silver vessel that no one remembered the origin of but everyone wanted on display in their village hall.

Little Firling was known for its charm. Its “character.”

Little Yewling was known for its muscle and precision. And smugness.
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