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      “Jane Delight, have you heard a word I said?”

      I stared at my husband blankly. He always said my full name when I irritated him. I couldn’t quite take in his words. Maybe I was dreaming? It all seemed so surreal.

      It was my fiftieth birthday and my husband had taken me out for dinner. He said he had news and I had thought he was going to invite me to renew our vows.

      I looked around the restaurant. It was a trendy, expensive French restaurant, and my husband had not taken me to a fancy restaurant in years. In fact, we hadn’t eaten dinner together in ages. He was always home late or away on extensive business trips.

      “I can see you’re upset, Jane,” he continued.

      I finally found my voice. “Upset? Upset?” I repeated. I heard my voice come out as a squeak.

      “Now don’t make a public scene, Jane,” Ted said after tut-tutting. “I told you this in public so you wouldn’t make a scene.”

      I had never made a scene. In fact, I was painfully aware I was a meek people-pleaser and I continually vowed to overturn that tendency somehow.

      “Is this some sort of a joke?” I asked hopefully.

      His eyebrows knit in the middle. “How could you think I would joke about such a thing?” he said in a scolding tone. “No, we are getting a divorce.”

      I clutched my chest. “Don’t I have any say in it?”

      “It won’t help to be clingy, Jane. We’re getting a divorce and that’s final.” He hesitated and then added, “I’m going to marry my mistress.”

      The waiter who had just arrived at our table turned red and hurried away. I was speechless, and that seemed to embolden Ted, as he pushed on. “I’m in love with her. I’m in love with Cherri.”

      “Cherry?” I repeated. “Did you say her name was Cherry?”

      “Cherri with an i,” he said, as if that explained everything. “She’s having a baby. We’re having a baby.”

      I dug my fingernails into the tablecloth. I had never had a baby. Ted had told me after we married that he didn’t want children. I stared at him and realized my jaw was hanging open.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, doing my best not to cry.

      “That’s the whole point of having a mistress,” he said with a shake of his head. “Husbands don’t usually admit it to their wives, but now I have to tell you because, well you know, because of the baby. Cherri is five months along.”

      “Five months?” I shrieked. “Your affair has been going for five months?”

      Ted shook his head. “No, it’s been going on longer than that. Now I know you signed a pre-nup when you married me, with me being a highly successful lawyer and all, but I wanted to give you some money because I feel bad.”

      I tried to say something cutting, but couldn’t find my voice.

      Ted pushed on. “Yes, I’d like to give you some money, but I won’t be able to. I’m sure you can understand that, what with the baby coming. I have to support Cherri and the baby, so I won’t be able to give you any money after all. And I need the house.”

      “The house?” I repeated. “Our house?”

      “It’s a big house and there’s only one of you, so you don’t need a big house. I’m sure Cherri and I will have several children since she’s only in her early twenties. You could go back to being Amish,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand. “After all, you were brought up Amish. You can go back to being Amish and you won’t need any money. Don’t they live off the land or something? No electricity and all that. Think of the money you’ll save.”

      “I can’t go back to being Amish,” I snapped. “I left the Amish when I was sixteen.” The room spun and I feared I might faint.

      He shrugged one shoulder and checked his phone. He shot off a quick text and put the phone back in his pocket. “What about your twin sister, Rebecca?”

      “What about her?” I said through clenched teeth.

      “She’s still Amish.”

      I shook my head. “I don’t understand what you mean.”

      “You can go and live with her. It’s in another state, so we won’t run into each other. I’m sure you don’t want to happen across Cherri. It would be embarrassing for you.”

      I stared at Ted in disbelief. We had been married for almost thirty years and yet he was ending our marriage so easily. My head was spinning.

      “But I have no skills, no qualifications. How will I find work?”

      “You do have a degree in PR. You used to have a top job working for that fashion designer in New York. That’s what you were doing when we met. You’ll be all right. You’ll soon make money again.”

      “Ted, that was almost thirty years ago,” I protested, “and I was only an intern. I haven’t worked in decades. No one is going to employ me now.”

      “You can live with your sister’s family and babysit some kids or something,” he said. “Go back to the Amish—you’ll fit right in.”

      I sat there, frozen to the spot in disbelief. How could he do this to me? Sure, the spark had gone out of our marriage years ago, but I thought that was just the way it went with marriages. I had done everything I could to make the home a happy one and I had thought Ted was content. Come to think of it, he had been far more content in the last few months, and now I knew why.

      Something occurred to me. “Why are you doing this on my birthday? It’s my birthday.”

      “You already said that once,” he said. “Sure, I know it’s not the ideal time to tell you, but then again I’m sure there is never a good time to tell you my mistress and I are having a baby and that you and I are getting a divorce. I suppose this is as good a time as any.”

      I looked at his face and wondered if I could upturn a plate of food over his head. Still, I had been brought up Amish and that wasn’t the thing to do. I couldn’t even call Rebecca and cry on her shoulder. As she was Amish, she didn’t have a phone in her house and of course didn’t own a cell phone. She owned a cupcake store and there was a phone there for the business, but I had to wait until working hours to tell her what had happened.

      “This will be good for you,” Ted said.

      “Exactly how will it be good for me?” I snapped.

      “Don’t raise your voice, Jane. It will be good for you because you can get on with your new life.”

      My emotions had run the full gamut, from disbelief to remorse, to anger, to shock, and now I was angry once more.

      I clutched the butter knife with both hands and shut my eyes tightly, thinking of all the horrible things I could do to Ted, and then sent up a silent prayer for forgiveness. When I opened my eyes, Ted was gone.
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        Six Months Later

      

      

      I had settled into the apartment over my sister’s cupcake store. Compared to my former house, it was small, but at least I had the company of my sister through the day in working hours. She lived an hour’s buggy drive from her store with her husband on their farm, so at night I was left alone with my thoughts.

      I helped my sister with the cupcake store through the day and did a considerable amount of the baking. It had turned out to be a blessing that her previous assistant had left the day of my fiftieth birthday, and it seemed to me a small irony that her assistant had left to get married.

      Rebecca and I had stayed close since I’d left the Amish after my rumspringa at the age of sixteen. I was happy for the company, but after six months, the situation with Ted was still raw. I told myself I had come to terms with it, but I wasn’t quite managing, to be honest.

      My sister’s voice broke me from my reverie. “Jane, are you all right?”

      I looked across the dinner table to Rebecca and her husband. Ephraim at once picked up his fork, but Rebecca continued to stare at me. “I thought you’d fallen asleep.”

      I chuckled. “How did you know I wasn’t saying a particularly long silent prayer?”

      Rebecca shook her head. “I’ve been around some particularly long silent prayers and yours would have been the longest.”

      I continued to chuckle. The Amish said a silent prayer before, and usually after, every meal. As a child, it had been suggested to me to recite the Lord’s Prayer, but I had never actually asked anyone what they said in their silent prayer. Still, when I was at an Amish meal, everyone opened their eyes just as I did and as I always silently recited the Lord’s Prayer, I figured that’s what they were doing too.

      “Are you worried about meeting your roommates?”

      I shrugged one shoulder and inhaled the heavenly scent of roasted chicken, mashed potato, and chicken gravy in front of me alongside the home-made applesauce, bread, and pickled cabbage. “Since I’ve lived in the apartment alone for so long, I am a little worried about how I’ll fit in with roommates. The only person I’ve ever lived with was my husband.” I quickly amended it to, “My ex-husband.”

      I scowled, but then realized the Amish don’t hold grudges, so I plastered what I hoped was a peaceable look on my face.

      “Eleanor and Matilda are lovely ladies,” Rebecca said. “Anyway, you’ll meet them tomorrow. They’re very nice. Isn’t that right, Ephraim?”

      Ephraim simply nodded and piled mashed potato into his mouth. A kindly man, Ephraim wasn’t one for conversation. He enjoyed working on the farm in solitude. Rebecca was more of a people person and since her children had grown up and gone on to have families of their own, I’m sure she enjoyed the interaction with people that her cupcake store brought her.

      How I envied her life. Maybe if I had stayed Amish, I would have a husband and children, even grandchildren of my own, just like Rebecca had.

      I shook my head. I wasn’t Amish, and there was no way I ever could be again. I could not live without electricity or internet, or even the Hallmark channel. Still, at times, I did envy the Amish ways.

      “Those two ladies have been away on an awfully long cruise,” I said to Rebecca. “I thought cruises were only for a few weeks, but they’ve been gone more than six months.”

      “Well, they’re not your usual sort of people,” Rebecca said, and Ephraim smothered a laugh.

      I looked my twin sister straight in the eye. “What aren’t you telling me, Rebecca?”

      Her face was a picture of innocence. “Nothing, really. They’re awfully nice, like I said. They’re just a little unusual, that’s all.”

      My mind ran through the possibilities. “When you say unusual, what exactly do you mean?”

      She hesitated. “Matilda watches a television show all the time and always talks about it. I believe it’s some sort of a mystery or detective show.”

      “What’s the name of it?” I asked her.

      She pursed her lips. “I can’t remember, but I’m sure it’s about an elderly lady who solves crimes.”

      I quirked one eyebrow. “Miss Marple?”

      “It could be. That does sound familiar.”

      I was sure there had to be more to it. “So, is there anything else strange about them, Rebecca?”

      “Not really. They’re very spritely for English ladies in their eighties.”

      I knew when Rebecca said ‘English’ she didn’t mean they were British; rather, that was her way of saying Eleanor and Matilda were not Amish. “You didn’t tell me they were in their eighties,” I said, trying not to sound accusatory. I imagined frail old ladies who needed considerable assistance in their daily lives. And how on earth would they make it up the stairs to the apartment? The stairs were quite steep.

      “You wouldn’t think it to look at them,” Rebecca continued, “considering they don’t do any hard work on a farm to make them fit. Anyway, to answer your original question about why they were away so long, they were on a world tour. I expected them back well before now, but they ended up staying in the south of France. They have sent me lots of letters. There’s nothing to be nervous about. You’ll like them, won’t she, Ephraim?”

      Ephraim nodded, but did not look up from his pickled cabbage.

      “Is that all that’s worrying you?” my sister asked me.

      I shook my head. “I was worried because that man was in again today.”

      That got Ephraim’s attention. He set down his fork. “Colin Greaves?” His tone was grim.

      Rebecca nodded.

      “Did he give you any trouble?” Ephraim asked her.

      “Just the usual,” Rebecca said. “I’m sure he thinks if he pressures me enough, I’ll sell him the bakery.”

      “He’s quite unpleasant, but his manner falls just short of threatening,” I added. “It’s just as well that the other store not far from yours is holding out as well. It would be far worse if you were the last one left.”

      “I’m quite concerned about this,” Ephraim said. “Maybe I should speak to the bishop about it again.”

      “There is nothing the bishop can do about it,” Rebecca said. “The bishop is hardly likely to speak to Mr. Greaves and tell him to stop pressuring me.”

      “Then how will this end?” Ephraim asked her. “This Colin Greaves will continue to pressure you until you sell, and if those other people sell, then he’ll be even worse as Jane pointed out.”

      “I’m sure he’ll soon realize I won’t give in to his demands and he’ll decide to buy somewhere else, another parcel of property to develop,” Rebecca said. Her tone was light, but I could see she was concerned.

      “We could always sell the store and the apartment and buy somewhere else,” Ephraim said.

      Rebecca pointed to me. “What about Jane? And Eleanor and Matilda?”

      “Don’t worry on my account,” I said. “And if you’re worried about the other two ladies then I’m sure we could all find somewhere to rent together.”

      Rebecca shook her head. “Nee, I will not cave in and agree to sell the property to that man. He’s just a bully and I’m sure he’ll give up soon.”

      Ephraim and I exchanged glances. I didn’t share Rebecca’s opinion and it was clear to me that Ephraim did not either.

      “Jane, last time we had dinner, you said you thought you were being followed but weren’t too sure. Do you still think you’re being followed?” Ephraim asked me.

      “I don’t know. Sometimes I think it’s my imagination, as I’ve only caught glimpses of whoever it is. I can’t imagine why anyone would follow me.”

      “What about your ex-husband? Would he have you followed?”

      “I’ve thought about that,” I admitted. “I can’t see why he would. He’d have nothing to gain.”

      Rebecca stood up abruptly. “I’ll fetch the ice cream.”

      I stood up too, but she waved me down. “You sit there, Jane.” With a backward glance over her shoulder, she hurried out of the room. I figured she was worried about Colin Greaves and wanted some time alone. The man was obnoxious, and in the time I had been working in Rebecca’s store I had met him on several occasions. He had put on a charming front, but there was venom behind the smile. Colin Greaves had never actually threatened Rebecca, but I didn’t know what would happen if she continued to refuse his offers to buy. Lately, his visits had been more frequent.

      I wished there was something I could do to help, but I was practically penniless. Rebecca wasn’t charging me much rent, partly to do me a favor and partly as Eleanor and Matilda paid well for the apartment. I had managed to save a small amount, but certainly nothing to help her relocate. Still, I knew Ephraim and Rebecca could afford to sell and then buy elsewhere, but Rebecca obviously did not want to do so.

      Rebecca presently returned with ice cream and Shoo-fly pie. I had certainly missed Shoo-fly pie in my time away from the Amish, the delicious combination of molasses and brown sugar with a layer of cream on top. I preferred the wet bottom pie to the dry bottom, as I didn’t like too much bottom crust. It certainly satisfied my sweet tooth. I had made it for myself over the years and make Shoo-fly pie cupcakes for the store, but nothing was ever as good as Rebecca’s pies.

      I selected a salty pretzel to eat with my ice cream, something else I had continued to do since I left the Amish. “I hope Eleanor and Matilda won’t mind me living with them,” I said to Rebecca.

      She waved one hand in dismissal. “No, they’re thrilled about it. When I first asked them if you could, they were both delighted, and they can’t wait to meet you. They tend to bicker so it will be good for them to have someone else around.”

      I wiped my sweaty palms on my jeans. Why was I so worried about meeting these ladies? I supposed I had become a little set in my ways. On the other hand, I had been dreadfully lonely, almost thirty years of living with someone and then suddenly all alone. It would be good to have the company of others, no matter how quirky they were. Still, I wondered if there was something Rebecca wasn’t telling me.
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      I was in the kitchen making frosting for a batch of red velvet cupcakes when I heard a man’s voice. The voice was familiar, and I soon realized it was that of Colin Greaves. I wiped my hands on my apron and in one move took it off and flung it on a nearby stool before hurrying into the store.

      Rebecca’s face was white and drawn. Greaves was smiling that thin-lipped smile he always offered. Waves of citrus, vanilla, and vetiver emanated from him. He always wore a slathering of the same male cologne, and it was overpowering. While I wasn’t allergic to perfumes or colognes, too much of a strong scent always gave me a sinus headache.

      “Mrs. Delight,” he said with a slight nod before turning his attention back to Rebecca. “I’m prepared to increase my offer, but it’s for a limited time only. A limited time,” he repeated, as his eye twitched and he rubbed his mouth.

      Rebecca and I exchanged glances. “It doesn’t matter how much you offer, as I’ll never sell to you,” she said ever so politely. I admired her patience.

      Greaves folded his arms over his chest. “And what does your husband have to say about it? I am aware the property is owned by both of you.”

      I chose that moment to interrupt. “Ephraim certainly doesn’t want to sell. I wouldn’t risk annoying him by going to speak with him.”

      Greaves sneered at me. “Well, I might take that straight from the horse’s mouth. I’ll pop over this afternoon to have a chat.” He took a tissue from his pocket and wiped his brow.

      I knew Ephraim would refuse to sell. Greaves was still speaking. “Mrs. Yoder, I know you don’t want to give up your cupcake store, but you won’t have to as such. With the amount of money I’m offering you, you could buy another store and apartment in a nicer and far safer place of town. It’s a good business decision for you.”

      Rebecca put her hands on her hips by way of response.

      “Is there anything that would encourage you to sell?” Greaves asked her. He frowned and rubbed his mouth hard, a gesture I thought peculiar.

      When Rebecca shook her head, he continued, “I should think you would like to move to a safer part of town. This area is older and it’s no longer safe. Not safe at all.” His lip curled as he spoke.

      I took a few steps forward. “Are you threatening my sister?”

      Greaves smirked at me. “Of course not. Whatever would give you such an idea?”

      His tone chilled me to the bone. His words might have denied his threat, but his tone and attitude made it clear his words were, in fact, a warning.

      “I think you should leave,” I said in the firmest tone I could muster.

      “I’ll leave when I’m good and ready,” he said with a snarl. “I’m glad these samples are catching on around town.” He reached for the nearest cupcake and popped it into his mouth. Rebecca always had a tray of tiny cupcakes on the countertop for customers to sample.

      I stood there, somewhat at a loss. I couldn’t forcibly make the man leave, so I didn’t know what to do. I figured we would just have to stand there awkwardly until he left. I fervently hoped customers would come in.

      I wasn’t wondering what to do for long. To my shock, Greaves made a strange, strangled sound and fell to the ground.

      I hovered over him and loosened his tie, absently noting it was pink paisley silk, before signaling to my sister. “Rebecca, quick! Call 911.”

      “My heart,” he muttered. All the color drained from his face and he broke into a heavy sweat.

      “Do you have medication?” I asked urgently, and at once rifled through his coat pockets hoping to find a bottle of medication.

      What happened next was a blur. Later I remembered the paramedics arriving, and Rebecca flipping the sign on the door to Closed.

      One paramedic ushered us out of the room and into the kitchen, where we stood, clutching each other.

      I did my best to listen in. I overheard the paramedics saying Greaves had a feeble, rapid pulse. I turned to my sister. “Did they say his blood pressure wasn’t recordable? That’s not possible, is it?”

      “It’s not good to eavesdrop,” Rebecca scolded me.

      I sighed and put my ear back to the door. “Ventricular tachycardia. I wonder what that is? They asked if he was taking anti-arrhythmic medications, but I couldn’t hear his response.”

      “Do you think he had a heart attack?” Rebecca asked me.

      I shrugged. “I don’t have a clue to be honest, but it does seem to be something to do with his heart.”

      “The poor man,” Rebecca said. “I will pray for him.”

      I nodded but then stepped away from the door when I heard footsteps approaching.

      “We’re taking him to the hospital now,” one of the paramedics said. “It’s probably best if you don’t go back into the store until the police come.”

      “The police?” I echoed. It was all so surreal. “Why would the police come when someone’s had a heart attack?”

      The paramedic hesitated and then said, “It doesn’t appear to be a heart attack, and since we don’t know exactly what it is, we called the police.” With a nod at me, the paramedic left the room.

      “I wonder what he meant?” Rebecca asked me.

      Unlike my Amish and thus television-less sister, I watched a lot of crime shows on TV. I was fairly certain the paramedics thought Greaves had succumbed to foul play, and as he had not been shot or stabbed, I could only assume he had been poisoned.

      I remembered he had eaten one of the sample cupcakes, but if he had been poisoned by that cupcake, then any one of our customers could have eaten it. I shuddered.

      “What’s wrong, Jane?” Rebecca asked me.

      “I’m just a bit uneasy about it all,” I said, not wanting to tell her that I suspected Greaves had been poisoned.

      As I was considering precisely what I should tell Rebecca, a man’s voice called out from inside the store.

      Rebecca and I hurried out to find two uniformed officers. Both were men. The taller one introduced himself as Alex Albright and his partner as William Worth. Rebecca and I duly introduced ourselves and Officer Worth wrote our names in a notepad.

      “So, what happened here this morning?” the taller officer asked.

      “Mr. Greaves came in and offered me more money to sell my store to him and then he fell to the ground. I called 911.”

      I nodded while Rebecca was speaking.

      “And did he eat anything or drink anything while he was in here?” Officer Albright asked.

      I clutched my stomach. That meant they did suspect poison.

      “He ate a cupcake from our sample tray,” Rebecca said, indicating the tray.

      “It was a chocolate one,” I supplied.

      “Bag these, Worth,” the taller one said.

      It was then I noticed Officer Worth was wearing gloves. I hadn’t noticed if he was wearing them before. He carefully popped all the little cupcakes into a baggy.

      “Did anyone else eat any of those cupcakes today?” Albright asked Rebecca.

      “I think I noticed about five or so samples missing,” Rebecca said.

      “Did you actually see a customer eat any of the sample cupcakes this morning?” he asked her.

      Rebecca nodded. “Yes, more than one customer.”

      “Could I have their names?”

      Rebecca shook her head. “I don’t know. Only one of them was a regular customer. Mrs. Bates.”

      “I don’t suppose you have her address or any contact details?”

      “As a matter of fact I do. She’s a regular customer and every year she orders a birthday cake for her husband. Shall I fetch her contact details now?”

      He nodded in the affirmative. Rebecca walked into the kitchen and I closed the gap to the officer. “I didn’t want to say this in front of my sister, but do you think Mr. Greaves was poisoned?” I asked him.

      “Sister?” he said with surprise. “But she’s Amish and you’re not.”

      “I left the Amish after my rumspringa at the age of sixteen,” I said. “We’re twin sisters actually. Identical twins.”

      His jaw fell open. “You look nothing alike!”

      I didn’t point out that we would indeed look alike if I wore Amish clothes or if Rebecca let her hair down from under her prayer kapp. Lucky he’s not a detective, I thought unkindly.

      The officer soon gathered his wits. “Why would you think he was poisoned?” He regarded me with narrowed eyes.

      “Because police don’t get called to heart attacks,” I said. “And you’re taking away the sample cupcakes. You know they were out there for anyone to eat.”

      As the officer just made a grunting sound, my imagination ran away with me. Would my sister become a suspect in an attempted murder? After all, Greaves had threatened her. And while the cupcakes were out on the countertop for anyone to eat, the police could conclude my sister slipped a poisoned one on there for Greaves when he came into the store.

      “So where do you live now?” the officer asked me.

      I pointed to the ceiling. “I live in the apartment above the store,” I told him. I took a deep breath and then added, “When my husband left me, my sister rented me the apartment above the store.”

      “I see, well we’ll take both your statements when your sister returns with those contact details.”

      Just then Rebecca hurried back into the store and handed the officer a slip of paper. His partner had been on his cell phone for the last few minutes and I was alarmed to see him beckon to the other officer, a worried look on his face.

      “Excuse me.” Albright walked over to confer with Officer Worth.

      I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it didn’t look good. I suspected Mr. Greaves had passed away, and I also suspected that my sister might be the main suspect.
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      The officers left after telling us that detectives would be along presently. I still hadn’t told my sister that I thought Mr. Greaves had probably passed on. I couldn’t quite come to terms with the fact that one of our cupcakes might have been poisoned, and my head was reeling with the implications. I turned to Rebecca. “What do we do now?”

      She shrugged. “I suppose we just wait for the detectives. We could do more baking, but then again I don’t know how long it will be before they let me reopen the store.”

      I thought back to all the crime shows I had seen on TV. “I’m pretty sure you’ll be able to open again tomorrow morning.” I was going to say more, but was startled by a loud bang on the shop door. I thought it must have been the detective, but as I turned around I saw two women peeping through the glass. One was tall and stick thin, the other, shorter and on the plump side. The tall one was clutching something under her arm.

      “Eleanor and Matilda!” Rebecca exclaimed with joy. She hurried over to the door and opened it.

      The two ladies all but fell inside. Waves of rose-scented perfume preceded them. Matilda, the shorter one, embraced Rebecca in a tight hug and Rebecca patted her awkwardly on her back.

      I bit back a smile. After all, the Amish in my former community were not given to public displays of affection. Eleanor marched over to me and thrust something into my arms. It was only when it scratched me and jumped away I realized it was a cat.

      Eleanor let out a shriek. “You scared him! The poor thing.”

      I clutched my head. Maybe I was having a nightmare after all. First of all, Mr. Greaves had threatened my sister and then had most likely passed away, and now my two roommates had arrived and one had thrust a cat at me.

      Rebecca too looked flustered. “Eleanor and Matilda, this is my sister, Jane. Jane Delight.”

      Matilda chuckled. “Is that really your surname, Delight? Anyway, forgive my rudeness. I’m delighted to meet you.” She burst into laughter. “I’m sorry, no pun intended,” she added when she finally stopped laughing.

      Eleanor was on her hands and knees, looking behind the shop counter. “Here kitty, kitty,” she was saying. Suddenly she lunged forward. She disappeared from sight with a grunt and then stood up, clutching a terrified cat to her. “Hello, Jane. It’s lovely to meet you. Sorry I yelled at you, but I was worried about Mr. Crumbles.” She held up the cat as if I didn’t know who Mr. Crumbles was.

      Mr. Crumbles was gray with rough fur, patches of which were missing. His eyes were huge and orange. I was glad I could not see his teeth but imagined they were long, yellow, and needle-sharp.

      “Matilda and Eleanor, we can’t have a cat in the store. What about health regulations!” Rebecca said. “Let’s go upstairs to your apartment.”

      “What if the detectives come while we’re away?” I asked her.

      “Detectives?” Eleanor and Matilda said in unison.

      Rebecca waved to the back of the shop where the stairs to the apartment were. “Let’s go upstairs and I’ll explain everything.” To me, she said, “They can ring the bell. I’m more worried about the health inspector finding a cat in my shop.”

      With that, we all hurried upstairs. To my surprise, Matilda and Eleanor took the steps two at a time. I didn’t know what to tell them or where I should start. Should I say I hoped they didn’t mind me living with them, or should I tell them what had happened to Mr. Greaves? Did they even know who Colin Greaves was in the first place?

      Thankfully, Rebecca came straight to the point. “Do you remember a man by the name of Colin Greaves?”

      Both sisters said that they didn’t. “He owns the parking lot opposite my store.” She pointed in the direction of the front window. “He’s been buying up all the stores in this street. He wants to demolish them because he wants to build a mall here. He’s bought them all except my store and the building owned by the health food and supplements shop. His demands have become more and more urgent.”

      “Did he threaten you?” Matilda asked.

      “He made a veiled threat today,” I said.

      Matilda gasped. “Did you call the police?”

      Rebecca hesitated, so I thought I should continue the explanation. “Right after he threatened Rebecca, he ate one of the sample cupcakes. You know, the ones Rebecca always has on the countertop? Anyway, he fell down and dropped dead.”

      Rebecca’s hand flew to her throat. “Dead? Did you say dead?”

      I instantly regretted being so forthright. “Well um, not exactly. I’m not too sure,” I sputtered, “but I think he might have passed on after the paramedics took him away.”

      Rebecca had turned as white as a sheet. “What makes you think that?”

      I felt bad for upsetting her. “It’s the way the officers were whispering to each other after Officer Worth took the call. I mean, Mr. Greaves might be all right, but I’d be surprised if he hadn’t been murdered.”

      Matilda tapped her chin. “And if the police knew he threatened you, then you would likely be a suspect in his murder, Rebecca.”

      Rebecca sat with a thump on the nearest overstuffed chair. “Surely not?”

      Eleanor had remained silent, and now spoke. “We found a stray cat on the way home. Obviously he was not owned by anyone. I named him Mr. Crumbles. It suits him, don’t you think?” She held him out for us to inspect, but he wriggled and tried to claw her. In fact, he managed to do so and one long strip of blood appeared on her arm. “The poor little thing. He’s scared,” Eleanor said, clutching the struggling cat to her chest.

      Mr. Crumbles managed to free one paw and swiped at me, so I took a step backward.

      Matilda rolled her eyes. “There are more pressing matters than a stray cat, Eleanor,” she said in a scolding tone. “You don’t want our landlady to go to prison for life, now do you?”

      Rebecca wrung her hands and twisted them in her apron.

      “I’m sure it won’t come to that,” I said in soothing tones.

      Matilda apparently came to her senses. “No, of course not. I’m very good at solving crimes. I’ve seen every episode of Miss Marple in the newer television series. Both actresses, mind you. And I’ve seen the older series too, but I don’t like it as much. I’ve read every book Agatha Christie ever wrote. I’m sure I will be quite good at solving this murder.” She smiled widely as she said it.

      Eleanor interrupted once more. “Jane, you certainly cleaned up the apartment nicely. We’d left it in rather a mess, I’m afraid.”

      “I hope you don’t mind me staying with you?” I asked her.

      Eleanor extracted one hand from the cat and waved it at me in dismissal. “Of course not, dear. There are three bedrooms and two bathrooms. There is more than enough room for the four of us.”

      It took me a moment to realize the cat made up the fourth.

      “And don’t worry about the little cat. We took him to the vet on the way here. He’ll settle down when he realizes no one will hurt him. Matilda, do you have that cat food in your purse?”

      Matilda reached into her purse, retrieved a small can of cat food, and threw it hard at Eleanor. It whizzed past my nose and I ducked.

      To my shock, Eleanor caught it with one hand. Her reflexes sure were good. “I’ll just go and feed Mr. Crumbles,” Eleanor said and disappeared from the room.

      “Would you like me to make you some sweet tea, or maybe some coffee?” I asked Matilda. “And maybe some meadow tea for you, Rebecca?”

      “I’ll have coffee, please,” Matilda said, “and I’m sure Eleanor would like some too when she finishes with Mr. Crumbles. Maybe put some extra sugar in your sister’s meadow tea. She’s gone pale.”

      “I’m all right,” Rebecca protested feebly.

      I walked into the kitchen to make the meadow tea. “What a lovely coffee machine you have,” Eleanor said. “Do you mind if Matilda and I use it as well?”

      “Of course I don’t mind. Help yourself to anything of mine,” I said. “It’s awfully good of you to allow me to live here too.”

      “Well, it helps with the rent to be honest,” she said, “even though your sister doesn’t really charge us much. Everything helps. A penny saved is a penny earned, don’t you think?”

      I nodded. It was then I realized she had rollers in her hair. I wondered why I hadn’t noticed before, but I figured it was because the day had been quite a strange one. On a normal day, it would have been the first thing I noticed. “Would you like something for your arm?” I asked her.

      She looked at her arm. “No, I’ve had worse. It’s stopped bleeding now. Poor Mr. Crumbles. No doubt he’s had a hard life living on the streets, but he’s come to a good home.” She narrowed her eyes and shot me a look of suspicion. “You do like cats, don’t you?”

      “I love cats,” I said. “Rebecca and I had cats growing up. My husband was allergic to cats and dogs.” After I said it, I wondered if it was true. In fact, I wondered if anything my ex-husband had told me was true.

      I returned to the living room with two mugs and placed one in front of Rebecca and one in front of Matilda, then went back to the kitchen to fetch my cup and Eleanor’s cup. Eleanor had already picked up Mr. Crumbles who had eaten his food in double quick time. He seemed calmer now and had stopped struggling.

      “I’ve been watering your plants for you while you were away,” I told them. “Rebecca was watering them until I moved in, and then I took over for her.”

      Both ladies thanked me. There was a small courtyard at the back of the building with a high walled fence. In it was a greenhouse filled with all manner of herbs and other plants. I didn’t have much of a green thumb and was surprised they were all still alive, let alone thriving.

      “After Mr. Crumbles settles in, we can let him into the courtyard while I watch him,” Eleanor added. “I don’t think he’ll be able to scale those walls, and he will enjoy being outdoors.”

      The sound of a doorbell caused Rebecca to jump to her feet, nearly knocking over her meadow tea. “That must be the detectives!”

      I hurried after her to the stairs.

      The doorbell rang again twice more by the time Rebecca reached it. She flung open the door.

      Standing outside the door was the most handsome man I had ever seen. Upon reflection, I figured others might not find him handsome, as he had a rather rugged, wearied look about him. Still, there was just something about him that got my heart racing. He was tall and well built, with hair that had been closely cropped and he had the bluest eyes I had ever seen.

      “Mrs. Yoder? He consulted his notebook. “Mrs. Yoder, Mrs. Delight?” he said. His accent was Scottish. Then he bowed deeply.
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      “Miss,” was the first word out of my mouth. “Not Mrs. I’m divorced.” Why did I say such an obvious thing? I silently scolded myself. And why did he bow?

      I did not have to wait too long to find out.

      Matilda’s voice rang out behind me. “Did you bow? Why did you bow?”

      The slow red blush spread over the detective’s handsome face. “I was bowing to the Amish ladies.”

      Did I hear him correctly? “There is only one Amish lady here,” I told him. “I am not Amish.”

      He looked even more discomfited. “Forgive me. I thought you were an Amish lady too, although not in costume.”

      “Costume?” Rebecca said.

      It was then I noticed the man standing next to him. His hair, what there was of it, was black, and he had the most outrageous combover. He was of indeterminable age, and had a rather stooped posture. His head reached the other detective’s shoulder.

      The handsome detective held up both hands in front of him. “Allow me to start from the beginning. I am Detective Damon McCloud, and I haven’t been in these parts long.”

      “No kidding,” Matilda muttered.

      The other detective murmured something unintelligible, and then grunted, “Detective Carter Stirling.”

      “I am doing my best to be particularly courteous to the Amish people,” Detective McCloud said. “There are no Amish people in Scotland.”

      I folded my arms over my chest. “Why did you think I was Amish?”

      The detective did not meet my eyes but consulted his notes. “I had both your names. I was told you were twin sisters, so I assumed you were both Amish.”

      I nodded slowly. “I see.” Maybe I needed to wear more make-up, and think about buying some nicer clothes. I had let myself go ever since my husband had run away with a woman less than half my age. I felt a little guilty for being vain as I had been raised not to be vain, but I had spent most of my life in the non-Amish world where vanity was normal and everyday.

      “And we haven’t been introduced,” Detective Stirling said in a pointed tone to Matilda.

      “I’m Matilda Birtwistle, and my sister Eleanor and I have just arrived back in town after a world cruise. We have an alibi for the murder. You can check our flights, and then we were most likely at the vet not far from here at the precise moment the vic was murdered.”

      “The vic?” I repeated.

      “Yes, the victim,” she explained with a sigh. “The vic. Technical talk. The nice detectives here understand.”

      “And why did you say the man was murdered?” Detective Stirling asked.

      “That’s my fault,” I admitted. “When the officers came, one of them took a call. After he whispered to the other officer, his manner changed so I figured that Mr. Greaves had passed away.”

      “I see.”

      I looked at him, waiting for confirmation or denial or some sort of clarification, but there was none.

      He pushed on. “I would like to speak with both you ladies, and then other officers will be along presently.”

      “Will my sister be able to open the store tomorrow?” I asked Detective McCloud.

      “I don’t see why not,” he said, “but I will advise you of that later today. Miss Matilda, would you mind if I spoke with both these ladies in private?”

      Matilda nodded and then walked out of the room. Her footsteps suddenly stopped, so I had no doubt she was eavesdropping. Detective Stirling hurried after her. That would certainly spoil her plans.

      “Please tell me what happened in your own words,” Detective McCloud said.

      Rebecca looked at me, so I figured I had to be the one to do the talking. “Mr. Greaves came into the store today to ask my sister to sell. Rebecca always has cupcake samples on the counter. He ate a chocolate cupcake, and then soon afterwards clutched his throat and fell to the ground. Rebecca called 911 and I looked through his pockets for medication.”

      “Why did you think he had medication?” he asked me.

      My hand flew to my mouth. “Oh, I forgot. He said, ‘My heart,’ so I thought he had a heart condition and might have some sort of pills, but I couldn’t find any. The paramedics came quite soon and worked on him for a while. They told us they had called the police.”

      The detective nodded at Rebecca. He made to bow again but stopped himself. “So, do you have anything to add to that?”

      Rebecca shook her head. “My sister thinks Mr. Greaves was poisoned…” she began, but the detective interrupted her.

      He fixed me with a steely gaze. “Why would you say that?”

      I did my best not to roll my eyes. “If he was murdered, he obviously wasn’t stabbed or shot or hit over the head. I can’t think of anything else that would have harmed him other than poison.” The detective still looked suspicious, so I added, “And of course I know the police wouldn’t be called unless there were suspicious circumstances.”

      He seemed somewhat mollified at that. “Quite so,” he muttered.

      Rebecca appeared agitated. “Mr. Greaves was poisoned? Could there be other poisoned cupcakes in my store? I’m quite concerned. Some customers ate those samples today. In fact, one of my regular customers ate one of the samples earlier.”

      The detective consulted his notes. “A Mrs. Bates?”

      Rebecca nodded.

      “We’ve been in touch with her and she is fine.”

      Rebecca breathed a sigh of relief.

      “Did you notice anyone in the store before Mr. Greaves came in? Anyone acting suspiciously?” The detective held up one finger for emphasis. “Take your time, both of you, and think carefully before answering. This could be quite important. Please mention anything that occurs to you. Even if it seems a small and inconsequential detail to you, it could still be significant.”

      Rebecca and I exchanged glances. “I don’t think anything out of the ordinary happened today,” I said. “Well, apart from the murder, that is.”

      Rebecca readily agreed. “Otherwise, it did seem quite a normal day,” she said. “We had some customers who were not regular customers, but of course that happens every day. There wasn’t anyone who seemed to be acting suspiciously.”

      “Surely no one would have put a poisoned cupcake on the sample tray in the hopes that Mr. Greaves and no one but Mr. Greaves would eat it,” I said. “Mr. Greaves always comes here alone. How would anyone know he always ate a sample cupcake? Several other people ate the sample cupcakes today. Like my sister said, one of them was Mrs. Bates. As she’s unaffected, it means not all the cupcakes could have been poisoned. It doesn’t make sense.”

      The detective gave a slight nod but did not respond. It wasn’t looking too good to me. The only way Mr. Greaves could have been poisoned with a sample cupcake was if someone put it there especially for him. No person could, apart from myself and Rebecca. It looked like both of us might be the prime suspects.

      Something occurred to me. “If Mr. Greaves was poisoned, maybe he was poisoned before he came into the store today and it had nothing to do with the sample cupcake,” I offered.

      Before the detective could respond, Matilda re-emerged. “That’s right!” she said. “It’s very rare that a poison can act so quickly. Strychnine and arsenic in big enough doses are fatal quite soon after administration, as are botulinum and polonium, but there are not many poisons that work so quickly. Take thallium for example. It would have to be a mighty big dose of thallium to kill someone quickly and usually it’s given over time. Maybe whatever killed Mr. Greaves was given to him over time.”

      The detective opened his mouth to say something, but Matilda thrust a card into his hand. “I’ve just fetched the vet’s card from my purse. She can tell you the exact time I was there, which gives me a solid alibi. Oh, my sister Eleanor too. The other detective is looking through our apartment. I told him we had nothing to hide.”

      “Thank you for that,” McCloud said. “You do seem to have rather a good knowledge of poisons for the average citizen.”

      “I’ve read every book Agatha Christie has ever written,” she told him proudly. “Yes, I know quite a lot about poisons.”

      The detective’s eyes widened, but he did not respond. Instead, he turned to me. “I’d like you and Mrs. Yoder to come downtown to give your witness statements as soon as you can. As Mrs. Yoder’s store has to remain closed today, is it possible both you ladies could come to the station within the next hour or so?”

      “Yes, I can drive my sister,” I said.

      He raised one eyebrow. “In a buggy?”

      I shook my head. “I’m not Amish. I drive a car.” I really did have to start wearing make-up again, and nicer clothes for that matter. Maybe I should even start going to the any-time gym nearby. I shook my head. No, that was going a little too far.

      The detective handed me his card. As he did so, our fingers brushed for the briefest moment and a jolt of electricity ran through me. What was wrong with me? Why did I find this detective so attractive?
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      “I’ve never been inside a police station before,” Rebecca said in a small voice.

      I wrinkled up my nose at the smell of stale coffee and pine disinfectant. “Don’t worry. The detectives will simply ask you what happened.”

      “But I’ve already told the police twice,” she lamented.

      “That’s just how police are,” I told her. “You’ll probably have to repeat it several times. I remember when Ted and I were burgled about five years ago and we had to tell the police over and over again what had happened. Still, I was grateful because they caught the people who did it. They are only doing their job. There’s nothing to worry about because we know we didn’t do it.”

      Rebecca’s fingernails dug into her over skirt. “But somebody did it,” she said. “What if the poison was in my cupcake? What if there are other poisoned cupcakes in the store?”

      “I don’t think that’s likely since the police have taken them all,” I said.

      Rebecca nodded slowly. “Oh yes, how could I have forgotten? We are going to be baking until late tonight. Not that I mind,” she added hastily. “It only matters that everyone is safe. I wouldn’t like anyone else harmed by my cupcakes.”

      I drew a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Rebecca and I were sitting on hard, blue plastic chairs in a large lobby, the walls of which were painted dark blue as well as various shades of cream and ivory. Behind us were several frosted windows in blue metal frames. Over to one side was a cream countertop behind which was a clearly bored officer tapping away at a computer. A big blue sign was on the wall, but without my glasses I couldn’t read what it said.

      I yawned and stuck my legs out in front of me. “You know, Rebecca, I really doubt the poison is in your cupcakes, but the police will know soon enough.”

      Rebecca held up both hands, palms upward. “But how will they know?

      “Well, I imagine the medical examiner will examine the contents of Mr. Greaves’s stomach and see if there are bits of poison cupcake or whether there was something else poisoned inside his stomach.” As soon as I said it, I doubted my reasoning was correct. “Come to think of it, perhaps that isn’t what they do. I really don’t know how it works.”

      “We’ll have to ask Wanda Hershberger to explain it to us,” Rebecca said.

      Now I was even more puzzled. “Who is Wanda Hershberger?”

      “Do you remember the Hershbergers from your time here as a child?”

      I did remember a kindly couple. “Oh yes, I do remember them. They were nice.”

      “Wanda is their daughter, and Wanda’s daughter does filing for the medical examiner’s office.”

      “Aha.” I tucked it away for further notice in the recesses of my mind. It might prove useful.

      “I wonder who did murder him?” Rebecca said.

      I shrugged. “I’m sure he had a lot of enemies. He didn’t seem the most ethical sort of person and he was very wealthy. That combination probably means he had some powerful enemies.”

      It crossed my mind that someone was trying to frame Rebecca, but I thought it rather silly to try to frame an Amish person. After all, Amish were well known for being peaceable. Amish were even excused from military duty. If someone wronged an Amish person, it was highly unlikely the Amish person would ever retaliate. No, there had to be another reason why Mr. Greaves died when he did.

      I looked up as a detective strode into the room. It was Detective McCloud’s partner, Carter Stirling. “Mrs. Yoder, would you come with me?” he said. “We’re questioning the two of you separately.”

      Rebecca shot me a worried look, but I forced a smile. “It will be all right.” With that, Rebecca was led away, looking over her shoulder at me.

      Detective Stirling presently returned. “Please come with me, Mrs. Delight.”

      “Miss,” I said once more. “I’m divorced.”

      He did not respond. I followed him through a labyrinth of rooms and corridors. These were not modernized like the lobby. The ivory tiled floor of the modern lobby gave way to dirty-colored beige floors with navy blue and chocolate brown squares dotted at random. Here the walls were all a color between a muted beige and an unpleasant yellow, and the doorframes were teal. It wasn’t the nicest color combination I had ever seen.

      Detective Stirling opened a wooden door and nodded inside. “We’ll be right with you,” he said.

      The first thing I noticed about the room was that the charcoal-colored carpet looked new. Nothing else in the room was new. The old table, which appeared to be pine laminate on top, had black metal legs, as did the three chairs, which were upholstered in a faded blue fabric.

      As he had said ‘we’, I sat at the side of the table that only had a single chair. I looked around me. The walls were pale blue, although for some reason a narrow wooden panel ran horizontally around the entire room. Directly opposite me was a huge piece of black felt, pinned onto which were several large maps. To my left was the window with vertical drapes overlooking the parking lot.

      After I sat there for some time, I swiveled around. A huge whiteboard was permanently fixed to the wall behind me, but I couldn’t see any cameras in the room. I wondered if they were leaving me here alone to unnerve me in the hopes I would confess.

      I did my best to dispel the fanciful thoughts. Of course the detectives weren’t doing such a thing to me. The whole idea was preposterous. Besides, if they really did think I was a murderer, then surely I would be in one of those interview rooms that had a two-way mirror, just like the ones on TV.

      I took comfort in that thought for a few moments, but the time stretched on. It was a great relief when the door finally opened and in stepped Detective McCloud. “Sorry to keep you waiting, Mrs. Delight,” he said. He almost sounded genuine.

      “Miss,” I corrected him automatically.

      He did not respond, but sat on the chair opposite me while Detective Stirling sat on the chair to his immediate left. They both consulted their notes for some time without speaking and I wondered once more if this could be a technique designed to put me ill at ease.

      “Now, would you please go over the events of the morning?” Detective Stirling said.

      “I’ve already been over them a hundred times,” I said, and then amended that to, “At least twice.”

      “We need to make sure nothing has been overlooked,” Detective McCloud said, and then looked at me expectantly.

      I steeled myself. “I was in the cupcake store with my sister, Rebecca. Mr. Greaves came in. He told my sister he had increased his offer to sell. She said she wouldn’t sell under any circumstances. He said it would be better for her if she did. I asked if he was threatening her and he said he wasn’t, although he said it sarcastically, and I was sure he was threatening her. Then he snatched a sample chocolate cupcake and ate it. Next thing I knew, he was on the floor.” I stopped talking because my mouth had run dry. I craved a glass of water.

      I was worried I was going to have a panic attack. I felt dizzy and fought the urge to run out of the room.

      “Do go on,” Detective Stirling said.

      I took another deep breath and let it out slowly. “He fell to the floor and said, ‘My heart’. I thought he must be on heart medication. I looked through his pockets for a bottle of pills, but couldn’t find any. While I was doing that, my sister called 911. The paramedics got there quite quickly, and that’s about it.”

      Detective Stirling looked up from taking notes. “That’s your story?”

      His words rankled. “It’s the truth.”

      “Would you like a glass of water?” Detective McCloud asked me.

      I wondered if they were playing good cop, bad cop, but did anyone ever do that outside movies? “Yes, please,” I said, and then thought I should push my luck. “Is there any chance of coffee as well?”

      McCloud shot me a small smile before leaving the room.

      I felt uneasy being left with Detective Stirling, but he did not speak. He merely read through his notes and tapped his pen on his notepad at intervals.

      It wasn’t long before Detective McCloud returned. He placed a glass of water in front of me as well as a steaming polystyrene cup of coffee. I thanked him and took a sip of the coffee. It was horribly strong and bitter, but at least it was caffeine. It was hot too. I took another sip and then a large gulp of water.

      The liquid comforted me somehow, so I sat a little straighter.

      “Have you remembered anything since this morning? Anything else since I spoke to you earlier?”

      I shook my head. “No.”

      “And when did you first meet Matilda Birtwistle?”

      I looked at Detective McCloud. “Matilda? Today. Today was the first time I met her.”

      He pushed on. “And have you ever spoken with her before?”

      I shook my head. “No, I’ve never even seen a photo of her before. There weren’t any of her in the apartment. Well, there are framed photos of people on top of Mount Everest, but you can’t see their faces. They could be anyone. Today was the first time I had ever seen her or spoken with her.” I wondered why he was asking about Matilda and not Eleanor.

      “And so, how long have you been renting the apartment from your sister?” he continued.

      “About six months,” I said warily.

      “And are you an avid gardener, Mrs. Delight?”

      I wondered if the detectives were deliberately calling me ‘Mrs.’ to irritate me. Maybe it was their way of throwing me off guard, to annoy me so I would let something slip. “It’s Miss,” I said, becoming rather irritated. “No, I’m a terrible gardener. I like looking at flowers, but I’m not very good looking after them.”

      “But you were looking after the Birtwistle sisters’ herb garden while they were away, weren’t you?”

      “My sister was initially looking after their garden, but after I moved into the apartment, I said I’d take over,” I said. “Why?”

      The detectives did not respond.

      Detective Stirling looked up at me. “Do you have a background in biology or chemistry?”

      I chuckled in spite of myself. “I don’t have a background in anything like that. I was brought up Amish and then I left. I eventually went to college. My major was public relations.”

      Stirling continued to scribble away in his notepad. “And do you know anything about the plants the Birtwistle sisters are growing?”

      I gasped. “They’re not illegal, are they?”

      McCloud’s lips twitched. “No, they are not,” he said. I thought I detected a hint of amusement in his voice. I could not resist looking at his left hand and saw there was no wedding ring on his finger. Did Scottish men wear wedding rings? I had no idea. I had thought it a habit in the entire Western world, but I really didn’t know. I certainly hoped he wasn’t married.

      Detective Stirling cleared his throat. “Miss Delight!”

      I looked at him. “Sorry?”

      “I asked you if Colin Greaves had ever threatened your sister Rebecca on previous occasions.”

      “Only today,” I said, “and when I asked him straight out if he was threatening her, he said he wasn’t. It’s just that his tone was quite threatening and he didn’t protest in a genuine manner. It’s hard to explain without you hearing the conversation, but I’m absolutely certain it was a threat.”

      “And was that the first occasion you believe he was threatening your sister?”

      “Yes, it was. He started coming into the cupcake store about five months ago and asking Rebecca if she would sell.”

      “And was your sister not happy with the price?” Stirling asked me.

      “It wasn’t about the money. I’m sure what he offered was a fair price, but my sister didn’t want to sell,” I said. “And today he said he would increase his offer, but Amish don’t care about monetary things.” I fought to find the right words to explain. “That’s not correct really, because most of them are very business minded. But what I’m saying is that they place other values above money—you know, family and things like that.”

      I knew I wasn’t explaining very well, but I was quite tense. Surely the police couldn’t suspect my sister. After all, she was Amish. I wondered if they would suspect me of murdering Colin Greaves to protect my sister.

      “And so this is your twin sister, is that correct?” Stirling asked me.

      “Yes, Rebecca and I are identical twins,” I told him.

      “So I’m sure you feel quite protective toward your sister,” Stirling continued. “Were you upset about the way Colin Greaves was treating her?”

      I frowned. Yes, it looked as if that’s exactly what the detectives were thinking, that I had murdered Greaves to protect my sister. “I know what you’re thinking,” I said, “but I didn’t murder him.”

      “And what do you think we are thinking?” Stirling asked. His tone was measured, although cold.

      “You realize my sister wouldn’t have murdered anyone because she’s Amish. You think after Mr. Greaves threatened my sister today, I murdered him to protect her, but that doesn’t make sense.”

      McCloud raised one eyebrow. “How so?” he said in his delightful Scottish accent.

      “Well, that would mean I had a poisoned chocolate cupcake ready to give him when he came in. How would I have known when he would come in?”

      “Was that the first time Colin Greaves had eaten a sample cupcake?” Stirling asked me.

      My stomach sank. “No, he ate a sample cupcake every time he came in.”

      “And was it always a chocolate one?” Stirling asked me.

      “I’m not sure, but it most likely was a chocolate one,” I conceded.

      I took a gulp of the coffee and washed it down with some water. My stomach rumbled. All this talk of cupcakes was making me hungry. I really needed some cake, but I knew they wouldn’t get me any, of course.

      By the time the detectives allowed me to leave the interview room after giving and signing my statement, I was a shaken mess. I put on a brave face when I walked over to Rebecca in the lobby. She stood up. “What did they say? What did they ask you?” She spoke breathlessly.

      “I’ll tell you in the car,” I said, looking around the lobby. “How did the questions go with you?”

      “It wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it was going to be,” she said. “The detectives were quite nice, really.”

      I hurried out to the parking lot with Rebecca hard on my heels. As soon as I was in my car, I asked her, “Did they ask you about Eleanor and Matilda’s plants?”

      Rebecca nodded vigorously. “Yes, they asked me again and again about the plants, and they asked me if I was one of those Amish people who knows a lot about herbs and healing. I told them I was just a normal Amish person, and I knew more about cupcakes than I did about healing. I told them if I need healing, I always go to the widow Beiler. They asked me if I used any of the plants in my baking.” She broke off and laughed. “Imagine that! I told them I don’t, of course.”

      I nodded. “They asked me about the herb garden and asked me when I first met Matilda,” I said. “If I put two and two together, it makes me think that Eleanor and Matilda are growing a deadly herb, and that it produces the very poison that killed Colin Greaves.”
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      It seemed my suspicions were correct. We hadn’t been back in my apartment for more than fifteen minutes when the doorbell rang. “Don’t answer it,” Matilda said. “It’s just a customer wondering why the store is shut.”

      I shook my head and stood up. “That was the bell to the apartment not the store.”

      Matilda tried to wave me back down. “We’re not expecting anyone and you still haven’t told us everything about the police questioning you.”

      I shrugged and made my way down the stairs. I opened the door and was surprised to see Detective McCloud and Detective Stirling standing there.

      “We would like to take another look at your garden and take samples,” Detective McCloud said without pre-emption.

      “You were speaking to me only minutes ago. Why didn’t you tell me then?”

      McCloud raised his eyebrows. “Did you need some sort of warning, Miss Delight?” I scowled at him. “We can always get a search warrant,” he added.

      I waved them inside. “Come in. And it’s not my garden. It’s the Birtwistle sisters’ garden.”

      “But you’ve been tending it for them for the past six months.” His words came out as an accusation.

      I continued to glare at him. “This way,” I snapped. I showed the detectives to the little garden in the walled area.

      “These plants aren’t labeled,” Detective Stirling said. He looked up at me from over a lavender plant. “How do you identify them?”

      I crossed my arms over my chest. “I don’t identify them. I’ve already told you, I don’t know anything about plants. I know that one is a lavender plant.” I pointed the one he had been bending over. “But that’s about all I do know. I really don’t know one plant from another. I keep telling you, Eleanor and Matilda own this garden and I merely watered the plants for them while they were away.”

      Matilda marched into the courtyard. “I can identify the plants for you. What would you like to know?” She shot Stirling a dark look.

      “Why don’t you start by pointing out some of the plants to us? Are they all herbs?”

      “Yes they are. That one is asafoetida, that is rosemary, that is dill, that one that is astragalus, that is ginger, and that is turmeric.”

      When she stopped to draw breath, Detective Stirling spoke. “Why do you have so many herbs? Do you use them in baking?”

      Matilda nodded. “Sometimes, but we mainly use them in our home-made skincare products, and we also use them for medicinal purposes. Eleanor and I lived near Dalian in China for a few years and we learned Traditional Chinese Medicine.”

      McCloud raised his eyebrows. “You make your own skincare products with this stuff?”

      Matilda shot him a wide smile and then patted her face with both hands. “If I told you my age, you would never believe it. These herbs are responsible for this.” She released her face and then pointed to it with her right hand.

      I had to admit, Matilda and Eleanor had excellent skin. Sure, their faces were sagging somewhat, but neither had so much as a wrinkle or a fine line on their entire face. Maybe I should ask them to make me some facial cream. Still, I had more pressing matters on my mind like being a suspect in a murder case.

      “Do you have any plants that are poisonous?” Detective Stirling asked Matilda.

      “Sure.” She pointed to a pretty yellow plant. “That’s henbane. We use it for coughs.”

      “Is it poisonous?”

      “Yes.” She sounded quite happy. “It causes convulsions. And that is yellow jasmine. We use it as a tonic, but in large quantities it is deadly.”

      “You haven’t mentioned wolfsbane yet,” McCloud said, his eyes narrowed.

      “That’s it right there.” Matilda pointed to a plant with pretty purple flowers. “Wolfsbane is also known as monkshood or aconitine.”

      As she was speaking a chill ran up my spine. McCloud’s interest in wolfsbane surely meant that the victim was murdered with wolfsbane, and here we had some in our garden. Visions of defending myself in court to a jury flashed before my mind. I didn’t even know a lawyer. Well, apart from my ex-husband and his friends, of course. What was I to do?

      Detective McCloud was still speaking. “And what do you specifically use wolfsbane for? Is there a specific reason you have it growing in your garden?”

      Matilda seemed surprised to be asked such a question. “Of course there is! I don’t grow useless plants here. Eleanor and I take wolfsbane on occasion for colds, but it’s also a good disinfectant. Only a tiny amount when taken orally, you see. It’s a deadly neurotoxin so it’s ever so poisonous in larger amounts.”

      Detective Stirling had been taking photos of the wolfsbane. He stopped abruptly. “So, you are aware of its poisonous properties?”

      Matilda nodded vigorously. “Of course. Isn’t everybody? Everybody knows wolfsbane is poisonous. If anyone’s ever read 4:50 From Paddington, they know just how deadly wolfsbane is.”

      Stirling’s mouth fell open. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what you mean.”

      “It’s an Agatha Christie novel, of course.”

      “Oh.” Stirling consulted his phone before pointing to another plant. “And what is the name of that herb?”

      “Foxglove.”

      He nodded slowly. “I thought so. And you use this as well?”

      Matilda nodded.

      Stirling looked exasperated. “Exactly what do you use it for?”

      “Oh, I see. Eleanor and I use foxglove as an ointment for our arthritis. I have a touch of arthritis in my knee and Eleanor has it in her ankle. It was our little accident in Mongolia, you see.”

      Stirling’s eyebrows shot skyward. “Mongolia?”

      Matilda afforded him a wide smile. “Yes, it was five years ago or so. We were galloping half-tamed horses in Mongolia. I fell off and Eleanor laughed so hard that she fell off her horse too. Serves her right!”

      Detective McCloud cleared his throat. “And would you consider it a poisonous plant?”

      Matilda’s mouth fell open. “Of course! Even a small amount can be fatal. The deadly digitalis is from foxglove. That’s why we only use it in an ointment. Agatha Christie used it in several of her books.” She tapped her chin. “Let me see. Appointment with Death, Crooked House, Postern of Fate—oh, and what was that other one?” She looked off into the distance.

      I did my best to catch her attention. I didn’t think it a good idea that she was so enthusiastic about her knowledge of plant poisons or so forthcoming about just how deadly some of her plants were. My efforts were in vain.

      “Why are you staring at me strangely, Jane?”

      “Oh, no reason,” I said lamely.

      Detective Stirling shot me a hard look before addressing Matilda once more. “Do you mind if I take samples of some of your plants, Mrs. Birtwistle?”

      “Of course not. Help yourself. Just don’t take too much, mind you. I don’t want any of my plants damaged.”

      Detective McCloud nodded to us. “Thank you. That will be all, ladies.”

      It was obvious we were being dismissed, and I wondered whether I should continue to stand there. I wondered what McCloud would do if I didn’t leave. Still, the detectives didn’t seem to care that I hadn’t left at once, and took samples of the herbs with their gloved hands.

      Matilda grabbed me by the elbow and dragged me from the courtyard. As soon as we were out of earshot, she whispered, “That was so silly!”

      I was perplexed. “What was?”

      “I shouldn’t have said those plants were poisonous.”

      I sighed long and hard. “You had to be honest.”

      “Yes, I suppose so, but I should not have been so forthright, going on and on about how poisonous they were. On the bright side, I don’t grow yew trees, or hemlock, or castor oil plants. Jane, do you think they suspect you’re the murderer?”

      “Yes I do. It’s unlikely they suspect Rebecca given the fact that she’s Amish and Amish are non-violent. They’re more likely to suspect me.”

      Matilda nodded slowly. “Yes, they think you murdered Colin Greaves to protect your sister after he threatened her.”

      “Well, it wasn’t really much of a threat as threats go,” I explained.

      “You know that and I know that, but the police probably think you played down the threat. For all they know Greaves might have threatened Rebecca on numerous occasions, and she wouldn’t defend herself as she is Amish as you rightly pointed out, so they figure you’ve taken matters into your own hands.”

      I rubbed my temples hard with both hands. The tightening across the front of my head and across the bridge of my nose signaled an oncoming headache. My stomach churned and I wanted nothing more than to lie down with a cold pack on my forehead. “I hadn’t thought of it like that. I’m sure that’s how they’ll make their case.”

      Matilda patted my arm in a reassuring manner. “I wouldn’t worry about it. By the way, do you happen to know a good lawyer?”

      I sighed. “No, I don’t.” Only my ex-husband and I’m hardly likely to ask him, I added silently.

      “Then there’s nothing else for it!” Matilda exclaimed. Her tone was gleeful. “We’re going to have to solve the murder ourselves. The police never get it right. If the police got it right, then Miss Marple wouldn’t have had anything to do. This will be my first case.”

      She smiled widely as she said it. “Don’t you worry, Jane. We will have some coffee or meadow tea and we will make a list of suspects. Surely there must be plenty of suspects. Greaves was a very wealthy man, so he would have left an inheritance. The motives for murder are usually love, money, or wrong place-wrong time. Also, you said he didn’t really threaten Rebecca, but he might have threatened other people. Plus, a man like that would have made business enemies. And then there’s his wife. Perhaps she wanted to do away with him.”

      “What makes you say that?” I asked her. “You mean for the inheritance?”

      Matilda shook her head. “Perhaps he was mean to her and finally pushed her over the edge. Maybe it was for the inheritance. Or maybe he was having an affair.”

      I scratched my head. “You think he was having an affair?”

      She shrugged one shoulder. “I have no idea, but it’s certainly a possibility we should investigate. If Greaves was having an affair, then not only would his wife want to murder him, but maybe his mistress was married and so her husband would want to murder him too. Maybe. And as Greaves obviously was still with his wife and not with his mistress, then maybe his mistress wanted to murder him as well. That gives us three suspects.”

      I shot her a small smile, but I thought it all rather a stretch. One thing was certain; the detectives did suspect me. I had no idea who the other suspects were and how far the police would go in their pursuit of them. As I showed the detectives out, thoughts of me giving evidence in a courtroom flashed through my mind.
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