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      In over thirty years as head librarian for the Mystic Notch Library, Lavinia Babbage had never once opened the doors before eight a.m.

      I knew this because my bookstore sat across the street and three doors down from the library. Every day, I passed its darkened windows on my way to work. I watched Lavinia turn on the lights and open the doors every single morning at precisely eight a.m. from inside my shop.

      Most days I didn’t pay much attention to the library, though. It was really the last thing on my mind as I walked past, my mind set on sorting through a large box of books I’d purchased at an estate sale earlier in the week. The edges of my lips curled in a smile as I thought about the gold placard I’d had installed on the oak door of the old bookshop just the day before. Wilhelmina Chance, Proprietor. That made things official—the shop was mine and I was back in my hometown, Mystic Notch, to stay.

      I hurried down the street, deep in my own thoughts. The early morning mist, which wrapped itself around our sleepy town in the White Mountains of New Hampshire, had caused the pain to flare in my leg, and I forced myself not to limp. I continued along, my head down and engrossed in my thoughts when I nearly tripped over something gray and furry. My cat, Pandora, had stopped short in front of me causing me to do a painful sidestep to avoid squashing her.

      “Hey, what the heck?”

      Pandora blinked her golden-green eyes at me and jerked her head toward the library … or at least it seemed like she did. Cats didn’t actually jerk their heads toward things, though, did they?

      Of course they didn’t.

      I looked in the direction of the library anyway. That’s when I noticed the beam of light spilling onto the granite steps from the half-open library door.

      Which was odd, since it was only ten past seven.

      My stomach started to feel queasy. Lavinia never opened up this early. Should I venture in to check it out? Maybe Lavinia had come in early to catch up on restocking the bookshelves before the library opened. But she never left the door open like that. She was as strict as a nun about keeping that door closed.

      I stood on the sidewalk, staring at the medieval-looking stone library building, my pre-caffeine fog making it difficult for me to decide what to do.

      Pandora had no such trouble deciding. She raced up the steps past me. With a flick of her gray tail, she darted toward the massive oak door, shooting a reproachful look at me over her shoulder before disappearing into the building.

      I took a deep breath and followed her inside.

      “Lavinia? You in here?” My words echoed inside the library as I pushed the heavy oak door open, its hinges groaning eerily. The library was as still as a morgue with only the sound of the grandfather clock marking time in the corner breaking the silence.

      “Lavinia? You okay?”

      No one answered.

      I crept past the old oak desk, stacked with books ready to return to the library shelves. The bronze bust of Franklin Pierce, fourteenth president of the United States, glared at me from the end of the hall. I didn’t have a good feeling about this.

      “Meow.” The sound came from the back corner where the stone steps lead to the lower level. Dammit! I’d warned Lavinia about those steps. They were steep and she wasn’t that steady on her feet anymore.

      I headed toward the back, my heart sinking as I noticed Lavinia’s cane lying at the top of the stairs.

      “Lavinia?” Rounding the corner, my stomach dropped when I saw a crumpled heap at the bottom of the stairs … Lavinia.

      I raced down the steps two at a time, my heart pounding as I took in the scene. Blood on the steps. Lavinia lying there, blood in her gray hair. She’d fallen and taken it hard on the way down. But she could still be alive.

      I bent down beside her, taking her wrist between my fingers and checking for a pulse.

      Lavinia’s head was tilted at a strange angle. Her glassy eyes stared toward the room where she kept new book arrivals before cataloguing them. I dropped her wrist, ending my search for a pulse.

      Lavinia Babbage had stamped her last library book.
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        * * *

      

      I called my sister Augusta, or Gus as I called her, who also happened to be the sheriff, and sat on the steps to wait. I might have drifted off, still sleepy from the lack of caffeine, because the next thing I heard was Augusta’s voice in my ear.

      “Willa, are you okay?”

      I opened one eye to the welcome sight of the steaming Styrofoam coffee cup that Gus was holding out to me.

      “I’m fine,” I said, reaching for the cup.

      “What happened?” I studied Gus who stood on the steps in front of me. No one would have guessed we were sisters. She was petite, her long, straight blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, which, I assume, she thought made her look more sheriff-like. Even in the un-flattering sheriff’s uniform, you could tell she had an almost perfect hourglass figure. I was tall with thick wavy red hair, my figure more rounded—voluptuous, as some described me. The only thing we had in common was our amber colored eyes—same as our mom’s.

      “I was on my way to open the bookstore when I noticed the lights on in the library.” I glanced down the street toward the municipal parking lot.

      Now that the spring warm-up was here, I was trying to work in some extra exercise by parking in the lot two blocks away instead of on the street near the bookstore.

      “Was that unusual?” Gus asked.

      “Yep.” I looked over my shoulder at the front door of the library. “It sure was. Lavinia never opens the library before eight. Plus the front door was cracked open, and she never leaves it open.”

      Gus started up the steps toward the library. “Did you touch anything?”

      I stood up, wincing at the pain in my left leg—a reminder of the near fatal accident over a year ago that was one of the catalysts for my move back to Mystic Notch. The accident had left me with a slight limp, a bunch of scars and a few odd side effects I didn’t like to dwell on.

      “Nope, other than Lavinia. I didn’t know if she was alive and needed aid,” I said as I followed Gus into the library.

      Gus stopped just inside the door and looked around. The metallic smell of blood tinged the air, making me lose interest in my coffee.

      “It doesn’t seem like anything is out of place … no sign of struggle,” she said.

      “Nope, I think she just fell down the stairs.” I started toward the back. “You know she was getting on in years and not that steady on her feet.”

      We turned the corner and my stomach clenched at the sight of Lavinia at the bottom of the steps.

      “That’s her cane?” Gus pointed to the purple metal cane, which was still lying as I’d found it.

      “Yep. Looks like she lost her balance, dropped the cane, and fell.”

      Gus descended the stairs, her eyes carefully taking in every detail. She knelt beside Lavinia, studying her head. “She’s pretty banged up.”

      “I know. These stairs are hard stone. I guess they can do a number on you.” I winced as I looked at the bloody edges of the steps.

      “So, you think this was an accident?”

      “Sure. I mean, what else could have happened?”

      “Yeah, you’re probably right. No reason to suspect foul play.” Gus stood and looked back up the stairs, down the hall and then back at Lavinia.

      Her lips were pressed in a thin line and I wondered what she was thinking. I knew she was a good cop, but the truth was I didn’t really know her all that well. Eight years separated us and she was just a teenager when I’d moved down south. Now, twenty-five years later, we were just becoming acquainted as adults.

      “Mew.” Pandora sat on the empty table in the storage room where Lavinia temporarily stored new books or returns before she catalogued them. I’d forgotten she was here. She wasn’t really my cat … well, not until recently. I’d inherited her along with the bookstore and my grandmother’s house. I still wasn’t used to being followed around by a feline.

      “Isn’t that Pandora?” Gus asked. Gus had been close to grandma—closer than I had, and it was somewhat of a mystery that Grandma had left me the shop, her house and the cat. In her will, she’d said she’d wanted me to come back home and have a house and business, which was odd because the timing had been perfect. She’d left a tidy sum of money for Gus, so at least there were no hard feelings.

      “Yeah, she rides to work with me.”

      Gus raised a brow at me, but didn’t say anything. Pandora stared at us—her intelligent, greenish-gold eyes contrasting eerily with her sleek gray fur.

      “So, if it was unusual for Lavinia to be here at this time of the morning, why do you think she was here and what do you think she was doing?” Gus asked.

      “I’m not sure.”

      Gus reached out to pet Pandora, who still sat on the table staring at us. “Are there any mice in here, Pandora? Maybe Lavinia heard something down here and wanted to investigate.”

      “Maybe.” I looked around the floor for evidence of mice. Lavinia ran a pretty tight ship so I doubted there would be any mice in the library. And, since the room was empty of books, she hadn’t come in early to catalogue new arrivals.

      Which begged the question … why was Lavinia in the library this early in the first place?
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      The EMTs and Gus’s deputy arrived and got busy with their crime scene investigation. After Gus asked me the standard questions and had the nerve to tell me not to leave town, I headed down the street to open the bookstore.

      The crowd of four ‘regulars’ were already waiting outside, their necks craning to see what was going on at the library.

      You wouldn’t think a bookstore would have regulars, but mine did. Apparently, I’d inherited them, along with the store and the cat. They’d been gathering there in the mornings with their coffee and tea for decades. I guess the coffee shop down the street didn’t have the same ambiance.

      “What’s going on down there?” Cordelia Deering looked at me with bright sparkling blue eyes. Her twin sister Hattie, stood beside her and, dressed almost identically, gave me the exact same look of expectant excitement. The women were in their mid-eighties, but had more energy than people who were decades younger. They were always up for hearing a tidbit of juicy gossip and liked to keep up on town happenings. This particular happening, though, I hoped wouldn’t be too much of a shock.

      “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” I said as I dug the key out of my pocket and put it in the shiny brass lock of the antique oak door of the bookshop.

      “Oh?” Bingham Thorndike, another of the regulars, raised a bushy white brow.

      I pushed the door open and gestured for them to go inside. Cordelia and Hattie went first, then Josiah Barrows, the retired Postmaster, then Bingham, or Bing as we all called him.

      They all looked at me expectantly as I turned the sign in the door to ‘Open’ and switched on the inside lights. I took a deep breath of the comforting musky-vanilla scent of leather and old paper.

      “So, what’s going on down at the library?” Josiah broke the silence. I was surprised he didn’t already know since he seemed to know everything that went on in town, sometimes even before it actually happened.

      “I’m afraid Lavinia took a fall.” I bit my lower lip and tried to figure out a gentle way to break the news. After a few seconds, I hadn’t come up with anything so I just blurted it out. “She’s dead.”

      Hattie and Cordelia gasped. Bing sipped his coffee. Josiah rubbed his chin. Pandora jumped up on the counter next to my nickel-plated old-fashioned cash register and let out a mournful wail.

      “Mercy sakes,” Hattie said as she maneuvered her way past the chair toward the sofa.

      “Poor Lavinia,” Cordelia whispered.

      I’d recently added a set of purple micro-suede chairs and a sofa to the front of the shop for customers who wanted to sit and read a book while browsing. The four of them settled somberly into the plush seating.

      I watched them sip from their Styrofoam cups, their faces in thoughtful repose. They looked comfortable on the sofa. At home. I started to wonder if maybe I had made it too comfortable for them.

      “You sure she fell?” Josiah wrinkled his brow at me.

      I nodded. “She was getting up in years and not so steady anymore. I found her at the bottom of the stairs—the ones in the back.”

      “You found her? What were you doing in the library?” Bing asked.

      I explained how I’d seen the light on, gone in to investigate and found her lying at the bottom of the steps. I left out the part about all the blood.

      “Oh dear, that must have been terrible for you,” Cordelia clucked.

      “That must have happened early on.” Josiah scrunched up his weathered old face. “In all my years as postmaster, I don’t recall Lavinia ever gettin’ to the library before eight o’clock.”

      “That’s true,” Hattie and Cordelia said at the same time, then looked at each other and giggled.

      “Seems odd she fell. She got along pretty good every time I saw her around town,” Josiah added.

      “But it must have been a fall,” Bing said. “No one would want Lavinia dead.”

      I half-listened as the four of them rambled on about the subject, distracted by the swirling gray mist that was forming over by the mystery section. A prickly feeling of uneasiness settled over me—I knew what that gray mist was.

      Pandora hopped off the counter and trotted over to the mist, batting at it playfully.

      “Right, Willa?” Bing’s question tore my attention away from the swirly mist.

      “Huh?”

      “Lavinia came in early sometimes when she had a backlog of returns or books to catalogue.”

      I thought about the question as I watched Bing weave a large gold coin in between his fingers. A retired magician, he was always fiddling with coins and doing impromptu tricks with various objects. I’d known Bing since I was a little girl, and he taught me a few of his tricks. Some of them I still practiced, but there were quite a few more of them, the ones he wouldn’t teach me, that had me baffled. I couldn’t figure out how he did them. It was almost as if he really was using magic.

      The effect of the coin was mesmerizing. I watched it weave in front of his index finger, then behind his middle finger, then in front of the Magicians Guild ring he wore on his ring finger then behind the pinkie and around, making its way all the way back to his index finger. As I watched, I contemplated his question. Had Lavinia come in early sometimes? I was having a hard time remembering.

      “I’m not sure, Bing. I can’t remember.” I looked at Josiah. “Do you remember, Josiah?”

      Josiah looked like he was about to nod off. He tilted his head and looked up at the ceiling. I was about to prompt him again when he finally spoke.

      “I can’t say for sure. I think one time she did come in early but that was before a big book sale,” he said. “Was she fixing to have a book sale?”

      We all looked at each other and shrugged.

      “I have no idea,” Hattie said.

      “We could look in the Gazette,” Cordelia said, referring to the town paper. “There would be an announcement if she was planning one this week.”

      Out of the corner of my eye, the mist was getting thicker. It swirled around the edge of the bookcase, beckoning to me. Pandora sat next to it, her eyes drilling into mine.

      Bing drained his coffee and pushed up off the couch. “Well, I gotta be on my way. Lots to do today.”

      “Me, too,” Josiah said.

      “I guess the party’s over.” Cordelia stood. “We’ll let you get to work, Willa. Let us know if you find out anything more about Lavinia.”

      “Will do,” I said as I watched them file out the door.

      As soon as they were gone, I turned my attention to the misty swirl. The swirl was one of the side effects of my accident—the one I didn’t like to dwell on. But, I’d found out the hard way that if I ignored it, things only got worse.

      So, I straightened my shoulders and walked toward it.

      I marched past the rows of books to the end of the aisle. Rounding the corner, my breath caught in my throat as I came face to face with … Lavinia Babbage.
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        * * *

      

      “Eeek!” Lavinia screeched, her ghost turning to static like an off-air channel on an old television set.

      “Lavinia!” I squawked, my heart thumping in my chest. I knew the swirl meant a ghost was around the corner, but I wasn’t expecting it to be Lavinia’s ghost.

      Ever since my accident, I’d been seeing ghosts. It started off as just random sightings of misty swirls. Then the swirls started to form into human shapes. Then they started talking to me. It wasn’t something I wanted, it just happened … and it was impossible to ignore them. Each one of them seemed to want something and would pester me until they got it. I wondered what Lavinia wanted.

      “Sorry, Willa,” she said, her form materializing into a semi-solid shape. “I wasn’t expecting you to come barreling around the corner like that. And I’m sorry you had to find me … you know … at the library.”

      “Oh. Right. Sorry you … umm … died.”

      “Thanks.” She held her hand up toward the window and we both watched the sunlight filter through it. Lavinia waffled her hand back and forth, apparently fascinated with the effect.

      “So, did you want something?” I prompted as I glanced over my shoulder into the shop, praying no customers would come in and find me talking to thin air.

      She put her hand down. “Yes, sorry, I’m still getting used to being dead. It’s not easy, you know.”

      “I’m sure it’s not.”

      “Anyway, I didn’t fall down the steps.”

      I was afraid she was going to say something like that. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean I didn’t trip and fall. I got whacked on the back of the head and was pushed!”

      “Pushed? Are you sure?”

      “Sure as shinola,” Lavinia said, then leaned forward and lowered her voice. “I was on my way to church to … umm … light a candle for my Harry. I often did that before opening the library. Anyway, I was on my way when I saw the lights on in the library. I knew I didn’t leave them on, so I went in to investigate. I thought I heard something downstairs, but as I approached the steps, I heard something behind me. I turned to see what it was and then … whack! Lights out!”

      “You didn’t see who it was? Did you get any sense of whether it was a man or woman?”

      “Nope. All I saw was a big shadow … like the person was wearing a cape.” Lavinia pressed her lips together and looked out the window. “Oh, and they wore a big ring.”

      “Ring? What kind of ring?”

      She looked back at me, her ghostly form rippling like water disturbed by a pebble. “I’m not sure. It was chunky, like a class ring. I remember hearing the noise, seeing the shadow, feeling pain and getting pushed. I saw the ring in a blur as I went down. Next thing I know, I’m waking up on a steel table inside Stilton’s funeral home. Scared me half to death. Of course, I didn’t realize I actually was dead at first. Anyway, once I figured it all out, I knew I had to come here and get your help.”

      “You did? How did you know to come to me?” I felt a little disturbed by this. Was there some sort of sign in the afterlife telling these ghosts to seek me out? I certainly hoped not.

      Lavinia tilted her head. “You know, I’m not rightly sure about that. Might be because I know you were a crime journalist down south. Anyway, I just got this feeling and it must have been right because you’re the only person that’s been able to see and talk to me since I … err… died.”

      “Okay. Well, I’m not sure what you think I can do for you. I didn’t see any evidence of anyone being there in the library. Maybe you’re confused about what happened, you know—with being so newly dead and all?” I asked hopefully.

      “No, I don’t think so. I’m sure someone did me in.”

      “But, who would break into the library and why would they want to kill you?”

      “I have no idea,” Lavinia said. “That’s for you to find out. All I know is that I need your help to find the killer and neither one of us is going to be able to rest until you do.
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      Lavinia’s ghost started to fade, her final words barely above a whisper. “Only you can help me, Willa.”

      Pandora batted at the last trailing wisp of ghost mist, then looked up at me and meowed something that sounded like, “You have to help.”

      I frowned down at the cat. “Did you just say—?”

      My words were cut off by the sound of the bells over the door. I looked between the bookcases in time to see Pepper St. Onge bustle in carrying a silver tray complete with teapot and two porcelain teacups on dainty saucers. She wore a cute vintage skirt set in violet, which complemented the mass of auburn hair piled on top of her head. Pepper usually wore her hair up like that. She’d been growing it since kindergarten, where we’d met and become best friends. Last I knew it fell below her waist. My heart warmed thinking of our close friendship that had lasted for forty-three years, even though I’d spent almost half of those years “down south” in Massachusetts.

      “I heard what happened at the library, so I figured you could use a nice calming cup of tea.” Pepper peered down the aisle at me as she put the tray down on the coffee table.

      She settled her tall, slim frame onto the couch, then patted the seat beside her as an invitation for me to sit.

      “Thanks.”

      I sat beside her and she poured the tea, then added a splash of cream from the tiny silver creamer she’d brought.

      “I put something a little special in there to calm your nerves,” she said as she handed me a pink chintz cup perched atop its matching saucer.

      I looked into the cup dubiously. Pepper had fallen in love with herbal teas when we were in high school. It was no surprise to me when she opened a tea room in our small hometown. People came from all over New England to drink tea and eat finger sandwiches and cakes in her cozy shop. Pepper claimed that her teas had healing powers.

      At first, I had thought she was just being fanciful, but after witnessing several examples of her healing teas in action, I believed they did have some sort of powers. The problem was that they usually backfired and had the opposite effect than was intended.

      I sipped the tea politely, wondering if it would have the opposite effect and make me more anxious.

      Pepper watched me from over the rim of her teacup. My heart warmed at the concern in her emerald green eyes.

      “How did you find out about Lavinia already?” I asked.

      “The twins stopped by for a bag of peppermint tea,” she said, referring to Hattie and Cordelia.

      “Ahh…” I nodded sagely. The grapevine in our small town worked quickly, so I wasn’t surprised that word had gotten out already.

      “So, what happened?”

      She clucked with sympathy as I told her how I’d seen the library door open and light on and then found Lavinia at the bottom of the stairs.

      “And that’s not even the worst part,” I said.

      “Oh?” Her brows crept up her forehead.

      “Lavinia’s ghost claims she was pushed.”

      “Ohhh.” Pepper’s eyes grew wide. She was the only one I’d told about my strange new ability and she was fascinated with it. “What did she tell you?”

      “Just that someone hit her on the head and then pushed her, and she won’t rest until I find whoever did it,” I said.

      “And you’re going to find whoever did it?”

      “I don’t have much of a choice, because I know that when she says she won’t rest, it really means that I won’t rest because she’ll keep pestering me.”

      “So what’s your plan? Did she give you any clues?”

      “Two clues. The person was wearing a cape and had a big ring.”

      Pepper frowned. “A cape? Like a super hero?”

      I laughed. “More like a super villain. I’m not sure if her account is reliable … she only saw a shadow of the killer and their hand, so I think it could have been just a loose coat they were wearing. I mean, who wears a cape?”

      Pepper sipped her tea. “So what are you going to do?”

      I sighed, leaning back on the couch. I was starting to feel more relaxed—maybe Pepper’s tea had worked its healing magic as intended this time.

      “Well, I guess first I’ll have to ask the other shop owners if they saw anyone around the library early this morning,” I said. “Not too many people are here at that time.”

      “I know Myrna comes in to the coffee shop early,” Pepper said. “Maybe she saw something?”

      I glanced out the window toward the coffee shop. “I’ll pop down and ask her later. Lavinia said she was lighting a candle at church and that’s why she was here early. Maybe Pastor Foley saw someone.”

      “What about the police?” Pepper started to stack the teacups back on the tray. “Surely they’ll investigate?”

      “Yeah, that’s the problem,” I said. “It looks like Lavinia fell. I thought that’s what happened and I’m sure Augusta thought so, too. So, unless something comes to light, I don’t think there’ll be an investigation.”

      “But, Lavinia told you—”

      “Not Lavinia,” I said, cutting her off. “Lavinia’s ghost. And who’s going to believe I found out about the murder from her ghost? Nobody. In fact, it’s probably better if I don’t say anything to the police. I have a funny feeling that if I did, it would only point the finger of suspicion at me.”
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        * * *

      

      I woke up to Pandora digging her razor sharp claws into me. In my dream, I swore she was talking. Get up now. Now. Now.

      “Meow. Meow. Meow.”

      “Ouch!” Pandora was crouched on my chest. I swatted her away before her claw ripped a hole in my black knit turtleneck.

      I glanced at my watch. Noon! Had I really fallen asleep in my bookstore?

      I sat up and wiped the drool off my cheek. Good thing no customers had come in. Or maybe they had come and found me sleeping.

      Pandora trotted over to the large front window, hopped up onto the wide ledge where one of her overstuffed cat beds sat and stared pointedly down the street.

      My eyes followed her gaze straight to the coffee shop—The Mystic Cafe. Come to think of it, I was getting a little hungry. The cafe had a great selection of sandwiches. I could close up for lunch, get something to eat and drink … and ask Myrna if she saw anyone this morning.

      I pushed up from the couch and wiped the cat hair off my sweater, then grabbed my wallet, locked the bookstore and headed down the street. I was halfway to the cafe before I realized my leg wasn’t even hurting anymore. I felt thankful that the pain was slowly lessening with time.

      The Mystic Cafe was abuzz with activity. Almost all the local merchants came here for lunch. It was off-season now—too late for the crowds that came for skiing and too early for summer tourists, so the cafe wasn’t quite as crowded.

      I made my way to the counter, nodding at the locals I knew, which was most everyone in there, seeing as I’d grown up here and most people didn’t leave Mystic Notch. Ever.

      I was the exception, going “down south” as they called it, to become a journalist. I felt a pinch in my chest at the thought of my former life. Best not to think about that now. Fate had stepped in and I was happy to be home again and starting a new life at the age of forty-eight.

      As I walked through the cafe, I caught myself sneaking a peek at people’s hands to see if anyone was wearing a large ring. What was I doing? These were my friends and neighbors. A shiver went up my spine as I realized that anyone could be the killer—even someone I trusted and had known my whole life.

      Myrna Littleton stood behind the counter, her gray hair piled in a bun, her vintage red cherries apron barely covering her plump figure.

      “What can I get’cha, Willa?” Myrna pulled a pencil out of her bun and poised it over the long pad of paper she held.

      “I’ll have a tuna on rye … and if you have a second, I’ve got a few questions.”

      Myrna wrote down the order, ripped the paper off the pad and clipped it onto a round metal holder, then twirled it so the order was facing Bud, the guy who made the sandwiches in the back.

      Her steely gaze assessed the crowd, then she nodded at me and shouted to one of her employees, “Alice, can you watch the front?”

      Myrna pulled me to the side, out of earshot of the workers and customers. “What’s up?”

      “Well, you probably heard Lavinia was found dead this morning,” I said tentatively. There was no love lost between Myrna and Lavinia and I wasn’t sure what her reaction would be.

      “Darned old fool fell down the steps, I hear.”

      “Maybe…”

      She looked over her blue framed cats-eye glasses at me, her brow wrinkling in confusion. “What are you saying—she didn’t fall?”

      “It’s possible she had some help.”

      Myrna snorted. “Well, I know a few people that would have liked to help, but I thought the police were ruling it an accident.”

      “They are. It probably was. But I was just wondering if you saw anyone around this morning. I know you open up early, and it looks like Lavinia went in early for some reason, so I was wondering if someone else was in there.”

      Myrna crossed her arms over her ample breasts, scrunched up her face and tapped the pencil on her lips. “Let me think … I came in to set things up early—you know we get an early morning coffee crowd—so I spent most of my time out back.”

      “Oh, so you didn’t see anyone or anything out of the ordinary?”

      “Well, now come to think of it, I did. I took the trash out to the dumpster in the alley. The church is right at the end of the alley and I happened to glance down and saw that woman that runs the new real estate business.”

      “Ophelia Withington?” I asked. Ophelia had come to town about ten years ago and opened a real estate business. She was hardly ‘new’, but these Yankee old-timers considered anyone not born here to be ‘new’. Ophelia had married auctioneer Pete Withington, who had passed away a couple of years ago.

      “Yeah, that’s her. I thought it was strange that she’d be out that early in the morning and even stranger what she was wearing,” Myrna said.

      “Why? What was she wearing?”

      Myrna looked at me with a funny look on her face. “She was wearing one of them big old raincoats … a trench coat, I think they’re called. I can’t imagine why she’d want to traipse around in that thing. Heck, they weren’t even forecasting rain.”
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