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About This Book


A new cozy mystery series from USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. Follow gardener and amateur sleuth Doreen Montgomery—and her amusing and mostly lovable cat, dog, and parrot—as they catch murderers and solve crimes in lovely Kelowna, British Columbia.

Riches to rags. … Controlling to chaos. … But murder … not this time!

One night 10 years ago, 8-year-old Crystal, vanished from her bed in her parents’ house, the only clue a footprint in the flowerbed below the girl’s window.

Now that footprint’s reappeared, this time at the scene of another crime, and Doreen is under strict orders not to stick her nose into Corporal Mack Moreau’s new investigation.

But while Mack is busy with the new case, Doreen figures it can’t hurt if she just takes a quick look at the old one. Her house is empty, her antiques removed, and she has time on her hands. She’s finished working on Penny’s garden and needs a new project to keep her busy – and allow her to avoid the heavy work waiting in her own garden. And with the help of her assistants, Thaddeus the parrot, Goliath the Maine Coon, and Mugs the Basset, soon Doreen is busy navigating the world of pawn shops and blackmail as she looks for clues as to what happened to the girl stolen from her bedroom so many years ago.

Surely, it’s not her fault when her case butts up against the new one – is it?

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1
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Saturday Early Afternoon … the same day she closed her last case

Doreen stayed at the hospital for several hours. Penny’s surprise attack with a prybar had done more damage than she’d thought. But she was safely behind bars now and wouldn’t have a second chance at Doreen and her pets. Mack would see to that.

By the time she was released, she saw Mack walking up the front entranceway to the ER. Her heart lightened as his grin shone in her direction. “Did they call you to tell you that I was done?” she asked as his fingers gently pushed back her hair to check out her stitches.

He nodded, his gaze on her head. “I did ask them to tell me.”

“I’m feeling much better. Hopefully Scott will be there when I get home.” She didn’t want to miss out on his visit. It was too important. On the other hand she was tired and would love a nap before Scott arrived.

“I’m sorry I was detained. I had planned to be here earlier, but, while I was at the office dealing with Penny, something else popped up. We have another case that just came in with footprints, very strange footprints, giving us a connection to a case from ten years ago.”

“Oh, interesting.” Doreen perked up.

He shook his head. “No, no, no, it’s not a cold case. This is an ongoing one and not for you.”

“But it is ten years old,” she said. “So it’s a cold case.”

“Nope. Not now it isn’t,” he said. “It’s got nothing to do with you.”

She rolled her eyes and said, “Fine, I could use a break. I don’t plan on solving footprints in the ferns.”

He froze. “Have you heard of the case?”

She tossed a look at him. “What case?”

“A young girl was kidnapped from her bedroom,” he said. “And all they left were footprints. Footprints in the ferns outside the house.”

Her jaw dropped. “Seriously?”

“Seriously,” he said.

She chuckled and then reached up to her head and moaned. “How about you tell me more later. But not now.”


Chapter 2


[image: ‡]

Saturday Afternoon …

By the time Doreen woke up from her nap, her animals were curled all around her, as if understanding how badly hurt she was. Tired as well, she’d be happy to have a few days with no cold case to contemplate. Sure, getting hurt was her own fault, and she’d be the first to admit it, but, when things came to a crunch, they seemed to always come to a crunch on her.

Mack was right. She kept getting hurt. She had to figure out how to close these cold cases without the same ending. The trouble was, when she talked about putting people away for life, not one of the suspects wanted to walk that path happily. They all tried at the very end to grab that last hope for a bit of freedom. She understood it in theory, but it sucked in real life.

Groaning, she rolled over, spent the next few minutes cuddling the animals, telling them how much she loved them and loved having them in her life. Then her gaze caught sight of the time. It was afternoon already, and, as far as she knew, it was still Saturday, which meant Scott should have been here already or would be at any moment. She took a deep breath and slowly sat up. The room spun a little, but it wasn’t too bad. At least her head didn’t boom.

She walked into the bathroom and cried out in surprise at her face. She had blood along her temple and something on her cheek, which she scrubbed at. It looked like some medication or maybe iodine. She filled the sink with warm water and, using a washcloth, gently cleaned her hair and face as much as she could.

Somewhat presentable, if she ignored the couple stitches sticking out of her scalp, she changed her shirt to something that didn’t go over her head and hopefully wouldn’t get more blood on it. Her jeans were bloodstained too. She stripped out of those and put on leggings. Barefoot, she padded downstairs gingerly, then through the kitchen to the laundry room, and loaded up the washing machine, removing any sign of her rough morning.

Her animals had followed quietly behind her. “What’s up, guys?” When none answered, she asked again, “Why are you all so quiet?” With an instinctive shake of her head, Doreen felt instant pain because she knew they understood she was injured. She smiled, slowly bending down to pet them all. “I’ll be okay. Not to worry. Besides, I’m not so bad I can’t feed you guys.”

After giving them food, and moving carefully, she wandered the first floor. She didn’t remember Mack leaving but presumed he had as the alarms were set on the doors again. She pulled out her phone and sent him a text, thanking him.

Instead of texting her, he called her. “How are you feeling?” he asked.

“Better,” she said. “I’m up. I’m downstairs, and I’ll put on a pot of tea.”

“What, no coffee?” he asked humorously.

“Nope, not today. My head is aching already. Don’t think coffee would improve that.”

“I don’t think the headache and caffeine have anything to do with each other,” he said. “This has more to do with the pry bar you left on the workbench.”

“Is that what she hit me with?” she whispered, aghast. “I knew I should have found a storage place for that damn thing.”

“Are you okay to keep all the tools now, after what happened?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “It wasn’t the tools’ fault. Besides, I’ll use them eventually.”

He chuckled. “I guess if I need something, I know who to borrow from.”

“Anytime. I don’t even know what half of them are called.”

“I know,” he said. “The irony wasn’t lost on me.”

“But to think she used one of my own tools …”

“She probably thought it was still hers. And George, up in heaven, was probably rooting her on.”

“I wonder,” she said. “From his journal entries, it seemed like he was saddened by everything that came to pass.”

“I imagine he was. You’ve been asleep for a couple hours, so don’t freak out when you look outside and see cop cars.”

“Why are cop cars here?” she asked in an ominous tone of voice.

“Because they have to go through the garage, looking for forensic evidence. There’s your blood and the attempted murder weapon, etcetera.”

She groaned and asked, “How long before the media finds out?”

“Hopefully not until after Scott leaves. Any word from him?”

As a beep sounded, she glanced at her phone to see a text came in. “I think he’s texting me now. I’ll call you back.”

She checked the text, and, sure enough, it was Scott, apologizing for being late. “You guys stay inside while the cops are here, okay? I’ll be back soon.” She walked out to the garage and asked the one officer she knew, “Arnold, how much longer will you guys be here?”

Arnold just waved at her and said, “We’re almost done. Why?”

“Because I have an antiques dealer coming to look at this stuff.” She pointed around the garage. “I need him to have access.”

“Not a problem,” Arnold said. “How are you feeling?”

“Like somebody hit me over the head with a pry bar,” she said with a wince. “And, by the way, where is that?”

“It’s in evidence.”

She sighed. “I don’t really need it for anything, so whatever.” She caught the grin that flashed on his face, but he immediately schooled his features into looking sorry for her. She smiled at him. “I know,” she said. “I’m not badly hurt. Besides, it’s worth it. An awful lot of people will get some closure now.”

“We didn’t even know we needed to find closure for some of these deaths,” Arnold said with half a snort. “What the hell did we do without your help before?”

She thought she heard a really heavy note of sarcasm in there, but she hoped he didn’t mean it because she wasn’t feeling well enough to deal with it. “Just so long as you realize I’m not doing this on purpose.”

At that, he burst out laughing.

She glared at him, her hands on her hips. “I don’t deliberately walk into dangerous situations, you know.”

“But you do,” Arnold said. “And you keep doing it time and time again. On the other hand, the community thanks you. Not one of us would have thought Penny had ever committed murder or even attempted a murder.”

“What about George?”

Arnold shook his head. “He was the biggest teddy bear anybody ever knew.”

“Which is, of course, why he did what he did,” she said gently. “He was trying to protect Penny.”

“But the nurse?”

“Once you go down that path,” Doreen said, “I guess every other murder gets easier. And, in this case, once again, George was trying to protect Penny. Because the nurse would likely have blackmailed George or confessed and created all kinds of problems.”

“So then why didn’t George go after Hornby?” Arnold asked. “Just so many unanswered questions.”

“George didn’t go after Hornby because, I think, by then, George was completely racked with guilt. He knew he was dying, and he wanted to make good so he could go to heaven,” she said quietly. “And knowing he had done so many wrongs, he spent the rest of his life trying to do some rights. And, when trying to save Penny, in his mind, then death was justified, but he didn’t have any reason to kill off Hornby.”

“And yet, Penny had no problem with it?”

“Well, she blamed Hornby for George’s death,” she said. “After Hornby had blackmailed George, he got serious about committing suicide.”

“Any idea what he used?”

“A lot of plants are in their garden,” she said, “many of them lethal.”

Arnold stopped, peering around the garage into her backyard garden, and she nodded. “I have a lot of lethal things growing in my garden too. But so do you, and you don’t even know it.” She chuckled at the look on his face. She waved her arm at the furniture. “I just need to make sure the appraiser can take a look at all this.”

Arnold stepped closer, looking at the contents with a confused expression on his face, and she shook her head. “You know as much as I do. For all I know, none of this is worth anything, and it’s just great-looking junk. But, until I know, I don’t want anything damaged.”

Thankfully the officers were already packing up their equipment and loading their vehicles. She smiled and waved as they took off, muttering, “I don’t have a death wish, you know?”

They hadn’t been gone more than a couple minutes as she stood, her face tilted up into the sunshine, before Scott drove up in a rental vehicle. He hopped out and said, “Now that’s what I like to see, somebody doing nothing but enjoying the day.”

She didn’t dare tell him what her morning had been like. “Nice to see you again.”

“I hope it’s for all the right reasons,” he said, rubbing his hands together.

“I don’t know,” she said. “We emptied the garage of junk and hauled that away, and then we moved up as much as we could from the basement into the garage, but the basement is still full too.”

Scott stepped forward, his gaze going to the set of coffee tables and two pot chairs. His eyebrows rose, and he said, “Well, this isn’t quite the same quality or value as the set we already took, but this set will fetch a very nice penny.”

She winced. “Could you be a little more specific?”

He chuckled. “I have to go over all the pieces to be sure …” He walked around, counting. “This is, what? One, two, three, four, five pieces here. Four, five, six pieces,” he corrected himself. “Maybe forty thousand at the end of the day?”

She just stared at him.

He said, “I know that’s not as much as you would have liked …”

“It’s a lot more than I had thought to get,” she corrected. “So selling this set is an absolute yes.”

He nodded. “Good.” He took some photos and made some notes. “What else have you got?” He wandered around. “This dining room table is easily seventeen thousand. The fact that you have six chairs with original covers on them,” he said, “yeah, absolutely. Do you want to sell it?”

“Let me tell you right now that if you want anything here, you can have it if you can sell it for a decent price,” she said. “I know some very high-end furniture would easily cost seventeen thousand, but I’m not living at that level anymore. So, if you can get seventeen for this set, please do it.”

“Oh, that’s what you’ll get. We can probably sell it for twenty-three or twenty-four. Maybe higher.”

And, at that, she just wandered behind him as he went through piece by piece by piece. He turned, looked at her with a happy smile, and said, “Well over one hundred thousand dollars’ worth is sitting here in this garage.”

“How much?” she whispered.

He repeated, “One hundred thousand. It depends on what we can do. These are cherry, specially made, and that maker’s mark says they were done for a special occasion. I’ll find out how and why and for whom, but just the fact that you have all the chairs in the set … The set almost always had six or eight. You’ve got six.”

“I can’t guarantee there aren’t more in the house or in the basement,” she said.

“Good.”

After that, she wandered around in a daze as he finished up in the garage. Before going to the basement, she took him inside to the living room and the dining room, where she’d stacked up more furniture.

He pointed out the two chairs that went with the set. “Perfect. We’ll take those two as well.” He looked at the others, shrugged, and said, “I really don’t know what these are, or these, unless we can find a few more pieces of it in your basement maybe.”

He took some photos, and, just as she led him to the basement through the double doors connecting the two rooms, she got a beep that another text had arrived. She looked at it. Mack. She called him and said, “Hey, Scott’s here. We’re going through the stuff in the garage and the house, about to take him into the basement.”

“Does it look good?”

“No,” she said, “it looks freaking fantastic. And I still want to know more about the footprints.”

He groaned.

“You know what? I’ll just go to the library and waste hours and hours looking this stuff up.”

“I’ll give you what was released to the press,” he said, “but that’s it. The child was never found.”

“Really? No body?”

“None.”

“Send what you can to me,” she said, “and I’ll give you any further details from here, but I’ve got to go.” She hung up on him, and, with Scott’s quizzical face, she smiled and said, “Just a case I’m helping the police out on.”

She led the way down the stairs to the basement where the rest of the furniture was stored. Scott stopped halfway down and exclaimed in amazement. She pointed to the far back corner where the tallboy was. “I can’t guarantee it’s what you’re looking for,” she said cautiously, “but I’m hoping it’s the missing piece from the set you took out of here.”

He beelined for it and stood several feet away, studying it for a long moment. Then he turned happily and looked at her and said, “You remember how we checked?”

“I wondered if it might have secret drawers,” she admitted. “But I didn’t want to try to open them and break something.”

Now that they were standing right in front of it, he reached around it. “I looked it up, and this one is right here.” He pushed something on the far back, and, instead of a small drawer, a long and skinny drawer opened from the side.

She cried out as he lifted up a long strand of pearls. She held out her hand for them and stared in amazement. “These are real, aren’t they?”

“That, my dear, is not my field,” he said, “but they sure look good to me.” He grabbed something from the drawer. “And here is a small note too.”

Of course it was in the same feminine handwriting—presumably her great-great-grandmother’s. It was a note about how she got the pearls as a gift from her husband on the birth of their first son.

Doreen smiled and said, “I’m so grateful you found these drawers. I haven’t even had a chance to see what’s in the big drawers. We worked all yesterday and this morning to get access to the pieces down here.”

Scott looked around and nodded. “I can’t believe your grandmother had so much furniture stored away.”

“Neither can I.” Doreen motioned at the dresser and asked, “Is there a second drawer?”

“There definitely is.” He popped open a similar drawer along the other side.

Doreen smiled when he pulled out a long velvet bag. She held out her hand, amazed to see the dark green velvet. She opened up the end and carefully emptied the contents into her hands. A long jeweled necklace. She whispered, “It can’t be real. Surely these jewels can’t be real.”

Scott lifted the strand of green stones and said, “This is a gorgeous emerald necklace.”

She looked down at the rest still in her hand. A matching bracelet and two earrings. She wanted to cry for joy for that connection to her ancestors—more pieces of her family’s history. There was also a crumpled piece of paper. She held it up and read it. “For the birth of our first daughter.”

He smiled and said, “You don’t see gifts like that anymore. Now a wife is likely to get flowers for the birth of a child but certainly not gems like this.”

Doreen smiled, gently placed everything in the velvet bag and wasn’t sure she could sell any of these. These were part of her family’s history, an emotional and happy memory from her family.

Something now very dear to her heart.


Chapter 3
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Saturday Late Afternoon …

By the time Scott left, Doreen’s head was really pounding, partly from the earlier attack but also with the good news from Scott. Her mind was completely awestruck. Scott would come back later with more answers about his notes. He’d gone away to do some research but had called dibs on several sets of furniture. He was curious about a couple odd chairs. In his words, he’d said, “At this point, I respect your grandmother’s acuity in regard to antiques, so I have no idea why she has a few of these pieces here.”

“Well, I could ask her,” she said.

Scott looked at her and said, “I know it’s an imposition, my dear, but is there any chance I could talk to her?”

Doreen’s eyebrows shot up. “I don’t see why not,” she said. “I’d have to call her, of course, and make sure it’s convenient.”

“Absolutely,” he said. “I’ve taken as many photographs as I want of everything here. And obviously the packers will come back and take that dresser.” He looked at it and smiled. “I can’t believe you’ve got a complete set now.” He shook his head. “It just boggles the mind.”

“And I still have to empty those drawers too,” she said.

“Then, of course, as soon as I can, we’ll get the items out of the dining room.”

“What about the hutches?” she asked, pointing to the back.

He nodded. “They’re on my list to do some further research. Maybe call your grandmother, see if you can set up a time to have a cup of tea or something, so I can talk to her. And I’ll bring my tablet. We can ask her about some of the pieces in question.”

“Sure,” she said, “I can ask her right now, if you like.”

Of course Nan hadn’t been available. Scott had finally taken his leave, as he said, “I’ve got work to do. I’m still in town tonight. If she’s readily available early evening or tomorrow morning, that all works for me.”

As soon as he was gone—petting each of the animals as he passed through the kitchen—she dialed Nan again. And, true to form, Nan answered this time. “Where were you?” Doreen asked in frustration. “The antiques appraiser wanted to come and visit with you.”

“Oh, that would be lovely,” Nan said. “How are you doing with the rest of that furniture in the house?”

“The couch and matching chairs, even several coffee tables, he said he’d be happy to take. I think three dining room sets as well, and, of course, the tallboy we found. But there are a lot of odd pieces, Nan, and I guess he’s curious as to why you have those.”

“Well, some were missing pieces from sets I heard about in the antiquity underworld,” she said. “And then I brought them home, thinking I had a piece of history connected to something nobody else had because I had the odd piece.”

“Uh …” Doreen shook her head. “But then why didn’t you sell them?”

“I couldn’t be bothered,” Nan said cheerfully. “I think there are about six pieces that belong to incomplete sets because I have the final piece.”

Doreen stared at her phone. “Okay,” she said, “if we brought you the photos, could you tell us which ones?”

“Probably,” Nan said. “Did you find the paperwork yet?”

“No,” Doreen said, looking around her living room. “I thought for sure, once we got rid of the main living room furniture, I’d find it.”

“It’s definitely in the house. Make sure they don’t take anything without you having checked it over,” she warned Doreen.

Doreen nodded. “I already found a set of pearls and emeralds. Nan, they’re beautiful.”

“Oh my, pearls and emeralds? I don’t think I remember those.”

“They appear to be Great-Great-Grandmother’s,” Doreen said. “They were in the hidden drawers in the tallboy. It had two secret drawers again, but they were long, skinny drawers and full of jewelry. Absolutely stunning pieces.”

“And they’ll probably fetch a pretty price too,” Nan said.

Doreen nodded, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to sell them. “I still have to empty the drawers in the tallboy. What time can Scott come to meet with you? He’s gone back to his hotel to do some research on some of the pieces you’ve got here.”

“Good,” Nan said briskly. “Because every piece I bought, I bought for a reason.”

“I’m hoping you’ll remember the reason why,” Doreen said drily. “We have an awful lot of furniture here that he’s not too interested in.”

“Hogwash,” she said. “He should be interested in every one of those pieces. I expect Scott to have his truck full, taking everything away. Then you can start fresh.”

“That would be nice,” Doreen said, “but I don’t think I’ll have that option.”

“Yes, you will. Just bring him here to talk to me. And, in the meantime, find those papers.”

“When do you want Scott there? He said later today or tomorrow morning works for him.”

“No time like the present,” she said. “Bring him by at six o’clock, if that’s okay. If not, how about seven?”

Doreen nodded. “I’ll check in with Scott and see which one of those times works for him.”

“You do that,” Nan said. “And, in the meantime, find that paperwork. That’ll help jog my memory.” And she hung up.

Doreen groaned. Just because Nan said Doreen should find the paperwork didn’t mean it was that easy, but first she had to check the tallboy drawers. With the jewels still in her pocket, she went back downstairs into the basement and carefully opened each and every drawer and found they were all full. She walked back up to the kitchen looking for an empty box, but, of course, there wasn’t anything. Snagging a couple large plastic hampers, she carried them downstairs and emptied the drawers into the hampers. She unearthed everything from scarves to blankets to some small boxes. Arranging the contents side by side, she carried both hampers back upstairs and wished she had better light and an opportunity to sit down there and look at the items more carefully.

She carried them right into the kitchen, where she set them on the table. Just as she was about to go through them, Scott called her back. She gave him the options to meet Nan.

“How about six o’clock this afternoon?” he asked. “I found out some interesting bits and pieces and forgot to tell you about the china set you’ve got there too. I’ll come by, pick you up, and we can go to Nan’s place together.”

“Perfect,” Doreen said. “I just emptied the tallboy. I’m still looking for the provenance paperwork. Nan wanted to see it too because she thought it would help jog her memory.”

“Any idea where it is?” he asked anxiously.

“No,” Doreen said, gently brushing her hair off her face, careful to not disturb her new stitches, while looking around the kitchen. “I’ve gotten rid of a lot of stuff, yet there’s still so much here to go through.”

“My grandmother was the same,” Scott said. “If she could find a bargain, she bought it whether she needed it or not,” he said with a chuckle. “At least in your case, your grandmother seems to have had a knack for pricey antiques.”

“Sure, I just don’t know where I’m supposed to find her proof of all of it.”

“Keep looking,” he said. “I’ll be there in about forty-five minutes.”

Knowing she didn’t have time to go through all the items she’d pulled from the tallboy, she checked for an envelope of receipts or a folder of paperwork of any kind. But nothing like that was in the hampers.

She headed back downstairs, knowing the hutches had drawers as well. She didn’t know if they had any secret drawers, mind you, but those weren’t likely if they weren’t part of the same set. She started at the top right and went through the drawers one by one and groaned at every one because silver and china were inside but no paperwork.

By the time she’d gotten through everything with drawers she found in the basement, she got more and more frazzled. She looked around, but there was no cupboard, so she could see nothing else downstairs that would hide away Nan’s paperwork. She’d forgotten to show Scott this stuff in this side room—the cold room, as Mack had called it—and he probably needed to see this stuff too because who knew if any of it had any value. She took a couple more pictures of the big butter churn and a humongous mixer, but it was a floor model—like used in a commercial bakery maybe? She wasn’t sure. Still no paperwork was located. If it had been her, Doreen wouldn’t have kept it very far away. It should have been upstairs in the office.

But Nan had no office in this house. Doreen stopped, thought about that, and realized the kitchen served as Nan’s office.

She headed back upstairs, her gaze going around the dining room, finding no paperwork there. She went around the living room—nothing there. She checked the front closet, found nothing there, and headed into the kitchen. The downstairs wasn’t very big, so, unless the provenance folder was upstairs in her bedroom, it had to be in the kitchen. Her gaze landed on the huge pantry full of shelves and more shelves. While some were built-in, it seemed Nan had added a couple cherry standalone shelving units on the short wall. While some canned goods and pet food were in here, most of the shelves held paper goods, whether loose pages or bound books, like cookbooks.

She’d been in and out of that pantry lots of times because she stored some of Thaddeus’s and also Goliath’s food there. She pulled open the door and frowned at the shelves stacked full of stuff, and definitely lots of papers were on most of them.

Clearing off the kitchen table, she put her hampers off to one side, knowing their contents could very well be as valuable as anything they’d found so far. She removed all the paperwork from the pantry. She didn’t have much time before Scott returned. She had one shelf emptied, when she came upon several brown envelopes. One was income taxes from God-only-knew what year. As she peeked inside she could see several years’ worth. She checked the others, and one more was income taxes as well, but they were from twenty years ago. She shook her head, placed them off to one side, and looked at the third envelope.

It opened on the side with a twine thread that wrapped around a button to tie it shut. She opened it and gently removed the papers inside. She pulled up a chair to take a quick look and cried, “Eureka.”

It appeared to be full of paperwork and receipts and bills of sale. Knowing she was out of time, she closed it up again, grabbed her shoes and a sweater, fed the animals so they wouldn’t go hungry while waiting for her to come home, giving them each a hug and a kiss, then secured her home, and stepped onto the front porch just as Scott drove up. She met him in the driveway, and, as she got into his rental car, he looked at the big envelope folder that she carried and asked, “Is that it?”

“I’m not exactly sure,” she said. “I haven’t had a chance to take a closer look. I figured, if I could show it to Nan, she might recognize it.”

“Good idea. Now, where do I go?” he asked.

She pointed out the directions, and, within six minutes, they pulled into the parking lot of the retirement home. She led him through the front doors and around to Nan’s apartment door. Doreen figured it would be unlocked, and it was, thankfully. She called out and led Scott through to the patio. Nan looked at her in surprise, then at the garden path, and said, “Oh, you didn’t walk?”

“No,” Doreen said. “Sorry, no animals with me today. I’ll bring them and the jewelry another time.” She stepped to the side and said, “Nan, this is Scott Rosten from Christie’s Auction house.”

Nan rose, and, in a smooth motion held out her hand, almost as if he should kiss it.

Scott stepped forward, leaned over her hand gently, and whispered, “Lovely to meet you.”

And damn if Nan didn’t simper. Doreen just stared at her, seeing a side of her grandmother she rarely caught glimpses of. But it was amazing just how much her grandmother responded to the male attention—and yet, shouldn’t be so surprising—and how young and lovely she looked. “Scott is in awe of your antique-finding ability,” Doreen said.

Nan just chuckled. “I don’t know about that,” she said. “I just had fun with it.”

“And it shows,” he said. “Would you mind if I record our conversation, to help me remember all the details about your pieces that we’ll discuss tonight?”

“Of course not. Please do.” Nan nodded; a wave of her hand was added too. “A large group of us really enjoyed our antiques. We used to go hunting them. Always taking great pleasure when we found a piece the others had missed.”

“Did that happen often?” Doreen asked, confused.

Scott shook his head. “I would imagine not often, but, with big sets, pieces are often lost, and then sometimes a piece gets separated, and nobody realizes its value, and they toss it.”

“In our case,” Nan said, “we went to a couple big estates, where sets had been sold and individual pieces had been missed. I believe one estate involved a family dispute where one of the sons got a smaller portion of the inheritance, so, in defiance, he took his portion out by taking a few pieces of every one of the antique sets of furniture in the house. Obviously he didn’t need the money, but he was more intent on making sure everybody else didn’t get the maximum money either when selling the incomplete sets.”

“How did you get ahold of that then?” Scott asked curiously.

“He was a friend of mine,” she said. “He was getting rid of stuff once he found out he had cancer. So I bought the whole lot off of him.”

“So that’s why you’ve got just a pair of chairs here and there?”

She nodded. “Absolutely. And a couple of those other pieces are very expensive.”

Scott frowned, held up his tablet, and asked, “These?”

Nan looked at the photo. “Those aren’t as valuable.” She flicked through the pictures on Scott’s tablet and then stabbed her finger on one of the photographs. “These two came from one of the big sets.” She flicked over more pictures and then said, “These two, these two, and these two.”

Scott looked at the photos and chuckled. “Well, you’re right about four of them,” he said. “The other two pair aren’t as valuable, but it’s not about their antique status.”

“I don’t think the son cared about value as long as he made sure he broke up the sets so nobody else could sell them for as much money,” Nan said. “Families are interesting critters.”

“Now the trick is whether anybody who has those pieces is looking for the missing pieces,” Scott said.

She nodded. “I figure an auction house like yours, once you put it out in the catalog of what’s coming up for sale, should attract some attention.”

“You could be right there,” he said, nodding. He pointed to one picture of the hutches in her basement. “This is an interesting piece. Where did you get that?”

She launched into a tale. “I’d been down at the local antiques store, where Fen was fed up with having no money, getting no sales, and living in a town full of people too penny-pinching for what he needed to thrive, to even survive. He had rent to pay,” she said, “so I bought it off of him cheap.”

“How cheap?”

Nan thought about it for a moment and said, “I’m not exactly sure, but I think about four hundred.”

“Of course it’s worth about seventeen thousand now. You know that, right?”

Nan laughed. “Poor Fen. He could use the seventeen thousand too.”

“I know that feeling,” Doreen said, shaking her head. “So, Nan, is everything in the basement valuable?”

“Most of it, yes,” Nan said. “It’s hard for me to say everything is because, at one point, I was struggling to find room to store stuff.” She held out her hand for the tablet Scott had. “Would you mind?”

He handed it over, and she slowly flicked through the pictures, coming up with an interesting story for several of them. Scott was recording this conversation so he had something further to document the provenance of all Nan’s finds. There was nothing quite like people’s memories. When Nan ran through all the photos and pulled out three pieces she said were really just garbage, Scott nodded and said, “You do know your antiques.”

“I know some of them,” she said. “Those hutches downstairs contain all that damn silverware because it was impossible to clean.”

“Silver?” Scott asked. He turned to look at Doreen.

She nodded. “After you left, I took a look in the drawers, and there is a lot of silverware,” she said, “everything from cream and sugar bowls and terrines to soup ladles and cutlery. Tons and tons of it.”

“I know,” Nan said. “When my nan was alive, it used to be fun to buff and polish silver together, but I very quickly learned that was a complete waste of energy. They just tarnish all over again.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever done it,” Doreen admitted.

“You won’t want to,” Nan said. “If you can sell it, do, please.”

“I’ll have to take a look at it, but, pure silver of a decent age is valuable—particularly if you have some provenance attached to it?” He looked at Doreen and motioned to the stack of papers in front of her.

“I do. And the china too,” Nan said. “Such delicate stuff. But I always felt like I was in danger of breaking it, so I could never really enjoy a cup of tea in it.”

“Exactly,” Doreen said. “I have broken so many old cups already.”

“I did check,” he said, “because I did take pictures of the china with me. I spoke to Randy, and he got very excited and said that set of china should come back with me and go in the auction. He did give me some details, but honestly I don’t remember. China is not my thing, as I said. But I do have it in an email from him that I’ll send to you.”

“That would be good because lots of boxes of that are in my dining room now too.”

“Three sets,” Nan said. “Should be three full sets.”

Doreen shook her head. “Then, yes, please. Sell it all. I’ll just break them.”

“Unless you want to keep a set for your children,” Scott said quietly.

Doreen winced. “I don’t think I’ll be having any of my own,” she said quietly. “I’m afraid Nan’s family line stops with me.”

“Isn’t that a shame,” Nan said.


Chapter 4


[image: ‡]

Saturday Early Evening …

Doreen held up the large envelope she had brought with her. “Nan, do you remember this?”

Nan looked at it and smiled. “You found it,” she said.

Doreen handed it over to her. “But what did I find?” she asked.
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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