
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE MEMORY MINT

A Cozy Mystery of Buried Truths and Forgotten Confessions
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Chapter One: The Beekeeper's Confession
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The morning Harold Finch confessed to murder, the village of Millbank was already holding its breath.

Molly Hartley hadn't slept. The cottage her aunt left her still smelled of lavender and loneliness, and at 6:47 a.m., she gave up on rest entirely. She pulled on her boots and walked into the garden—not because she wanted to, but because the alternative was sitting alone with her thoughts, and those had grown sharp as broken glass lately.

Divorce did that to a person. So did returning to the village you'd sworn to escape at eighteen.

The garden was a disaster. Her aunt Agnes had been a botanist, not a landscaper. Unfamiliar plants sprawled everywhere—some fragrant, some thorny, all slightly wild. Molly knelt by a patch of silver-green herbs near the wall, intending to weed.

She didn't recognize the plant. Soft, mint-scented leaves with pale veins that seemed almost to pulse. She touched one bare finger to a leaf.

The world tilted.

Suddenly she was standing in a kitchen that wasn't hers—yellow wallpaper, a kettle screaming, a woman's hands trembling around a letter. I know what you did. The handwriting was familiar. It was her aunt's.

Then a face: a young girl, no older than sixteen, blond braids, terrified eyes.

Please, the girl whispered. Please don't tell them I found it.

Molly ripped her hand back. The garden rushed in like cold water. She was kneeling in wet soil, gasping, her heart slamming against her ribs.

A hallucination. Stress. Grief. That was all.

She told herself that for the next ninety seconds.

Then the church bells began to ring—not for service, but in alarm. And someone was screaming in the village square.

HOOK: By the time Molly reached the crowd, Harold Finch—sixty-eight years old, beekeeper, deacon, the gentlest man in Millbank—had already confessed to killing Lilyanne Croft, the girl who disappeared thirty years ago. His hands were stained green. And behind him, sitting motionless at the edge of the crowd, was a grey dog no one had ever seen before.
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