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DIED IN THE WOOL





one



LATER, ARIADNE WOULD BE APPALLED that her first reaction at seeing Edith Perry’s body sprawled on the floor of her shop, a tangle of yarn around her throat, was that Edith had finally chosen good yarn. She would be horrified that she had wished the yarn wasn’t one of her favorites. It was shock, she knew: finding a dead body always had that effect.

After her initial reaction she stood, shocked in place, then kneeled beside the counter. “Omigod. Omigod,” she gasped. A purple wool homespun yarn was tangled about Edith’s neck and tied in back to two sticks in a crude, but effective, garrote. “Omigod, Edith, wake up.” She took the woman’s wrist in her hand, hoping, praying that she might be alive. There was no pulse. Instead, Edith’s hand was limp and cool. “No, Edith, not in my shop,” Ari said, hearing herself for the first time. Dear God. There was a dead body in her shop.

It couldn’t be real. Until this moment her morning had been unremarkable. She’d yawned over the newspaper, tussled with her young daughter, Megan, about what to wear to school, and fielded a call from her friend Diane, who rose before the birds. Ari was a night person who moved in slow motion in the mornings. It was only as she took her usual brisk walk from home through the center of Freeport to her shop that she came fully awake. Only then did she become excited about the day ahead, her mind teeming with ideas for new sweaters, scarves, hats. Finding someone murdered in her shop changed all that.

She looked up. The shop itself seemed normal. The plate glass windows on the front and side of her building still filtered the bright September sun through the gray coating designed to keep the light from fading the yarn. The high shelves on the inside wall still held diamond-shaped bins filled with various yarns: Heilo yarn from Norway; Lopi, made from the wool of Icelandic sheep; fisherman yarn from Ireland. So did the low shelves under the side windows; so did the waist-high counter in the middle of the shop, with its colorful knitted goods displayed on top. Soothed as she always was by the sight of her yarns and the possibilities they presented, she looked back down. Edith’s body was still there, between the counter and the wall, sprawled in the careless abandon of death.

Calm, Ari, she told herself as she rose. Odd how her mind seemed to have separated from the rest of her, viewing what was happening with detachment. Again she looked at her yarn, and suddenly stopped, counting. One ball of the purple yarn was missing. Only a small amount was twined around Edith’s neck. The murderer had, at some point, taken one of the balls of yarn.

Ari stumbled as she crossed the room to the phone. She had to call 911. After she reported the murder and the police assured her they would arrive shortly, she sat at the old wooden desk in her office, elbows resting on the tidy surface, and put her fisted hands to her eyes, trying to control her shaking.

“Ariadne,” a voice called from the shop’s front door, sharp and concerned. “Ari! Where are you?”

Ariadne straightened, both relieved and dismayed, and rose to leave her sanctuary. “Here, Aunt Laura.”

“What happened? Was it a robbery?” Laura Sheehan, eyes sharp, her trim, athletic body tense, rushed toward her. Her polo shirt wasn’t quite tucked into her jeans, which was unusual for Laura. “There’s no sign of a break-in—oh.” She looked down in disbelief at the body behind the counter. “Edith? Edith Perry?”

Ari leaned her head against the door frame. “Laura, what are you doing here?”

“I heard the call on my police radio. They didn’t say anything about a body.”

“And you decided to come here?”

“You might have been in danger.”

“For God’s sake.”

“I did take that self-defense class. I must say, this is a bit of a sticky wicket, isn’t it?”

Ari let out a breath. “You’ve been reading English mysteries again.”

“No, Ed McBain. This could be a good cozy mystery, though. The Body in the Yarn Shop.” She shook her head. “No. Not a good title.”

“Laura, please.”

Laura’s bemused expression faded. “I’m sorry.” She stood beside her niece. “Poor Edith,” she said, and then slung her arm around Ari’s shoulders. “And poor you.”

Ari closed her eyes, suddenly tired. “I know. Oh—the police.” She crossed to the door as an officer rapped sharply against the glass, and opened it for him.

Much later, she would think that finding the body was the easy part.

 

Joshua Pierce, only recently hired as detective on Freeport’s small police force, stared down at the body in the shop. Well. This was different. In Boston he’d handled drive-by shootings and the occasional domestic murder, but never anything like this. He knew where to start, he thought, glancing over at the shop’s owner, who was perched on a high stool behind a counter for the cash register. Mrs. Evans was going to come in for some close questioning.

Hands tucked into the pockets of his chinos, he studied the body impassively. It wasn’t that the sight of death didn’t bother him; it did. He’d learned long ago to tuck his emotions away. He felt nothing but professional interest now as he went about his work. The victim had been a woman somewhere in her sixties, or perhaps early seventies. It was hard to tell because in spite of her short white hair, her face was relatively unlined and her body was compact and firm. Being new to Freeport, he knew nothing about her, but that was an advantage. He’d come to the investigation without any preconceptions.

Around him, the crime scene investigators were at work. The medical examiner had come and gone, the district attorney was near the door with the chief of police, and the crime scene technicians were at work, dusting for fingerprints and packing up the remainder of the yarn used for the murder in paper evidence bags. Other technicians were vacuuming the floor for fibers and other evidence. The police photographer had taken many pictures, and Josh himself had drawn a careful sketch of the scene. This part of his investigation was done. It was time to move on to the next phase.

“Mrs. Evans?” He held out his hand. “Joshua Pierce.”

“I didn’t kill her,” she said swiftly.

“I didn’t say you did, ma’am.” Interesting that she’d say that right away, he thought. “Is there somewhere we can talk?”

She stared at him for a moment, then climbed down from the stool. “The back room’s the best place,” she said, leading him through a doorway at the back of the retail area and into a long, narrow room with a bolted door in the far wall. The back entrance, he assumed, making a careful note of it. They still didn’t know how the victim, or the murderer, had gotten into the shop.

“Would you like coffee?” Mrs. Evans went on, crossing to a counter against the wall. “I just made it. I was thinking of sending out for doughnuts—oh.” She scrunched her eyes shut. “Tell me I didn’t say that.”

“A cop’s usual snack?” He smiled slightly. “No, don’t bother on my account. Coffee’s fine.”

She nodded and poured coffee into two mugs, giving him a chance to study her. In spite of what had had happened, she looked cool and neat, in tan linen pants and a crisp white blouse. Her hair, a light blondish brown, was long and held back from her face with clips. Only her eyes betrayed her agitation, he thought as she brought the cups over to the old green Formica-topped table. Rather nice hazel eyes, he noted.

“Now, Mrs. Evans,” he began.

“Ms.”

He looked up from his notebook. “Ms.? Okay.”

“I’m divorced,” she added defiantly.

He flipped his pen back and forth between his index and middle fingers. “Then Evans is your maiden name?”

“No. Jorgensen. Ariadne Jorgensen. A mouthful, isn’t it?”

He frowned. “I thought Arachne was the goddess of spinning.”

She blinked. “Well, yes, but my father vetoed that name, thank God. Ariadne was a compromise. She’s the one who spun a thread to lead Theseus out of the labyrinth, in Greek mythology. It sort of fits for the shop.”

“Mmm-hmm.” He glanced down at his notebook, though he didn’t need to refresh his memory. “Could you tell me how you found the body?”

“I already answered that.”

“I’d like to go over it again.”

She looked at him warily. “All right. I looked on the floor, and there she was.”

“Just like that?”

“Well, no. She looked the same as she does now, except that I felt for a pulse. I realize I tampered with a crime scene.”

“Mrs. Evans—”

“Ms.”

“Ms. Evans, did you want to see if she was still alive?”

She thought about that for a moment. “No, I think I knew she was dead right away. But I still wanted to see if I could help her. Even if I didn’t like her.”

He gave her a long look. “Why not?”

She bit her lip. “It wasn’t personal. No one liked her very much. It’s not that she’s a terrible person—was a terrible person. Like doing mean things to people, the way victims on TV mysteries do.”

“Real crimes aren’t usually like TV crimes.”

“No.” Ms. Evans glanced away, into her shop. “The only person I know for certain she had problems with was her son. They fought about something, so she cut him out of her will. Other than that, I don’t think she ever did anything terrible. She just liked getting her own way.”

He leaned back in his chair. “You don’t know what they fought about?”

“No one does. So far as I know, she hasn’t talked to him since. He lives in Amherst and doesn’t have a key to this place. How could he have done it?”

“Why didn’t you like her?”

Ms. Evans took a deep breath. “No real reason. She just wasn’t a very pleasant person. She never smiled and didn’t talk much, and, oh, she was always trying to get things cheap.”

That made him look up. “Such as your stock?”

She nodded. “And my designs. Of course, she never did. If she’d been nicer I might have given her a discount now and then, but she was usually rude about it.”

“And that bothered you?”

“Of course it did, but not enough for me to kill her.”

He nodded. “Tell me how you found her,” he said again.

“Well.” Her hands rubbed together. “I came in early to do paperwork. I wish I had some knitting,” she added.

It was his turn to be surprised. “Why?”

“Because when I get nervous it soothes me.”

Nervousness could be a sign of innocence, he thought, especially in a case like this. It could also be a sign of an amateur’s guilt. Whoever had killed Edith had to have known her well. Strangling, especially in such a way, was an intimate crime. “Can’t help you there. Go on.”

“Well. It was—is—a beautiful morning. Most mornings I walk.”

“Where do you live?”

“Walnut Street. A few blocks away.” She gestured vaguely. “I was thinking how much I like this time of year.”

“All right. I’ll ask,” he said when she paused. “Because of the weather?”

“Oh, no. Well, yes, I do like the colors. A little like you.”

“What?” he said, startled.

“N-nothing.” She looked hastily away. “This time of year—yes, I like the colors, and the air, and—I’m babbling.” She took another deep breath and then went on, more composed. “This time of year, people start to think of making sweaters, so they come in.”

“Good for business, then.”

“Yes. In the summer, people want cottons or light yarns, but most crafters switch to cross-stitch or something cooler. In a couple of months, people will want supplies for afghans, and when we get the January freeze, we’ll do a good business in wool hats and mittens. Well. You don’t care about that.” She took a sip of her coffee. “I have paperwork to do. Bills to pay, stock to order, things like that. Do you know what I mean?”

Josh only nodded, and so she went on. “I love early mornings here, when I’m alone and I know I won’t be interrupted. I like to switch on the lights and just look at everything.” She smiled. “Ted—my ex—complained when I put in the Ott lights—”

“The what?”

“Oh, of course you wouldn’t know. Full-spectrum lamps, like daylight. They’re expensive, but they’re worth it for matching colors and shades. I just like to look at my yarns. All the skeins and twists and colors, and all the patterns and notions and needles. I love everything in my shop. There’s just so much possibility here.”

“So that’s what you did this morning?”

Her enthusiasm faded. “Not at first. I was really thinking about everything I have to do today when I went around the counter and found Edith.”

“So you were alone?” he said.

“Yes. We don’t open until ten.”

“But you came in early.”

“Yes.” Her hands rubbed together again. “I do, sometimes.”

“What time did you leave last night?”

“I’m not open on Mondays.” She paused. “When did she die?”

“We don’t know yet,” he said, though the medical examiner had given him a rough idea. Early morning, he’d said, somewhere between five and eight. Ms. Evans was definitely in contention as the culprit. “When were you in the shop last?”

“Saturday. I close at two. I stayed until around two-thirty to count the day’s receipts, clean up a little.”

“What kind?”

“Dusting and vacuuming.”

So any fingerprints and trace evidence would be new, he thought, and more likely to belong to the murderer. That was a break. “What about your employees?”

“Yes, one was supposed to come in at ten.”

“And she is?”

“Summer Foley. She’s worked here since I opened.”

“Does she have a key?”

“Yes. Oh, but she couldn’t have had anything to do with this.”

“How well did she know Mrs. Perry?”

Ms. Evans looked surprised. “Summer? I don’t know. She’s only a college student, Detective. She works part-time around her class schedule.”

That didn’t necessarily mean anything, but the age difference made it unlikely that the Foley girl had known the victim well. “Any idea where she might have been?”

“With her boyfriend, I imagine. They live together.”

“What about any other employees?”

“There’s one other girl, Kaitlyn Silveira. She used to be a student at RISD, so I hired her only for Saturdays.”

“The Rhode Island School of Design? Why isn’t she there anymore?”

“Money problems. She transferred to UMass Dartmouth,” she added.

“RISD is an expensive school.”

“Yes. It’s where I went. I wanted to—never mind.”

He sat back. “What?”

“It doesn’t matter, does it?”

“At this point, anything could.”

“That I wanted to be a designer in New York? How could that help?”

“I don’t know yet.”

She frowned at him. “How can you be so calm?”

“What do you mean?”

“Calm, cool, expressionless. How am I supposed to know what you’re thinking?”

He smiled. “You’re not. So you only have two employees?”

“Well, there’s my aunt Laura, but she doesn’t count.”

He consulted his notebook. “Laura Sheehan? She was here with you this morning, wasn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“Why doesn’t she count?”

“Because she wouldn’t do anything to hurt me.”

He gave her that level look again. “Does she have a key?”

“Laura? No. I know better than that.”

“Why?”

“Because then she’d be here at all hours.”

It was his turn to sigh. “I think you’d better explain.”

“Didn’t I? Oh, no, I didn’t. Laura loves yarn, you see. The shop is like a plaything to her.”

“I see. Who else has a key?” he asked,

“Only my mother. Detective Pierce, neither of them could have killed Edith Perry. I’d swear to that,” she said, and as she did so apparently realized the implications of all that she’d said. “Omigod. I’m a suspect, aren’t I?”

“It’s early for that.”

“Is it?” Something in her face changed. “I don’t think I want to answer any more questions,” she said, rising.

He stayed seated. “If you haven’t done anything, you don’t have anything to fear.”

“You know better than that,” she chided him, and rose. “I’m calling my ex-husband.”

“Why?”

“He’s an attorney.”

Josh looked at her and got up at last. “All right,” he said finally, and shut his notebook. “This should be enough to start with. I’ll want to talk with you again.”

She nodded. “With Ted along,” she said, her fingers gripping the edge of the table.

Count on it, Josh thought as he left the back room. Whether she had her lawyer with her or not, Ms. Evans had some questions to answer. At the moment she was his prime, and only, suspect.

 

“Yes, I know this is a crime scene,” an irritated voice said from outside sometime later. “I’m Mrs. Evans’s attorney.”

Ari rolled her eyes and got up from the office chair, where she’d been slumped for nearly an hour. Mrs. Evans, just as though they were still married, she thought. “Ted,” she said from the office doorway.

Her ex-husband stood just outside the door of the shop, glaring pugnaciously at the policeman who was guarding it. “Ari, what the hell have you gotten yourself into now?”

“He’s my lawyer,” she said quietly to Detective Pierce, who was looking at Ted with the same level look he’d used on her.

Ted and this detective were so different, she thought. It wasn’t just that Ted was short, in comparison to the taller and rangier detective. It wasn’t anything about his appearance, though his suit, made by an Italian designer, was a contrast to Detective Pierce’s off-the-rack tweed sport coat. The real difference was attitude: It was Ted’s belligerence, stemming from his lack of stature, among other things, that stood out against Detective Pierce’s laid-back watchfulness. Yet right now Ted was the person she wanted on her side.

“Ariadne,” Ted said as he strode past the policeman to her. “Are you all right?”

“Of course I am.” She stepped out of the office, making a wide circle past the point where Edith’s body, now removed from the shop, had lain. The surfaces of the counter were coated with the dreaded black fingerprint powder. “I’m glad you’re here.”

Ted looked past her, and she realized he was frowning at Josh. “Is she free to go?” he demanded.

“Yes.” By contrast, Detective Pierce’s voice was calm. “We’re not holding her.”

“Did you read her her rights?”

“No. She’s not under arrest.”

Ted glared at him, so obviously ready to erupt that Ari stepped in. “Please let me know when you’re done here,” she said.

Detective Pierce nodded. “You’ll be hearing from us, Ms. Evans.”

“You’ll be hearing from me,” Ted retorted.

“Sure. Ms. Evans, I’ll need your key.”

Ari stared at him in blank dismay as she took her key ring out of her pocketbook. “My house key’s on it,” she said, “and my Shaw’s discount card.”

“For God’s sake, Ariadne, you won’t be going to the supermarket today,” Ted said impatiently.

“They have a special on chicken—no, I won’t be, will I?”

“Damn straight. Just give him the key to the shop.” He turned to the detective. “Can we go?”

“Sure,” Detective Pierce said again. “Just stay somewhere where we can reach you, Ms. Evans.”

“You have my cell phone number,” she said, as Ted pulled her toward the door. “Be careful with my yarn!”

“Your yarn,” Ted grumbled, and pushed his way out of the shop, leaving Ari to trail behind him, and abandoning her to the questions of curious bystanders and reporters alike. Without looking at her, he strode toward the parking lot across the street and wrenched open the door of his BMW, all the time muttering to himself. Ari knew better than to ask him what he was saying.

He had not, of course, been thoughtful enough to hold the passenger door open for her. Ari glanced at him as she climbed in, feeling her own temper rising. It had been a trying day, to put it mildly. “Would you drive by Marty’s first?” she asked, naming a local convenience store, as he roared out of the lot.

“Why?”

“I need some chocolate.”

“Chocolate!” he exploded. “You’re suspected of murder and you want candy?”

“Why not?” she shot back. “It’s better than drinking.”

That stopped him, as she’d known it would. Only for a moment, though. “What the hell have you gotten yourself into this time, Ariadne?”

“I didn’t get myself into anything,” she retorted. “I walked in and there she was.”

“Do you realize you’re the prime suspect right now?”

“I’m not stupid, Ted.”

“What did you say to him before you called me?”

“I’ll have to think about it to remember. Ted, it’s been an awful morning.”

“It’ll get worse if you get arrested.”

“Well, I don’t think I said anything damaging.” She paused. “I told him a lot of people didn’t like her.”

“Oh, great. Like you?”

“Well, yes.”

“Damn it, Ariadne!” He slammed his hand on the steering wheel. “Don’t you realize what you admitted?”

“He doesn’t know Edith was going to buy my building,” she shot back.

“He will soon.”

“He’ll find things out about Herb Perry and Eric, too.”

“They don’t have keys to the store.”

“They could have got in some other way.”

“How? And why?”

“I don’t know!”

“You’ve got a hell of a motive, Ari.”

“That Edith was going to raise my rent? Really, Ted.”

“It’ll interest them. So will the Drift Road development,” he went on. “But I forgot. That’s not something you’d want to think about, not with what it means for your friend.”

“Other people are affected by that, too.”

“No one else you care about.”

“Diane doesn’t have a key.”

“If it’s not you, it has to be someone.” He jolted to a stop in the small parking lot in front of the store. “Don’t take long.”

Without a word, Ari climbed out and disappeared into the store. A few minutes later she emerged carrying a large bag of M&M’s. She didn’t get back in the car right away, though, not with Ted in his current mood. For a moment she looked diagonally across the small nearby bridge that spanned the inlet from the bay. Everything appeared so normal, it was almost unreal. Already it looked like fall. The leaves of the maple trees that shaded the street were just a little crisp around the edges, and the sky was the electric blue peculiar to September. Too warm to be sweater weather yet, she thought, and shivered. After what had happened today, she wondered if it would ever be sweater weather again at Ariadne’s Web.

 

That afternoon, Diane Camacho looked around in blank horror at the disaster that once had been Ariadne’s Web. “My God, you should call the EPA to clean this place up.”

“I know.” Ari smiled wearily at Diane, who had been her friend since high school. “I’d read that fingerprint powder was hard to get off, but I never knew how hard.” She brushed a strand of hair off her face. “It clings to everything. I don’t know how I’ll get the shop clean.”

“We’ll work together. You’ve got some on your face.”

She grimaced. “Do I? Damn.”

Diane frowned, her hands on her hips. “All your beautiful yarn, Ari. Will insurance cover it?”

“The police were good about that. They put on rubber gloves and put it all in paper bags before they started fingerprinting.” Almost all, she amended to herself. It was going to be hard to tell Diane that one bin, particularly one section of the yarn, had received special treatment.

“We’ll need some big aprons before we get started. Does anyone sell them anymore?”

“Laura told me she had some smocks.”

“They should do.” She frowned. “All this because of Edith Perry. Why her?”

Ari picked up a damp cloth and ran it across a countertop. “I don’t know. A lot of people didn’t like her.”

“That’s the trouble. She sure spread it around equally, didn’t she? Ari?”

Ari turned. “What?”

“Have you thought that maybe you’re the real target?”

“What? Why?”

“Because of where she was killed. Maybe someone wants to frame you.”

“Oh, get real. No one hates me that much. Not even Ted.”

“Ted likes you too much.”

“He’s crazy, Di, but not like this.” Now she frowned. “Of course, I’ve wondered why it happened here.”

“You’ve got to admit there are a lot of weapons in a knitting shop.”

Ari stiffened. The cause of death was common knowledge. What wasn’t, was which yarn had been used, or exactly how. “Such as?”

Diane grinned, the unholy smile that Ari had learned long ago meant trouble. “The killer had to be pretty sharp.”

“What?”

“It’s the best place to needle someone.”

“That’s not funny, Di.”

Her grin broadened, in spite of, or maybe because of, Ari’s reaction. “Yeah, but you got the point.”

“Di—”

“I hope the police do, or they’ll get all tangled up.”

“You and I both are tangled up,” Ari snapped.

Diane had been looking around as if in search of another source of puns, but at that she looked at Ari. “What do you mean? I had nothing to do with it.”

“I’m afraid you did.” Ari took a deep breath. “She was strangled with your yarn.”








two



DIANE STARED AT HER BLANKLY. “Which color?”

“The purple heather.”

“Damn, that was my favorite.” She began to pace. “Joe is going to freak when he hears about this. He doesn’t like me keeping sheep as it is.”

“I know, but they make a nice sideline for your farm.”

“Yeah, but tell Joe that. He thinks they take up too much land, and that I should spend more time at bookkeeping and stuff instead of spinning wool.”

“And carding it, and then using natural dyes—what are we doing?” Ari’s eyes met Diane’s. “A woman is dead and we’re talking about yarn.”

“So? What was your first reaction?”

“Never mind that,” Ari said crisply. “We should be thinking of Edith and her family.”

“I know,” Diane said after a minute. “My God. My yarn.” She went white, the horror of the situation striking her for the first time. “Where did you find her?”

“Near one of the counters.” Ari deliberately didn’t meet Diane’s eyes. The police wanted certain facts held back that only they and the murderer—and Ari—knew. The location of the body was one. Precisely how she had died was another. People somehow had learned about the yarn, but no one knew about the garrote. The thought of that still made Ari sick.

“I wonder how the yarn got around her neck. I don’t see Edith standing still while someone strangled her.”

“Diane, I don’t know,” Ari said, suddenly annoyed with her friend. “I don’t seem to know anything at the moment.”

“I’m sorry.” Diane laid a hand on her arm. “I didn’t mean to give you a hard time, but it’s my yarn.”

Ari nodded. “Di?” she said after a moment.

“What?”

“You realize what the police will think once they find out, don’t you?”

“I’ll be a suspect. You, too. You had a reason.”

“I wouldn’t kill for it, though.”

“Well, neither would I, but it could look like it.” Diane suddenly grinned. “It won’t be the first time we’ve been in trouble.”

Ari closed her mouth against hysterical, inappropriate laughter. “It’s not funny, Di.”

“No.” Diane’s smile faded. “It isn’t, is it?”

“No.” The two friends looked at each other, serious now. “You’d better get a lawyer.”

“Yeah. You should, too.”

“I have.”

Diane eyed her with dismay. “Not Ted.”

“Yes, for now.”

“Ari, he’s a tax lawyer!”

“Who knows better how to avoid jail?”

“It’s not a joke.”

“If anything happens, he’ll find me someone else.” She gazed around the shop, grimy with fingerprint powder, colorless without yarn filling the bins. “I don’t know what will happen here. If people think I killed Edith, I’m sunk.”

“That won’t happen. Listen. Let’s start cleaning, and we’ll both feel better. Do you have anything we can use?”

Ari nodded and moved toward the back room, where she had left some cleaning supplies. Even the cash register had been dusted for fingerprints, she noticed as she passed it. Did the police think the killer had rung up a sale while she was there?

She frowned at that. Funny, how she automatically assumed that the killer was female. Or, maybe not. There were certainly men who did needlework, but the vast majority of her customers were women. It was hard to imagine anyone she knew doing such a thing, and yet likely that was the answer. Why else had her shop been chosen?

 

She and Diane were about to get started when a sharp rap on the door made both her and Diane jump. For a moment they stared at each other, and then Ari strode across to the door. This was her shop. She wasn’t going to cower inside it. Still, she peered around the old-fashioned shade she’d pulled over the plate glass window of the door. She was besieged by both the curious and the press—print and electronic. Reporters from the New Bedford Standard-Times and the Providence Journal vied for the story, along with those from the two Boston papers. Huge broadcasting trucks from all the local stations jockeyed for space on the narrow streets, while reporters stood at the bandstand on the town green near the harbor and beamed their stories back to their stations. Ari wasn’t up for more of their attempts at an interview, though she knew she’d inevitably have to give one.

“It’s Kaitlyn,” she said in surprise, and opened the door. “Kait, why aren’t you in school—oh! Susan. You and Kaitlyn look too much alike,” she said, stepping back to let Kaitlyn’s mother come in.

Susan Silveira ignored the implied compliment. “Kaitlyn’s in school. The police fingerprinted her,” she said indignantly. “Ari, what’s going on?”

“They fingerprinted me, too, and Laura.”

“Why?” Susan’s aggressiveness lessened.

“To rule out anyone who has a legitimate reason to be here. Detective Pierce explained it to me.”

A deep frown furrowing her face, Susan looked around the shop and ran a hand over her short, expertly highlighted hair. “What a hell of a thing, Ari.”

Ari looked around, too, more helplessly. There was so much to do to get things back into shape. “I know.”

“Is Kaitlyn in danger?”

Ari blinked. “I don’t know why she would be.”

“Edith was killed here in your shop.”

“Kaitlyn was home at the time, wasn’t she? So was I, and Summer was with her boyfriend. Why would someone want to kill us, anyway?”

“I don’t want to take any chances.”

“Of course not.”

“I’m surprised you weren’t here earlier, if that’s the case,” Diane put in.

“I had a tee time in Marion this morning.”

“You couldn’t miss it?”

“My friend Beth invited me. Kittansett’s an exclusive course. It’s impossible to get a membership there. I only played nine holes,” she added, sounding defensive.

Ari nodded as if she knew what Susan was talking about. As a real estate agent, Susan had to socialize to do her job. Golf, however, seemed supremely unimportant compared to what had happened this morning. “I have my work cut out for me here,” she said, with a sweep of the hand indicating the chaos in the shop.

“Did the police confiscate your yarn?” Susan asked.

“No. They bagged it and took it away, but I’ll be getting it back.”

“I’ll help you clean up.”

“Why, thank you, Susan. That’s generous of you.”

“We could use the help,” Diane said. “Here’s an extra smock.”

Susan looked with distaste at the loose, colorful garment, and then pulled it on over her immaculate polo shirt and golf shorts. “Thank you.”

“Let’s get moving, then,” Diane said. “If you don’t open for business, you’ll be in real trouble.”

“I know.” Suspect or not, betrayed by someone she knew or not, Ari did have more immediate concerns. “Let’s get to it.”

“By the way, Kaitlyn said she’s been working on your web page,” Susan said as she took the sponge Ari handed her. “She said you’ll be able to sell your designs online soon. I don’t understand it myself.”

“I do, but…” In Ari’s mind she saw her shop restocked, with colorful yarn and samples. Selling over the Internet would help, but it wouldn’t be enough. “Thank her for me. And thank you for coming today.”

Susan glanced around again. “It’s the least I can do, since you’ve been so good to Kaitlyn. If Ariadne’s Web goes under, Kaitlyn will lose her job.”

Diane gave her a look. “She won’t. Right, Ari?”

“No, of course not,” Ari said. “We’ll get things straightened out. Hopefully I can reopen tomorrow.”

“Bet on it,” Diane said. “Now, let’s get going.”

 

Josh walked out of the chief’s office, pulling on his tie to loosen it, and at the same time blowing out a silent whistle. The meetings with the chief, and with the district attorney, had been intense. “Well?” Paul Bouchard, his sometime partner, said.

“They want to bring Ms. Evans in.” Josh sprawled in the ancient swivel chair behind his metal desk. “As a material witness, anyway.”

“You gotta admit, Josh, she looks good for it. No one else could get into the shop.”

Josh shrugged. The fingerprint evidence was inconclusive, since Ari had cleaned her shop before she closed it Saturday afternoon. What prints there were either belonged to Ari, her aunt Laura, her employees, Kaitlyn and Summer, or they were smudged. Nor was there any good fiber evidence—mainly because of all the yarn fibers collected. That didn’t mean, though, that someone else hadn’t been there.

Once again, he looked at the preliminary autopsy report. Edith Perry had indeed died of strangulation, but the surprise was that she had been hit on the head first, probably by something long and round in shape. No wonder the perp had been able to kill Edith in such a close-up, intimate way. By all accounts, Edith, though nearing seventy, had been feisty. She would have fought her attacker, whoever it was.

The report on the weapon disclosed that the yarn, one of the strangest murder weapons Josh had ever seen, had been hand-spun and -dyed. The other part of the weapon, the two pieces of wood, were at the state police lab in Framingham being analyzed. They were unfamiliar to Josh: narrow and thin, rough on one side and painted white on the other, with one long edge having a tongue designed to fit into some groove.

“What’s a window stop?” Josh asked, looking up from the report.

“What?” Paul said.

“A window stop.”

“Never heard of it. Why?”

“The report says it was used to make the garrote.”

Paul frowned. “Oh, yeah, I know what that is. It’s used to cover the space in a sash window.”

Josh must have looked confused, because Paul went on. “You know, the old windows that work with pulleys and rope and sash weights. The window stop—never knew it was called that—covers the space where the rope is.”

“Where would someone find one of those?”

Paul grinned. “Are you kidding? Have you noticed how many old houses there are around here?”

Josh flipped a pencil back and forth between his index and middle fingers. “So it could have come from anywhere?”

“Yeah, even Perry’s house.” Paul looked across at him. “Ari’s house is old, too.”

“How old?”

“Don’t know. Over a hundred years, anyway.”

So she’d had access to a weapon, Josh thought, returning his attention to the autopsy report and the time of death. The best estimate the medical examiner could give was between five and eight in the morning, a good span of time. Josh leaned toward the earlier time. Edith’s stomach had been nearly empty, indicating that she hadn’t eaten in some time. She certainly hadn’t had breakfast before going out to meet her attacker, in one of the most unlikely places Josh could imagine.

“I don’t think Ms. Evans has told us all she knows about who had access to the shop,” he said.

Paul looked up. “Then get her in for more questioning.”

“Yeah.” Josh stared into space. He didn’t know why he was so reluctant to suspect Ariadne. God knew he’d seen his share of homicides when he’d worked in Boston. God knew she was, as Paul said, the best suspect, and that the obvious answer was usually the right one. For some reason, though, he doubted that Ariadne had done it. It seemed too pat. “I don’t know,” he said slowly. “Seems to me she cares too much about that shop to hurt it.”

“Hurt it?” Paul stared at him. “What the hell does that mean?”

“I can’t see her ruining her business. She talks about yarn as if it’s alive,” he said mildly. If the facts warranted it, he’d be the first to pull Ariadne in. If. “Is she as ditzy as she seems?”

Paul shrugged. “Not according to what I’ve heard so far. From all accounts she’s made a go of that store.”

“So why would she jeopardize it? No. I don’t see it yet.” Evidence aside, there was such a thing as a person fitting the crime. “I can see her killing Perry—maybe—but not there. There’s something behind this we don’t know yet.”

“Such as?”

“I don’t know. It was a private kill. Our perp chose Perry.”

“You ever had one of those in Boston?” Paul asked curiously.

“Once or twice, but not like this. Listen. You’ve lived here a long time. What do you know about Perry?”

“Not that much, really,” Paul said after a moment.

Josh grunted in surprise. In the past, he’d found that Paul’s knowledge of the town was encyclopedic. He needed that information now. “Any family?”

“Husband and son. Anyone else—let me see what I can find out.” He spun in his chair, then punched in some numbers on his desk phone. “Yeah, hi—yes,” he said, a pained expression crossing his face. “No, Ma, I’m fine. Yeah, I know everyone was sick at the party, but…No, Jennifer’s fine, too. Listen, Ma, this is business.” He made a desperate face at Josh, who made no attempt to hide his grin. “About Edith Perry…yeah, it’s awful, yeah, but look, Ma.” This time he closed his eyes and held the receiver away from his ear, letting out a rush of tinny monologue. “Listen, if I could talk a minute. Thanks. Who were Edith’s friends?”

The pause was considerably briefer this time. “Yeah, I remember now. Anyone who didn’t like her? No, forget that one…. Well, I have to ask, Ma. It’s my job. What’s that?” Paul suddenly looked intent. “No, I didn’t know that,” he said finally, glancing over at Josh. “No. When did this happen?…Mmm. Yeah, that helps a lot. Thanks. What?” He swiveled his chair away from Josh. “Yeah, Jennifer and I are still coming for supper tomorrow. Yeah…Uh, Ma? I’m supposed to be working. Okay, yeah, see you then…. You, too.”

With that he cradled the receiver with a softness far more eloquent than banging it down would have been. “One of your informants?” Josh said, still grinning.

“She knows everyone in town,” Paul said defensively, color slashing across his cheekbones. “I figured if anyone knew about Edith, she would. God, that woman can talk.”

“Except when you asked about Perry’s friends.”

“You noticed that? Yeah, just as I said.” He stretched out, arms crossed on his chest, legs crossed at his ankles. “She was friendly with Helen Sullivan, but Helen moved to Chicago a few years ago to live with her daughter.”

“So she’d have nothing to do with it. Okay. Enemies?”

“No more than anyone else. At least, almost anyone else,” Paul amended.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning that all of us have people who don’t like us. But, look.” He leaned forward. “Usually it’s personal, right?”

“So?”

“From what I gather, Perry never got close enough to anyone to have that kind of enemy.”

“So who didn’t like her?”

Paul shrugged again. “Well, the thing is, she was active in town affairs.”

“In what way?”

“You’re from Rehoboth,” he said, naming a town northwest of Freeport. “You know what small towns are like. There’s always someone who’s into everything. Town meetings, of course, and finance committee meetings, not to mention selectmen’s meetings. Here.” He swiveled in his chair and picked up a thin newspaper. “Last week’s Courier. Bet you anything she’s in there somewhere.”

Josh laid the paper aside for the moment. “I understand she was outspoken.”

“Putting it mildly. Any time the town wanted to spend her money—”

“Her money?”

“Taxpayers’ money. She led the opposition. She voted against everything, practically. School expansions, a new library building, that kind of thing.”

“So a lot of people had reason to dislike her in general?”

“Yeah, but a lot admired her, too.” He grew serious. “The thing is, it’s changing around here. Freeport’s becoming a bedroom community for Boston.”

“Like Rehoboth.”

“Yeah, and it’ll get worse if New Bedford ever gets commuter rail from Boston. That means new people moving in, building houses, having kids. They want all the services they’re used to. But people like Perry, and others who own a lot of land—”

“Did she own land?” Josh interrupted.

“The old Robeson farm out on Drift Road, and some two- and three-family houses. She didn’t want her property taxes raised.”

“Land rich, cash poor,” Josh mused.

“Not so’s I’ve heard. Yeah, I know how she looked when we found her. Old slacks, old blouse, old sweater. I’d think those houses she owns—”

“With her husband?”

“Yeah, I guess. She and her first one started buying up property. It’s all got to be worth a lot. That land on Drift Road will be worth a fortune if it’s developed.”

Josh frowned. Money was so often at the root of crime. “Was Perry going to develop it?”

“Yeah, I heard she filed a plan. Yeah, but listen. Want to hear the best?”

“What?”

“Edith was going to buy Ari’s building.”

“What?”

“Yeah. She’d put in an offer for it and it was accepted. Word is, she was going to raise the tenants’ rents.”

“Hmm. What would that have done to the yarn shop?”

“Don’t know, but it would hurt.”

“Mmm-hmm.” So Ms. Evans had a motive, after all. Maybe she wouldn’t risk ruining her business by committing murder, but would she kill to save it? “Who inherits, do you know?”

“Don’t know yet, but my bet’s on her husband. The son, Eric—I went to school with him—moved out to Amherst a few years ago. He teaches at UMass Amherst.”

“Ariadne mentioned they’d quarreled.”

“Ariadne?”

“Oh, hell, Ms. Evans.”

“Yeah.” Paul smirked for a moment. “Yeah, Eric would be worth a look if he was in town yesterday.”

“Which we don’t know. If the husband inherits, will he still buy the building?”

“Don’t know that, but he wasn’t as big as Edith in real estate. He’s more a construction-type guy. Retired now, of course. He has to be in his early seventies, like Edith.”

“Mmm. So maybe Ms. Evans is our perp. But here’s a question. If she’s not, how did our murderer get into the yarn shop? There was no sign of tampering on the lock.”

“Who has keys?”

“From what Ariadne told me, only she does, and her mother and one of her employees.”

“Mrs. Jorgensen wouldn’t hurt a fly.” Paul grinned. “Not even Edith Perry.”

“Why?” Josh’s attention sharpened. “Was there a problem there?”

“Yeah, but years ago. I don’t remember what happened.”

“Ha.”

“Hey, even my memory’s not perfect,” he said good-naturedly. “I’ll find out. Whatever it was, they didn’t speak. More Edith’s doing than Mrs. J.’s, I think.”

Josh flipped his pencil back and forth again. “We can’t rule anyone out yet.”

“Yeah, we’ve got some work to do.” Paul’s phone rang at that moment, and he swiveled back to his desk to answer it, leaving Josh alone with his thoughts.

It was going to be a bear of a case. No easy access to the yarn shop for those who might have had reason to want Perry dead; no apparent reason for those who did have access. Why that particular place, he wondered again. Why that particular way, making a garrote out of yarn? It was bizarre. But then, the whole thing was bizarre.

Paul was obviously talking about some other, unrelated police work on the phone. Josh rose and, hooking a finger under the collar of his sport coat, lifted it off his chair. He liked to talk things out when he was working a case, as he and Paul had done just now. He not only learned the facts, but he got them straight in his head. The picture he had was incomplete, though. They’d find out who benefited from Perry’s death soon enough. What he really needed to do, Josh thought as he shrugged into his coat and left the office, was to find out just who could have gotten into the shop.

 

The yarn, Ari’s precious yarn, had been returned by the police and restored to its bins. Her sample items were again displayed properly, and every trace of fingerprint powder was gone. The day after the murder, Ariadne’s Web was open again, and it was crowded.

“Murder’s good for business,” Laura muttered as Ariadne rang up another sale, this time, ironically enough, of Diane’s homespun.

“Oh, Laura, stop,” Ariadne said irritably, mostly because she’d had the same thought. She’d had more than a few inappropriate thoughts since she’d found Edith’s body. She knew that was likely due to the shock—she didn’t find dead bodies every day, after all—but she also guessed that no one currently in the shop had liked Edith very much. Few people mourned her loss, and that, Ari thought, was sad.

“I can’t believe what you’ve sold,” Laura went on, pulling out more yarn from the skein on the counter. The fuzzy scarf she’d started just this morning had already grown on the needles she held in her quick, competent fingers. “Five skeins of that silk yarn! That’s over one hundred dollars.”

“This will all die down soon enough.” She winced at her choice of words. “The thing is,” she said, as the customer left the counter and they were briefly alone, “why here? That’s what I can’t figure out.”

“Maybe Edith saw someone stealing the homespun.”

“Oh, come on, Laura. You don’t believe that.”

“Of course I don’t. She’d have been right in there helping herself, too.”

“Laura! That’s not true. Can I help you?” She smiled at the customer who had brought a pattern up to the counter, and for the moment forgot about everything except answering the customer’s question. When she’d rung up that sale and there was again a lull in business, she turned back to Laura. “The thing is, why here?”

“You asked that already.”

“What? Oh. Yes, I did.” She put her hand to her forehead. “This whole thing’s got me discombobulated.”

“I can’t imagine why,” Laura said dryly. “Ari, have you thought that maybe you’re a target, too?”

“Diane said something similar. But, why? I haven’t done anything to anyone.”

“Well, dear, we won’t know that until we know who did it.”

“We have to know the motive to figure that out,” Ari said, irritated again. “You know they always do in mystery novels. Means, motive, and opportunity.”

“Books, dear,” Laura chided. “This isn’t like a TV mystery where there are all sorts of people with grudges against the victim.”

“It’d better not be an Agatha Christie, with the least likely suspect.”

“Agatha was rarely so obvious, dear. Still, I can’t help thinking this was aimed against you for some reason.”

Ari glanced around at the shop and its customers. All were obviously trying to listen, and just as obviously trying to hide that fact. “I think Edith was the victim, Laura. Getting at me might have been a side benefit.” She smiled at a woman who had laid her purchases on the counter. “Or it might not have anything to do with me at all.”

“If you say so, dear,” Laura said, and turned to take care of customers herself.

It’s all well and good for Laura to say, Ari thought. She tried harder to focus, but only a small part of her mind was busy with the work that usually consumed her. She was, she knew, still a suspect, though she hadn’t yet been charged, or even questioned again. Sooner or later, though, someone from the police would show up. Detective Pierce, maybe, she thought, then frowned. She shouldn’t be taking a feminine interest in a man who might arrest her. She remembered quite clearly how he had looked in her shop, as autumnal as the weather in pressed chinos, a blue shirt that she suspected was Egyptian cotton, and a good tweed sport coat. His reddish brown hair was thick, but neat. A precise man, the detective, and Ari, precise herself, found that appealing.

It was foolishness, she reminded herself sharply. No matter how attractive he might be, she had nothing to gain by talking to him, and everything to lose. She hadn’t needed Ted to tell her that. In the books she read, it always seemed that the character who declared she had nothing to hide, as Ari herself had, was the first one arrested. Wrongly, of course. That went without saying.

The bells over the door jangled, and she looked up. “Speak of the devil,” Laura said in a stage whisper.

“What? We weren’t.”

“We would have been. Good afternoon, Detective.”

“Afternoon.” Detective Pierce nodded at them both, his face so pleasantly bland that Ari was immediately on guard. At the same time, she wondered if he really did suspect her. He was a hard man to read, which was likely a secret to his success.

“Has there been any progress?” she asked, aware that her one remaining customer was listening openly. It was Ruth Taylor, and that meant that the news of this would soon be all over town.

“Some,” he said vaguely. “I see you’ve gotten right back into business.”

“Yes.” Ari gazed thoughtfully at him. As long as he didn’t arrest her, she might be in a position to help him. Or he, her. “A lot of it is just curiosity.”

“Ariadne, are you going to introduce me to this handsome young man?” Ruth’s voice gushed.

Ari turned. “Of course,” she said, and made the introductions. “Did you find all you need?”

“What?” Ruth looked away from Detective Pierce, a little flustered. To Ari’s amusement, she was patting at her tightly permed gray curls. “Oh. Yes, I did.”

“I’m so glad. Laura?”

Her aunt turned from where she had been straightening a bin of yarn. “Yes?”

“Could you lock the door and flip the Closed sign? Thanks, Mrs. Taylor.” She handed the woman her package. “Please come back if you have any questions.”

Ruth looked from the detective to Laura, who waited by the door, her hand on the bolt. “Is there anything I can help you with?”

Ari smiled. “Thank you, but no, not now.”

“Here, Ruth, I’ll get the door for you,” Laura said. Ruth had no choice but to leave, casting an avid glance back at them as she did so.

“Whew!” Laura walked back to the counter. “That’ll get around town fast.”

“Mrs. Taylor talks a lot,” Ari explained to the detective.

“Does she?” He glanced at the door, and once again she had the feeling that he was sharper than he let himself appear. “Do you mind if I ask you a question?”

She eyed him warily. “Will I need my lawyer?”

“Don’t mind Ari,” Laura put in. “She reads too many mysteries.”

Ari glared at her. “And I might get in trouble if I talk too much.”

“Oh, no, dear. I’m sure this nice young man won’t ask anything that serious.”

That “nice young man” was looking away, but Ari could see a smile lurking on his lips. She nudged Laura, hard, and then turned to Josh. “I’ll answer what I can, if you’ll answer something.”

“Maybe.” He looked wary.

“What time did Edith die?”

He looked at her for a moment, obviously debating about answering her. “Where were you yesterday between five and eight in the morning?”

“Was that your question?” she asked, satisfied that he’d answered her.

“No, actually, though I’d like to know.”

“At home, of course.”

“Mmm-hmm.” Resting his forearms on the counter, Detective Pierce gazed around the shop. “Things look back to normal here.”

“Oh, we’ve been doing very well all day,” Laura said. “Everyone’s wanted to see what they can.”

“Anyone out of the ordinary?”

“Some people who surprised me.”

Ari gritted her teeth. So much for that nudge, though there didn’t seem to be any harm in Laura’s answering that particular question. “Yes, some people who never showed any interest in knitting before,” Ari said. “Is there some reason you ask?”

“You never know,” he said vaguely. “Anyone show any interest in what happened?”

“Everyone did.” Ari looked up suddenly. “Do you mean any particular interest?”

“You don’t think the murderer came here today, do you?” Laura asked.

“You never know,” he said again, shrugging.

“So they do return to the scene of the crime?”

“Laura,” Ari said, though her admonition was automatic.

“Oh, it’s all right, Ari, I just said we read mysteries.” She beamed at Pierce. “Which is where we get our ideas, of course. Do criminals return to the scene of the crime?”

Still smiling blandly, he shrugged. “What’s been puzzling me is how whoever killed Perry—Mrs. Perry—got in.”

“That’s why you suspect me,” Ari said, before Laura could.

“Now, Ari, what a thing to say,” Laura chided her.

He nodded, the smile gone from his face. “There was no sign of tampering with the locks, front door or back. Seems to me someone would have had to have a key.”

Ari nodded reluctantly. “I know. I’ve thought of that.”
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