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      “Are you getting enough fiber in your diet? Because things like that are important as you get older, you know.” I couldn’t see my mom’s face over the phone, but I could hear the stern expression in the silence that followed her words. “Are you still there? Beverley?”

      I looked at the half-eaten veggie omelet and bowl of fruit on the kitchen table in front of me. A typical weekday breakfast, as healthy as all get-out. But I couldn‘t help myself—I grabbed a junk mail flyer off the kitchen table, leaned over toward my phone, and crinkled the paper next to the speaker. “I just checked the wrapper of my fried pie; it says there’s half a gram of fiber in it.”

      My mom. The only person who could successfully treat a forty-something daughter like she was both eight and eighty at the same time. She also had an uncanny knack for calling me at the most inconvenient times, like first thing on a Monday morning while I was trying to get ready for work.

      “Beverley Green, don’t tell me you are eating a fruit pie for breakfast.”

      “Okay.”

      “I hear you rolling your eyes,” she said with more than a hint of disapproval.

      I rolled my eyes and took one last bite of my omelet before giving up on it. I wasn‘t late for work yet, but I had a feeling this phone call was a harbinger of chaos. I looked around the kitchen for a container to hold my uneaten food; I’d take it to work as a mid-morning snack. “Is there something specific you needed, or did you really call to talk about roughage?”

      “Can’t I call to say hi?”

      Of course she could. But she was doing it all the time these days. She‘d never been this nosy during the twenty-plus years I had lived in New York, but now that I was back in Oklahoma, she was all up in my business on a regular basis.

      “I’m running late, Mom.” I wasn’t, but she didn’t need to know that.

      “You’re the boss. You can be late anytime you want,” she argued.

      I laughed. “No I can’t! What if someone was super excited about buying a book this morning, and they got to the shop at ten sharp, and it was still closed? Then they would be sad, and even worse, they might complain.” And lord knew I didn’t need anyone else complaining about my new bookstore. I slid the rest of my omelet and fruit into a glass storage dish and poured my freshly brewed coffee into a stainless steel to-go cup covered in hipster stickers that said things like, Boss Babe and Hustle All Day. My new best friend in town had bought them for me as an ironic joke. I loved them.

      “Oh. I see your point,” she conceded. “All right, I’ll let you go then. Just be sure to be nice to everybody, okay? You know how it is, being a new face in a small town. You need to make some friends.”

      As much as I wanted to tell her not to worry about that particular point, I couldn‘t. I was worried about it too. And I most certainly did know what it was like being a new face in a small town. Moving to a new city could be trying under the best of circumstances, and gaining acceptance in a close-knit town like Guthrie could be even more tricky. So far I was holding my own, all things considered. But it had been an uphill battle.

      “I’m trying, Mom,” I said.

      I gazed out the window above the kitchen sink, about to launch into a philosophical discourse about the perils and perks of small-town life. But instead, I was speechless. What I saw out that window would have caused me to drop my plate, had I not just put it down.

      “Great googly moogly!” I said, by way of philosophical discourse.

      “Beverley? Are you okay? Is someone trying to break in? I’ll call the police!”

      “I gotta go, there are chickens everywhere!” I looked around frantically for my shoes.

      “What, did they explode?”

      I didn‘t answer as I ran around the back half of the house like a chicken with its head—like someone looking for her shoes.

      “Beverley Green, are you listening to me? What is going on?”

      I spotted my Vans and shoved my feet into them. I always kept the laces tied loosely so I could easily slide into my shoes—I was always prepared for emergencies such as this. It was also part of my core value system: tying shoes was a huge existential time suck.

      “Everything’s fine. But I think the chickens got out of the coop. I need to get off the phone.”

      “Oh my lord. I told you being a chicken farmer was not a good idea! How are you going to make friends when you’re covered with bird poop?”

      “Have a great day, Mom, bye!” I dropped my phone on the table and ran out the back door.

      It appeared that the chickens had gotten out sometime while I was eating breakfast, because they‘d been fine when I’d checked on them before my meal. I wasn’t sure how it had happened, but I could guess. And I guessed it was all Beryl’s fault.

      Beryl was a large, rust-colored Catalana chicken who was the ringleader of the bird gang I kept in my backyard. Unbeknownst to me at the time of purchase, she had been voted “hen most likely to incite a riot” by her peers, and she wore the title with pride. She hadn’t yet pecked my face off, but that was only because of my hyper-vigilance. I knew she was trouble, but I hadn’t realized exactly how crafty she was until she started mysteriously escaping from the coop.

      The first time it happened, I figured I‘d accidentally left the latch off the pen. But the second, third, and fourth times I began to suspect trickery on Beryl’s part. She was always the one who would wander the farthest. She must have figured out how to pick (or was that peck?) open the latch of the pen and, in order to satisfy her wanderlust, had flown the coop. Maybe she needed to feel the late-summer Oklahoma breeze on her wattle. Regardless, the hen was gone and I was now going to be very late for work.

      Most of the other birds were nowhere to be seen, but a few still milled around the backyard, content to stay behind and hold down the fort. Pearl and Gert, the gentlest girls. They must have waved goodbye to their friends and asked them to send a few postcards. I chased them down easily and put them back in the pen. Then I ran out the backyard and onto the driveway, where I discovered a trail of chickens leading down the street. I started to panic.

      If I didn‘t play this right, I was in danger of losing some of my hens to dogs, cats, or hungry neighbors who might be under the false impression I was giving away free chicken dinners. I knew Beryl would be the one who had made it the farthest from home. Maybe it would be best if I just let her have her freedom… but no. I wanted everyone home safe and sound, even the head rabble rouser.

      I stood still for a few seconds, trying to come up with a plan. It occurred to me that this was not quite the picture of domestic bliss I‘d envisioned when I’d decided to give up my cushy editing job in New York City earlier in the year, in favor of small-town livin’. In hindsight I’d had an overly simplistic idea of what it would be like. I had naively thought that owning chickens would be romantic, in the way you’d expect someone from a big city to fall for the idea of animal husbandry. Now I was paying for my mistakes. Oh well. There’d be plenty of time for self-admonishment later—right now I needed to wrangle me some chickens.

      I started after the ones closest to the house, but they used their avian ESP and scattered in different directions as soon as I got within six feet. I thought about the expression, “like herding cats.” For all intents and purposes, cats had nothing on these chickens. I cursed under my breath that my mom had been right—I was about to be covered in bird poop.

      It took two pounds of organic grapes and some very fancy kitchen scraps to get everyone except for Beryl rounded up and back in the pen. I finally caught up with her about a block away from Division Street, the main drag leading to downtown. I couldn‘t catch her outright; instead I had to use reason to try to convince her that no one was going to give her better snacks than me. Finally, after I promised to give her an extra serving of oatmeal upon her safe return, she came along peacefully and joined her sisters in the chicken coop.

      I tossed in one last round of treats (including the afore-promised oatmeal) and changed out of my chicken-poop-laden pants. I left them on the porch, saving that problem for another time. I wish I knew what had made those birds wait till I was carrying them to become incontinent. Could they be that vindictive? Or maybe they had great comedic timing. I might never know. Boss or no boss, now I really was late.
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      After cleaning up, triple-checking the lock on the coop, and grabbing my book bag, I took off for work. I didn’t have time to walk to work today, even though I tried to use my car as little as possible. I drove with the windows down, because it was a relatively nice day and I wanted to take advantage of the decreasing humidity.

      The sunshine was becoming a little weaker as fall approached, and I could sense fall hiding right around the corner. The temperature might be changing but one thing would always stay the same—the incessant prairie breeze, which whipped my hair everywhere even as the car rolled to a stop at the intersection of Division and Oklahoma. I made a mental note to keep hair ties in the car as I pulled strands of curls out of my eyes. A black SUV pulled up next to me, and on a whim I decided to wave at the driver, since I was feeling all the small-town happy feels. But when I looked over, all I saw was a door handle. Trucks sure were big in the country, I mused.

      I laughed as the light turned green and the SUV roared off, leaving me in the proverbial dust. I rarely saw trucks like that in New York City. You’d have a hard time trying to park one, let alone maneuver it through traffic. It was those little—or in this case, huge—differences between New York and Guthrie that I noticed almost every day. A part of me still couldn’t believe I’d moved back to Oklahoma, after over twenty years on the East Coast.

      It had happened on a whim, or so it seemed to everyone else. But to me, it felt like the logical next step. I woke up the morning after my forty-fifth birthday about six months ago, and realized the only other living thing in my apartment besides me was a half-dead succulent. And that poor thing was about to permanently cross over to the other side.

      I’d been successful at work and could hold my own when it came to socializing, but so far I hadn’t gotten the romance thing right. Suddenly, on that post-birthday morning, through my hangover goggles, nothing about my life looked right. So I quit my job, threw out the succulent (after giving it a proper memorial service), and gave away all my business suits save one. Then I hauled my books and my ass back to my home state.

      And here I was, driving to the bookstore that I owned and operated all by myself. I’d only been open a few months, but I was making it work. And it felt great.

      I pulled up in front of my shop, aptly called the Book Store, and checked the time. I was seven minutes late. Not bad, considering the morning’s kerfuffle, and I felt pretty good about things, until I noticed who was standing outside the shop in front of the large picture window. Leona Tisdale, my ornery landlady.

      Leona was in her early seventies or thereabouts, and favored floral-print dresses with shiny purses that matched her shiny blocky heels. Today’s dress was no exception; it featured small white flowers on a dark-blue background. Her shoes and purse matched the flowers and she even had a dark-blue headscarf on, to combat the wind. She was ornery, but I had to admit she was always put together.

      She stood ramrod straight with her arms crossed in front of her body, and glared at me. She looked so intimidating I wanted to stay in the car for the rest of the day, but I knew she was waiting for me. Begrudgingly I gathered my things and headed toward her.

      “Good morning!” I said with as much fake enthusiasm as I could muster—which wasn’t much.

      “You’re late,” she snapped. I was pretty sure she’d meant Good morning, Beverley, dear! but had experienced a variety of brain fart that temporarily prevented civility. Honestly though, if she had been nice, I’d have lost my balance because it would have meant the earth had fallen off its axis.

      “Yes, I uh, I had a bit of a mishap on the way to work, I’m sorry.” I unlocked the front door and went in first to switch on the lights for her.

      “Not the best way to run a business,” she mumbled, following me in.

      “Yes, well. I’m here now. What can I help you with?” Leona wasn’t the kind of person that stopped by simply to say hello. In fact, most of the time her visits portended some sort of doom—the question was what variety it would be. My anxiety level started to rise, like it did every time we were in the same room. I was on high alert, feeling trapped.

      She looked down at a book on one of the new release tables. It was a trade paperback copy of a new romance novel. The cover depicted a bare-chested beast of a man embracing a well-endowed waif of a woman. As Leona realized what she was looking at, her face pursed like she’d eaten an entire lemon.

      “I came by to tell you that someone will be here tomorrow to check the roof leak you complained about.”

      “I complained about it because there really is a roof leak,” I said, setting my bag down behind the counter and turning the computer on. “It’s in the back of the store.”

      “No one else in the building has reported any problems. Just you.” She turned her lemon-eating countenance my way. I could tell she didn’t believe me, or figured I was exaggerating.

      “Would you like to see the bucket full of smelly water I collected underneath the exact spot where the leak is located?” I offered.

      She glared at me for a second, sizing me up. “If you hear someone walking around on the roof later, that’s what it is.”

      “Thank you for sending someone out to fix it,” I said.

      “You’re welcome, dear.” Leona sighed and took a long look around the shop. For a brief second the scowl softened, and I hoped she was about to say goodbye and leave the store. Instead, she stood where she was. Darnit. “One more thing,” she said.

      Oh no. Here it was. I knew what was coming next, and all my muscles tightened up for the energetic car wreck I was about to experience. Since I couldn’t hit the brakes, I braced for a collision.

      She looked down at the romance book again and pointed at it. “You’re not selling any porn again, are you?”

      I wanted to smack my forehead in frustration. Or better yet, I wanted to smack her forehead in frustration. “Leona, can’t we get past this?”

      “Well…” She put her hands on her hips.

      It had all started right after I signed the lease for my new store. Due to some very unfortunate misinformation, Leona had managed to get it into her small-town mind that I was opening up a porn shop instead of a book shop. Don’t ask me how someone could make a mistake like that, because I was still trying to figure that one out. I’d tried everything short of flow charts to explain to her that no, it was a regular bookstore, not an adult bookstore. But for the life of me, I could not persuade her otherwise, and she’d tried to evict me before I’d even opened.

      My attorney Kelly Passicheck’s legal expertise prevailed, however, and I got to keep the space. Because it was all a load of hooey. It was a plain ol’ bookstore, for the love of all things nerdy!

      When Leona realized she couldn’t get me out legally, she’d tried another angle. She and a few other fellow senior citizen conspirators attempted to scare me out by leaving some badly misspelled graffiti on my windows, and once they even broke in and caused a little destruction of property. They were so bad at being bad, however, that Kelly and I managed to catch them in the act once, and we all came to an “agreement.” Which consisted of her not slandering me, and me not pressing vandalism charges. I had to hand it to Leona, her technique was entertaining, but ultimately ineffective. But it didn’t stop her from holding a grudge. And here we were.

      “You’re always welcome to take a look around the store,” I offered, knowing by now that she wouldn’t. I doubted she read books—she never stopped to browse or even look at the gifts or magazines, and had never made a purchase.

      “We’ve got our eye on you,” she said menacingly.

      I didn’t know who “we” were, and I was much too afraid to ask. At one point a small group of seniors had tried to picket my store right after I opened, a few of them holding signs that read things like NO DIRTY STUFF IN OUR TOWN and KEEP BIG CITY PORN AWAY FROM OUR SMALL-TOWN VALUES. One oldster had shown up with a sign that said I LOVE DIRTY BOOKS, but he got yelled at and left shortly thereafter, presumably having been sent home to reassess his priorities.

      Leona had been at the helm of the operation, bullhorn in hand. Fortunately, she couldn’t figure out how to get it to work, but she did look very imposing while carrying it around.

      To break up the protest, I’d had to get Kelly to show up and remind Leona of our agreement regarding the vandalism and break-in. That didn’t work, but one quick phone call and five minutes later, a white SUV with the word SHERIFF painted on the side appeared. Everyone vanished in no time flat.

      It was a tenuous ceasefire, but it was all I had.

      “Everything is fine, Leona, honest. All my books are aboveboard, and everything is running smoothly. Business is pretty good, too. And every time someone compliments me on this beautiful space, I always make a point to tell them it’s your building, and that you’re a great landlady!” I smiled and held my breath.

      It seemed to work. Her expression softened, and this time it looked like she might finally leave the store. I crossed my fingers under the counter.

      “Just remember that Guthrie is a good, clean town. We don’t need any outsiders coming in with their big city proclivities, making a mess of things.”

      We stared at each other in silence. What could I say to that? The word outsider hurt like a mofo every time she said it, and she said it a lot. All I wanted was to make a good living in my new hometown. I knew it would take a while to be accepted as a local, but she hadn’t done much to make me feel welcome. So far she was the biggest hurdle in my new life.

      Finally she spoke. “I’m late for a hair appointment.” Then she left my store without so much as a backward glance.

      I breathed a sigh of relief—it could have been worse, I reasoned. But how many more times would it happen? I’d never convince her that I wasn’t a bad person, what with my ‘big city proclivities,’ as she called them. But I was an Oklahoman just like her, gosh darnit!

      I flopped down in one of the comfy reading chairs by the new release tables. One person not warming up to my presence in Guthrie was fine; I could handle that. But what if there were more?
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      Monday mornings were usually slow at the Book Store, so it ended up being okay that I was a little bit late opening up. Once I had recovered from Leona’s super enjoyable social call, I took care of some light bookkeeping and basic housekeeping activities, like dusting the self-help section. It seemed like the self-help books always got dustier than other sections and I wondered if it was from lack of use, or if it was simply the one place in the store where all the dirt collected. Like an energetic black hole.

      It was tough being the owner and only full-time employee; I had to be there almost all the time. Early on I‘d hired one part-time employee, Julie. She was a junior over at the high school, and several days a week would cover the shop for the afternoon and come in for a while every other Saturday. But most of the time it was me, on my own with all the books, and sometimes some customers. Hopefully soon I’d be able to give her a few more hours, or even hire another part-timer.

      When the self-help books were tidy and dust-free again, it was time to work on my novel. I‘d had this brilliant idea when I first opened that I would be able to spend my free time writing my first book. In my previous career, I’d spent so much time working on other people’s writing that I hadn’t done much of my own. But now I would have the time, and I could finally do it.

      That had turned out to be about as naive as thinking it would be easy raising chickens. Lack of time wasn‘t my problem—I had plenty of free time between customers. The real issue was that I’d discovered I possessed a unique talent, which must have remained dormant up till now, but came to life when I moved to a small town where the pace of life moved slower. I was a master procrastinator. Not amateur level, mind you—I’d become proficient at the professional level. So, not much writing got done. But this was Monday, the first bright shiny day of a new week. I could do this.

      I sat down behind the counter and pulled out my novel-outline notepad. The first few pages were filled with doodles and a few notes for character sketches and possible plot lines. I‘d decided to write a romance novel, because I loved the idea of a happily ever after ending. Who wouldn’t!

      I had a few thoughts about what direction I wanted to head, but no concrete ideas and anything resembling a plot outline was nowhere to be found. But today was a new day! My pen was poised over my notepad, ready to put words to paper … and then I drew some big circles in the middle of the page and started coloring them in. This repetitive motion helped me think, I reasoned.

      I looked up from my coloring notepad and noticed a book on the front display table sat ever so slightly askew. Oh dear. I should probably take every book off the table and re-stack them properly. That would keep me busy all the way till lunchtime. No time for novel writing after all. Darn! No one was coming in the door, so no customers either. I began to deconstruct the table.

      Just as I placed the last book back on its stack—the book that had caused the whole problem in the first place—my stomach growled, right on cue. Julie walked in the door to start her afternoon shift; she had half-days at school on Mondays and came in to cover my lunch. Thank goodness! Time to head over to Stacy‘s Place. I filled Julie in on what to do while I was gone, and left.

      Every Monday, I met my lawyer and new best friend Kelly Passicheck for lunch at Stacy‘s, and I usually walked there, checking out the other shops along the way. The breeze was still as brisk as ever, and my hair whipped in front of my face again. I made another mental note that I really needed to invest in a hat because this was ridiculous.

      I passed the chocolate shop as the door opened and someone walked out, carrying with them some amazing chocolatey scents. My stomach grumbled its approval. I was definitely ready for lunch.

      Guthrie was a picturesque town, about an hour north of the state capital of Oklahoma City. It used to be the capital when Oklahoma was merely a territory. When the territory became a state and grew more populated, Guthrie lost the title of capital to OKC. There were multiple versions of the story behind how it had happened, but my favorite was something about someone climbing in a window to steal the official state seal and taking it to the new capital. Or something equally silly. After the oil boom of the ‘20s, things went slowly downhill and now many of the storefronts and historical buildings sat empty, while plenty of people continuously complained about how much better the good ol’ days were.

      But there were signs of new activity, like the yarn shop that featured a colorful window display and offered classes every Saturday (not that I was a knitter; that was old lady stuff, mind you). And my cool new bookstore, of course.

      As I passed several antique shops, the owners waved at me through their big front windows, and I waved back, happy for the acknowledgment. Guthrie also housed several galleries, a few restaurants, and even one fantastic coffee shop. Yup, I was hopeful for my bookstore and for the town.

      I continued along the block, admiring the tops of the old buildings across the street, with their ornate window trim and fancy brick- and stonework. One building had the year 1904 embedded on a date stone above the entrance. I wondered what the building originally housed way back then. Maybe something that had been modern and fancy at the time, only to be lost in obscurity and now permanently forgotten.

      I arrived at Stacy‘s ten minutes early, as I always did. Fortunately, I took a book to read everywhere I went so I had something to do while I waited. Our regular waitress, Bonnie, had two iced teas already on the table, along with two menus. She was good, and we were predictable.

      Stacy‘s Place was the perfect lunch spot, and Kelly and I weren’t the only ones who made it our regular hangout. Anybody who was anyone in Guthrie would meet there for lunch, and you could even check out the tourists (yes, we had tourists), all while having a delicious down-home meal. I had a real soft spot for the chicken salad sandwich, with its mound of mayo-heavy chicken, celery, and grape mixture served between two slices of perfectly toasted sprouted grain bread. Heaven.

      Kelly was my attorney and also my best friend. She was the only practicing female attorney in Guthrie, and she owned her own practice. As such, she had a lot of women as clients who were very often quite bitter, because they needed divorces from their husbands who were either cheating, unappreciative, or workaholics, and sometimes all three. In truth she was the go-to attorney for most women in town who needed any kind of legal help. She was unfussy, approachable, hopelessly fair, and always willing to represent the underdog. Which basically meant she was incredibly busy yet still drove an unimpressive car.

      When I needed help with the contract for the bookstore, and then with the hullabaloo with Leona, Kelly had proven to be a tenacious and knowledgeable attorney, who then ended up being a good friend with a quick, dry sense of humor. We discovered we had a lot in common, and I was so happy to have a friend like her in my new hometown.

      As I looked around the room, I realized several people were glaring at me. They all appeared to be seniors. One lady, whom I recognized from the brief yet memorable picketing incident, pointed the index and middle fingers of one hand first at her own eyes, then turned them around and pointed them at me. Uh-oh. I just hoped she wasn’t putting some kind of weird country curse on me. I pulled out my book and pretended to read. I was starving and couldn’t wait for Kelly to get there.
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        * * *

      

      After an indeterminate amount of time had passed—it felt like an hour but was probably only a minute or two—I looked up hopefully at the front door in time to see Kelly walk in and spot me at our regular booth. She made her way across the crowded restaurant and slid into the bench seat across from me. Then she dumped a big pile of manila folders onto the side of the table, a slight furrow to her brow. I noticed that each folder had a rubber band around it to keep the contents from spilling out.

      “You know they have these things now called briefcases,” I said nonchalantly, quickly looking down at my book. She said nothing, but I could almost hear her scowl become deeper. I had made a mistake and momentarily forgot that she abhorred briefcases; it was part of her campaign to be more of a “attorney of the people.” I guess you had to be messy to be accessible. In any case, I decided on the spot to buy her a nice book bag for Christmas. It was worth a try.

      I tucked my book away. “So what’s new?” I hoped that a quick subject change would unfurrow her brow, although I was doubtful.

      “Oh, not much,” she answered, taking out her reading glasses. She put them on and started looking over the menu in front of her. “Huge caseload. Corrupt legal system. Women being overpowered and manipulated by the patriarchy. You know, just the usual bullshit.”

      “Ah.” What could I say to that? Go with your gut, Beverley. “So what are you ordering today?”

      She glanced at me over the top of her readers and tried to look serious but ended up grinning because I was wiggling my eyebrows at her in anticipation of her answer. She exhaled heavily and closed the menu, taking her glasses back off. “Oh, I guess I’ll have my usual.”

      I waved at Bonnie and gave her a quick signal indicating we would both be having our usual. The signal consisted of me pointing at Kelly, then at myself, and ending with a shrug. Bonnie nodded and walked to the kitchen to put in our orders: one chicken salad sandwich and one fried chicken plate. It was a true wonder of the universe that Kelly was as healthy as she was, considering the way she ate.

      “What’s new with you?” she asked me. She glanced at her phone but apparently didn’t find anything of interest on it, because she immediately tossed it onto the stack of folders and leaned back into the bench seat.

      “The chickens got out again this morning,” I answered in a sheepish voice. Or maybe that was chickenish.

      “I told you not to get chickens, Beverley,” she admonished. She had that tone in her voice. You know the one. People like to use it when you admit to a mistake they knew you were going to make all along.

      “Bah!” I waved my hand at her with an air of carelessness. “They’re great. Pretty soon they’ll calm down, and then you’ll see. I’ll be selling eggs as well as books.” So far they hadn’t even produced enough for me to enjoy an occasional omelet, but I knew it was only a matter of time. They just didn’t feel at home yet. We hadn’t quite fully bonded. It was all Beryl’s fault.

      “Okay then, good luck with that.” Kelly shrugged, and I could tell she was dropping the subject but was also clearly taking great pleasure in being proven right in her belief that chickens were no darned good—except if they were fried, put on a dinner plate, and served with some mashed potatoes and gravy.

      We made some small talk about the weather, Kelly‘s never-ending caseload, and the nonexistent outline for my nonexistent novel. I asked how her husband, Ben, was doing, and she answered, as she usually did, that he was fine and “still along for the ride.”

      As I was about to faint from hunger, Bonnie appeared with two gigantic plates of food and set them down in front of us. Kelly‘s fried chicken smelled delicious, but I could also feel my arteries clogging as I inhaled. We started eating and fell silent for a while. As our face-stuffing pace slowed, the conversation picked up again and Kelly asked about my store, and which books were selling the best. The Book Store had both fiction and nonfiction titles, and depending on what was popular at any given time, both sold well. Except for self-help, go figure. Overall, Guthrie seemed to be a fiction kind of town. Women’s fiction sold decently, as did crime fiction and mysteries.

      “What’s women’s fiction exactly?” she asked as she worked through her obligatory scoop of green
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