 
   
    Adam Dutton & Beverly Laborde Mystery Series 
 
    Books 1-3 
 
    BV Lawson 
 
    Copyright © 2020 
 
    Crimetime Press 
 
    Sign up for BV Lawson’s newsletter via the author’s official website 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
    STEAL AWAY 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Chapter 35 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
    Chapter 37 
 
    Chapter 38 
 
    Chapter 39 
 
    Chapter 40 
 
    Chapter 41 
 
    Chapter 42 
 
    Chapter 43 
 
    Chapter 44 
 
    Chapter 45 
 
    Chapter 46 
 
      
 
    HIDE AWAY 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Chapter 35 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
    Chapter 37 
 
    Chapter 38 
 
    Chapter 39 
 
    Chapter 40 
 
    Chapter 41 
 
    Chapter 42 
 
    Chapter 43 
 
      
 
    BURN AWAY 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Chapter 35 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
    Chapter 37 
 
    Chapter 38 
 
    Chapter 39 
 
    Chapter 40 
 
    Chapter 41 
 
    Chapter 42 
 
    Chapter 43 
 
    TO MY READERS 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    [image: ] 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    STEAL AWAY 
 
    Adam Dutton & Beverly Mystery #1 
 
    BV Lawson 
 
    Crimetime Press 
 
    Copyright 2020 by BV Lawson 
 
    Steal Away is a work of fiction. All of the names, characters, places, organizations and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
    Monday, September 13 
 
    Beverly yanked her luggage through the revolving doorway in annoyance. Already worn out from the trip, the ticketing hassles, and trying to appear inconspicuous, that damned door was one more obstacle she didn’t need.  
 
    But this place, oh this place, was everything she’d expected it to be. It was the quintessential symbol of luxury pamper-porn. 
 
    The sprawling Vermont resort spa bustled with autumn looky-loo tourists, or “leaf peepers,” as the train conductor had called them. Syrupy music from hidden speakers matched the complimentary bottles of maple syrup handed out to guests. The columns were marble, the brocade fabric chairs had gold threads, and the light pendants looked like Swarovski crystal. The air reeked of Chanel No.5, sandalwood oil, and money.  
 
    All told, it was the perfect place for her to hide in plain sight. 
 
    Her gaze landed on a Japanese ceramic vase that she stopped to examine, then she grimaced as she noticed the backstamp. Just a contemporary Prouna piece, probably cost a couple grand, but hardly interesting. Not like the treasure she was in town to steal. 
 
    Heading toward the reception desk, she paused to study the people around her. No one seemed to be interested in her. Good. She waited for the group closest to her to move on until she gave her name to the clerk, “It’s under Beverly Laborde.”  
 
    After the too-cheerful clerk verified Beverly’s reservation and checked her in, the clerk motioned to a valet to take the bags. Beverly stepped between her luggage and the valet, saying, “That won’t be necessary. They’re not heavy,” and waved him off. She gripped the maroon leather overnight case in one hand—no rolling along a hard floor for that one—and headed to her room. 
 
    Stepping inside, she nodded her approval. Four-poster bed, elegant sitting area with two turquoise and gray damask chairs, a Jacuzzi tub near the fireplace, and a stocked bar in the mini-refrigerator that greeted her with an alluring humming. She scanned a card on the table beside the bed that listed the à la carte spa services. The body wrap with neem black clay and skin-cupping was seven hundred dollars.  
 
    Much better than last week’s cramped box-of-a-room or the hotel next to the railroad tracks the week before that. She looked out the windows toward the White Mountains. Other areas around the world could boast of snowy-sand beaches or historic pyramids or Amazon rainforests. But in Vermont, it was the autumn leaves in their fluorescent glory. 
 
    She gently laid the overnight case on the bed, dialed in the security code on the lock, and unzipped the top, holding her breath as she peered inside. Still there and undamaged. She reached into a pocket in the front of the case, pulled out a manila envelope and map, and settled in one of the padded wingback chairs.  
 
    The notes she’d jotted down in the margins on the papers from the envelope were scribbled hastily, and she strained now to read them. Instead of fake reading glasses, maybe she was way overdue getting a real pair.  
 
    Next, she picked up old man Kornelson’s treasure map and turned it around to compare it to her notes. The yellowing map’s edges were only slightly smudged, and the lettering was remarkably vibrant and the printing legible.  
 
    She’d looked at the thing hundreds of times—what had she missed? She was just tired, that must be it. 
 
    Tossing the map, papers, and envelope on the coffee table in front of her chair, she rubbed her temples. When was the last time she’d traveled with someone else? She couldn’t remember. It must have been her grandmother, that trip to the antiques fair near Boston, six, no seven years ago. Three months before Grammie died. Beverly ran a hand across her eyes. She was not going to cry. Not now. 
 
    The room phone rang and made her jump out of her chair. No one could possibly know she was here, could they? It was a call transferred from the front desk, a call that made her forget all about crying.  
 
    “Is this Beverly Laborde?” the baritone voice asked. 
 
    “Who is this?” 
 
    “I’m Detective Adam Dutton with the Ironwood Junction PD. I’d like to come by and ask you a few questions.” 
 
    “If this is about that parking ticket in Hanover, I paid it off,” she forced a laugh. “Although I think a hundred dollars was a tad steep.” 
 
    “Not a parking ticket, no. Would four o’clock be convenient?” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll meet you in the lobby.” Beverly hung up, battling with the part of her that wanted to run away. She’d expected something like this might happen but hoped it wouldn’t. Oh well, another cop, another performance.  
 
    She picked up the notes and map again, but her blurred vision from lack of sleep made it hard to concentrate, so she gave up and headed to the mini-bar to pour herself a glass of wine. Maybe it would help give her some bottled courage before her appointment with Detective Dutton.  
 
    Glancing at her watch, she noted with chagrin that four o’clock was only ten minutes away. She hated to rush the Chablis but took a few hurried gulps of the flinty liquid with its pleasant aftertaste of green apples. 
 
    Well. Those few law enforcement types she had not been able to avoid were much the same. This being a smaller town and not Boston or New York, Dutton was bound to be a fat, dumpy, slow-witted Cro-Magnon type with a beer belly and low brow ridge. He probably went home every night to his cold-fish-of-a-wife and four rambunctious kids, two boys who were into Little League, and two girls who were cheerleaders.  
 
    She slid the wine glass onto the table where it made a disapproving ping. Fine, then, have it your way, Chablis. She grabbed the glass, took a few sips, walked to the door, and then stopped and listened. Was that someone coming down the hall? It was, but when the steps came and went, she relaxed and gulped down the rest of the wine. 
 
    After a quick touch-up of face powder and perfume, she headed downstairs, ready to bat her eyelashes coated in sapphire mascara and to smile with lips plumped with Fuchsia Fever. The poor unsuspecting detective wouldn’t know what hit him. 
 
    She spied the receptionist talking to a man and then turning to point at Beverly. That must be the cop she was expecting? If so, he was hardly a Cro-Magnon and definitely no low brow ridge. He was actually quite . . . appealing. Part of her hoped it was him, part of her hoped it wasn’t. She sucked in her stomach and straightened up. 
 
    The man in question headed toward her, his lean frame sporting a casual suit and tie. He strolled with a lanky, confident walk, not so much a caveman as a panther in an urban jungle. His thick sandy-colored hair, combed carelessly to one side, matched the light stubble on his face. Handsome in a well-seasoned, combat-carved way. At least, she’d have something nice to look at during her ordeal. 
 
    “Miss Laborde?” he asked, and she nodded. “I’m Detective Adam Dutton. Is there some quiet place where we could go to talk?” 
 
    “I just checked in, myself. But I noticed a tea room over there.” She indicated a room off to the right.  
 
    He looked in that direction and studied the room for a moment. “That’ll be fine.” He held out one hand, indicating the way. “Shall we?” 
 
    She maneuvered around him to get in front. Beverly Laborde never followed anyone. Looking around, she spotted a table in a corner away from other diners and headed for it.  
 
    “Tea room” was a misnomer since the place also served coffee, smoothies, and alcohol. She craved more Chablis but opted for a staid serving of chamomile. After all, suspects never drank chamomile, did they? 
 
    Apparently, detectives on duty didn’t drink anything, even if it was non-alcoholic. Dutton refused a drink at first until the waitress recognized him and offered him a cup of coffee on the house. Beverly watched him closely as he stirred in some sugar, his spoon clinking rhythmically in the cup. Then she said, “I didn’t know I was meeting with a local celebrity.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I arrested her husband once.” 
 
    “I’m surprised she didn’t throw the coffee at you. Unless she’s trying to stay on your good side.” 
 
    “She was glad to get rid of him.” Dutton took a sip of the coffee.  
 
    “You must see all kinds. And get all kinds of cases. I can’t imagine it ever getting dull.” This is where she’d ordinarily bat her eyelashes. But in this instance, she didn’t. His steady gaze was unsettling, and her sixth sense was telling her that he wouldn’t fall for the vixen routine.  
 
    He replied, “The work is interesting enough. And as for the cases, let’s say I don’t think I’ll be out of a job anytime soon. You’d be surprised at how much trouble is attracted to this area.” He studied her over his cup with a half-smile. 
 
    “And here I was thinking a nice spa vacation would be pleasantly dull.” 
 
    “You don’t seem like the spa type.” 
 
    “Oh? And what exactly is the spa type?” 
 
    “Middle-aged, married,” he glanced at her bare left hand. “And a little heavyish.” 
 
    “Sexist and ageist, Detective Dutton?” 
 
    He laughed. “Profile-ist. I’m only talking about the law of averages. It’s the outliers you have to watch out for.” 
 
    “Outliers like the mild-mannered Lizzie Borden?” 
 
    “Not that extreme.” 
 
    Beverly traced the rim of the warm cup with her finger. Dutton was wearing a cedar musk cologne or aftershave. Why did he have to smell so distracting? She cleared her throat. “I assure you I’m no Lizzie Borden, Detective. Just a tired girl in need of a massage and a pedicure.” 
 
    “Maybe if Lizzie had gotten a massage and pedicure, she wouldn’t have taken an axe to her parents.” 
 
    Beverly bit back a laugh. “Touché.” She needed to focus, play along. But the caution alarms were screaming inside her head, and the urge to flee was overwhelming. Should she stay? Should she run? For the first time in quite a while, she didn’t know what to do.  
 
    Then she remembered her grandmother sitting in the nursing home, not eating, staring out into space with unfocused eyes that were like cloudy window glass. When they ruined her grandmother’s antiques business, they ruined her life—she hadn’t lived long after. Even the hospice nurse said it was clear she died of a broken heart. Beverly was doing all of this for her, and she wasn’t going to back down now.  
 
    She took a deep breath, counted to five, and batted her eyelashes at Dutton. Just another performance, another day, another town. But she didn’t have the chance for any more stalling tactics because he got right down to the point. “I’ll tell you why I’m here today. I’m looking for a scam artist. Perhaps you can help me find her.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Beverly Laborde kept staring at him after he dropped his little bombshell question, and Adam Dutton decided to let her sweat for a moment as he looked around the Apple Valley Resort. This was only the third time he’d set foot in the pricey spa where rooms started at two-fifty, and he still wasn’t sure he liked it.  
 
    Okay, so it wasn’t the typical folksy decor in the lobby, but this looked more like a set out of a sci-fi film. Clinical, cold, impersonal. Fortunately, the tea room had soft chairs instead of some hard metal contraption. And it smelled like coffee and muffins, not fake potpourri. 
 
    Beverly Laborde wasn’t what he’d thought she’d be, either. She was hardly the model of a con artist, with her knee-length gray skirt, starched white blouse, and flat-heeled shoes. Throw in the brunette hair pulled into a bun contrasting against her porcelain skin, and she could have stepped out of a 1930s photo, the demure debutante.  
 
    But an air of sophistication about her made Detective Adam Dutton all too aware of his JC Penney suit and tie, complete with a mustard stain from his hot dog lunch. He pushed those thoughts aside. Let the interrogation begin.  
 
    “So, you arrived on the Amtrak train this morning and checked in at the Apple Valley Resort, not more than an hour ago. Is that correct, Miss Laborde?” 
 
    She smiled and picked up her chamomile tea from the table between them. “Such a lovely view, don’t you think?” 
 
    He followed her gaze out the wraparound windows to the Presidentials in the distance, across the New Hampshire border. Ah, that kaleidoscopic quilt of autumn leaves. Easy to take for granted, which is why he never did. “Is that why you’re here—for the view?” 
 
    She inhaled the chamomile aroma, then slowly exhaled with a smile. “I’m as much here for the view as you’re here to chat about the architecture of this place.” 
 
    Her cornflower eyes studied his face so intently, he felt as if he were the one suspected of passing off fake artifacts. The thick emotional skin he’d evolved, thanks to his ex-wife and a string of ex-girlfriends, wasn’t much of a shield against Beverly Laborde’s soul-piercing gaze.  
 
    “I’m here, Miss Laborde, because a disgruntled collector was bilked out of forty-thousand dollars. A woman approached the guy saying she had a genuine Paul Revere silver bowl. Even let it be appraised. Once she sold it to him, he discovered she’d switched it with a replica.” 
 
    “What did this woman look like, Detective?” 
 
    He leaned back. “The victim, Reginald Forsythe the Fourth, described her as tall, slightly heavyset, with red hair and dark glasses.” 
 
    “How tall?” 
 
    “About five-ten.” 
 
    Beverly set her cup down, took a mirror out of her purse, and held it in front of her. “No red hair. I’m only five-eight. And I do try to adhere to caloric restriction, so I hope I’m not heavyset. Your description doesn’t sound like me, does it?” 
 
    “Forsythe got the impression it might be a disguise. At the risk of sounding like a TV crime show, I have to ask where you were two evenings ago, around eight?” 
 
    Without hesitation, she replied, “Two nights ago, I was at a play by myself. I think I have the ticket stub around here somewhere.” She dug into her purse. “Here you go.” 
 
    He took it from her, wrote down the info, and handed it back. The theater wasn’t anywhere near Boston. She couldn’t have met with Forsythe at his shop there and made the two-hour trip to Hanover in time for that play. Unless she simply tore the ticket in half and never attended the performance. 
 
    Laborde added another spoonful of organic honey to her tea and stirred. “Have you ever played Fox and Geese, Detective Dutton?” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Fox and Geese. A board game popular in Colonial days. One piece represents the fox, and thirteen pieces represent the geese. The geese can’t capture the fox but can win by hemming him in. For the fox to win, he has to capture and remove geese one by one, so they can’t trap him.” 
 
     Okay, maybe Adam’s first impressions of Beverly Laborde hadn’t been on the mark. Maybe she was one brick shy of a full load. “I don’t see the connection with our female thief.” 
 
    “This collector of yours, the one who made the complaint. Do you know much about him?” 
 
    “The basics. Middle-aged, very rich. Owner of a successful art and antiques gallery near Boston. Again, I really don’t see—” 
 
    “Is it likely that someone that successful could be duped? And why didn’t your female suspect just take the money and run? Why the switch?” 
 
    “To sell it twice. Two con jobs with the same item, and you’ve turned forty-thousand into eighty.” 
 
    “The art world isn’t all that large, Detective. Don’t you think someone would spot this scheme? The FBI has a division for art fraud now. So I’ve heard.” 
 
    “It’s possible our thief is planning to sell the Revere bowl to one of those collectors off the grid. Someone like a rich Wall Street inside trader who buys artworks just to have them around. The status of it all.” 
 
    “Sounds like you speak with the voice of experience, Detective.” 
 
    An image of Adam’s father sprang to mind, the once-proud carpenter fading into a dried-up husk of a man after sinking all his savings into a Ponzi scheme. He lost every dime. The rich bastard who ran the operation escaped to South America and was undoubtedly living the high life—wine, women, and more gambling. With prized artwork hanging on his walls, and a Paul Revere bowl or two on a credenza, no doubt. 
 
     Adam turned his attention back to business. “The buyer told Boston police officers he saw an Amtrak ticket receipt in the con woman’s purse. We’ve been warned to keep an eye out for women arriving on the train from out of town. Primarily those asking about antiques. And you’re the only one so far who fills the bill.” 
 
    “I hardly think antiquing is a crime, Detective. If that were the case, then my sainted grandmother and thousands of others like her are guilty.” 
 
    “Harlan Wilford, who owns the local Tossed Treasures shop, said you’d telephoned asking about silver artifacts. That you’d been doing some research. What kind of research would that be?” 
 
    “It’s quite fascinating. I don’t suppose you’ve heard of Rogers’ Rangers in the eighteenth century?” 
 
    He shook his head. History was never one of his strong suits. 
 
    “They were dead set on preventing Indian raids on Canadian and New England towns. So, some of the Rangers slaughtered the natives in a French-built Indian village.” 
 
    He blinked at her. “I don’t see the connection to a silver statue.” 
 
    “The Rangers stole a silver plate, candlesticks, and a solid silver statue of Our Lady of Chartres from a church. As the story goes, an Indian guide leading the Rangers back through Mount Adams abandoned them. Only one Ranger made it out alive, his knapsack filled with human remains.” 
 
    “The survivor turned to cannibalism?” 
 
    Laborde waved her hand in the air. “There were rumors to that effect.” 
 
    “And I take it the silver pieces were in that knapsack, too?” 
 
    “No one ever said. However, the candlesticks were recovered near Lake Memphremagog in 1816. The statue was never found.” 
 
    “Your research hasn’t turned up anything?” 
 
    “Not much other than spirits of the Rangers are said to cry in the woods. And a hunter once had a ghostly vision up on Mount Adams–of Indians in a church under a floating silver statue.”  
 
    “Why all this interest in ghost stories?” 
 
    “I’m a student of history. I think it’s a fascinating subject, don’t you? I mean it was either that or philosophy. If it hadn’t been for my art history classes at the Hood, I might be another Susanne Langer or Simone de Beauvoir.” 
 
    “The Hood? You mean the Hood Museum of Art? Dartmouth?” 
 
    “It’s the main reason I got my art history degree. Are you a Darty, too?” 
 
    “Too rich for my blood. I worked my way through community college.” 
 
    Miss Laborde’s gaze had rarely wavered from his face, and he’d gotten more at ease with her scrutiny. Now he was aware of a change, a look he interpreted as pity. Or amusement. Or both.  
 
    Deciding this interview was going nowhere fast, and not entirely convinced it wasn’t a dead-end, he quickly drained his coffee and got up to leave. “I think that’s all for now, Miss Laborde.” 
 
    “You’ll be keeping an eye on me, I presume. At least I hope you will.” 
 
    He stopped in his tracks. “And why is that?” 
 
    She tipped her cup in his direction. “Because you have such nice eyes, Detective.” 
 
    He put those eyes to good use to stare at her, to remind her who was in charge here. He nodded at the waitress on the way out, and a quick look back at Laborde told him she remained sitting there looking through the window.  
 
    Was she only here for the spa as she’d said? Somehow, he didn’t think so. It was entirely possible she had nothing whatsoever to do with Forsythe and his damned Revere bowl, but her arrival was a thorny coincidence. And having that ticket stub to prove her alibi was too convenient. 
 
    Out in the parking lot, he grabbed some Black Jack chewing gum from the glove box and popped one of the aniseed-flavored sticks in his mouth. It was times like this, he missed his Marlboros. He’d have to settle for an after-work beer, or maybe he’d indulge in some of that Cognac he’d been saving. 
 
    He cranked up the engine as he took in the landscape. From here, the resort rose up like a miniature city sculpted out of white pine siding, red clay tennis courts, and azure pools. Red, white and blue. Rah. Not the type of place to make him want to stand up and salute. 
 
    Okay, so he’d interviewed Beverly Laborde as he’d promised the chief this morning. Why this was the department’s problem all of a sudden, he hadn’t a clue. No, that wasn’t entirely true, was it? 
 
    Forsythe reported the bowl switch at his store in Boston, but his primary residence was in this county—or half of it since it straddled the border with Hartford. Everything was local when you were dealing with the Vermont version of William Randolph Hearst. But squirrelly investigations or not, Adam wasn’t about to be outsmarted by a smug high roller. Or a beautiful scam artist.  
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Beverly drove her rental SUV down Maple Avenue—couldn’t they have come up with a more original name?—and marveled at the relative lack of traffic. Not a car horn to be heard. The smallish town of Ironwood Junction, population seven thousand except during leaf-peeping season, was a far cry from her recent big-city haunts.  
 
    No building was taller than three stories. And all were of the stereotypical stone or red Vermont brick style, standing proudly, but slightly tattered, like old soldiers in a Civil War reenactment. There was even a town square in the middle of the downtown with a cannon perched in the center. The cannon sat on a granite base, and the cannon’s rusted bore, weeping an orangish-brown liquid down the side, made it look like a hemorrhaging tombstone. 
 
    She headed north where the town soon turned into forest. It should be unsettling for someone not accustomed to the country to be traveling alone in the boonies, shouldn’t it? She hardly passed one car per mile, and with only the trees and birds for company, it was amazingly quiet.  
 
    In some ways, she felt safer here than in the big city with all the crime. She’d been mugged and nearly sexually assaulted in large towns, and she’d rather take her chances with a black bear. Or perhaps her courage came from the gun she always kept hidden in the purse slung across her shoulder—positioned diagonally across her chest, naturally, to make it harder to steal. 
 
    Beverly turned the rental SUV off the main road and down a washboard unpaved lane. It was getting closer to twilight, so she dare not dawdle if she wanted to see anything. Time to stop for a moment to check the map.  
 
    She knew the route would take her into the back end of nowhere, but this was slightly to the back of the back end of nowhere. She rolled down the window to take in some fresh air, with its hints of dried leaves and acorns smelling like an herbal tea.  
 
    The image of tea made her think of her meeting with Detective Dutton. She smiled at how wrong she’d been about him, especially his appearance. Neither did he seem the dim-witted type. And no wedding ring. Her smile turned to a frown as she pushed away the image of the attractive Adam Dutton. She needed to stay focused on avenging her grandmother’s death, and right now, Dutton was just another obstacle in her way. 
 
    A small cabin rose into view as she pointed the car along a curve to the right, and she steered the SUV in front and parked. The cabin looked abandoned, but just in case, she forced herself to concentrate on every sound, every slight movement in a circle around her.  
 
    According to her interpretation, this was one of the possible spots Kornelson referred to on his treasure map. Which is to say, she hoped it was. They didn’t have GPS back at the turn of the twentieth century when the map was drawn up, so she was learning fast how to translate compass points and map coordinates. Magnetic declination, azimuth—she should have taken an orienteering course. 
 
    Beverly headed toward the cabin and peered inside the windows. The place looked empty. She held up a hand to the window. Cool to the touch. No signs of heating or a fireplace. She gave a quick look toward the forest for any signs of being watched, and then she tried the door latch. It opened with a groan.  
 
    Pushing her way inside, she examined the interior. Rustic didn’t describe it. Something akin to what Currier and Ives might have created in the throes of a nightmare. An old potbelly stove graced the middle of the room, but that was about the only furnishing save for one string-and-wood bed frame. Rotting wood in one corner reeked of mold and stale animal urine.  
 
    She paced around the room, looking for cracks in the floor or any sign something might be buried there, but it appeared to be a bust. The notes she’d taken from Kornelson’s hints had mentioned a monument, hadn’t they? This was certainly far, far from that. Surely she hadn’t read the map wrong?  
 
    Then, she spied a dark clump where a wooden beam intersected the ceiling. She dragged the bed frame over to the wall and stood on it. The bed was wobbly, and her pulse rate climbed a few notches when she teetered and came close to falling off. Sliding a pencil flashlight out of her pocket, she shined it up toward the clump.  
 
    Without warning, a cloud of gray and black flew at her, surrounding her with an ear-splitting peal of swishing, flapping, and squeaks. Her pulse soared off the charts when something shot right at her and almost got tangled in her hair. She swatted at it, and it managed to avoid her and fly off with the other creatures through the open door. Bats.  
 
    Beverly checked her hands, looking for bites. None, thankfully. Realizing how lucky she was and how much of a huge disappointment and waste of valuable time this had turned out to be, she followed the bats in escaping outside. 
 
    She’d only stepped one foot out the door when a dark figure lurched around the corner of the cabin. Beverly wasn’t aware she’d pulled the gun out of her purse until she realized she was pointing it at a man wearing earbuds and sporting a raven-haired ponytail.  
 
    The man gaped at her. “Whoa there, missy.” Then he raised his hands up in the air. “If it’s loot you’re after, I’ve got fifty dollars in a back pocket and this,” he slowly lowered one hand and eased a small device out of a shirt pocket. An audio player. The motion of maneuvering the device turned up the volume, and Beverly heard music coming from the earbuds. 
 
    “Is that Mozart?” 
 
    He grinned. “Symphony thirty-nine. Most people say forty-one is the best, but I like the minuet and trio in thirty-nine. What didja think it was, Johnny Cash?” 
 
    “I don’t meet too many mountain-men types who listen to Mozart.” 
 
    “Didn’t have TV growing up. Only a radio with three stations, including Vermont Public Radio. And just how many mountain-man types have you met, little lady?” 
 
    Beverly lowered the gun and then shoved it back in her purse. She hoped her instincts were as sharp as usual. They’d certainly saved her neck on more than one occasion. “You remind me of a song from my childhood. ‘In a cabin in a wood, a little old man by the window stood.’”  
 
    She studied his ponytail, where she now spied a few strands of gray hair woven through it and hints of crow’s feet around his eyes. “Though you’re not terribly old.” 
 
    “Older than you by half, I’d say. Now, are you going to tell me what a lovely young creature like you is doing way out here in the boonies with a gun like that?” 
 
    “Would you believe looking for a retirement home to buy?” 
 
    He laughed. “Nope. But I’ll take the hint. You passing through or do you live around here?” 
 
    “Neither. I’m staying in town, in the Junction.” 
 
    “If it’s leaves you’re hunting,” he waved his hand around, “We got plenty of ’em. Pick your color. They’re all there.” 
 
    “What’s your name, if you don’t mind my asking?” 
 
    “I don’t. And it’s Zachery Storich, but people call me Stork.” 
 
    “Is this your cabin?” 
 
    “I can’t say it is, or I’d be lying. I’m a handyman. This cabin belongs to a gentleman I do some work for. I was checkin’ up on it.” 
 
    “That’s not very exciting. I was hoping for something more thrilling, an escaped convict, or a real mountain-man type.” 
 
    “I do descend from Rogers’ Rangers. Or so the family story goes. You familiar with them?” 
 
    Beverly tried not to let her excitement show on her face. “Yes, it’s ringing that faint bell. Something about a raid and a treasure?” 
 
    Stork snorted. “Don’t you go around believing everything you hear, certainly not that treasure. The raid part is sadly true. Can’t say I’m proud of my ancestors for that. But those were different times. Like my friend Adam, for instance. His great-grandfather was a slaveholder in the South, but his ancestors, disgusted with that lot, moved up here.” 
 
    “Adam?” 
 
    “Adam Dutton. He’s a cop, but I don’t hold that against him. We go way back to childhood. He’s had some hard knocks, but he turned out okay.” 
 
    Beverly hid her surprise that this man knew Dutton. “That’s good to know. This area is full of noble souls. I feel safer already.” She smiled up at him. 
 
    “You don’t strike me as the type to get lost, but is there something you were looking for in particular?” 
 
    Beverly thought of the map in her car but wasn’t about to tell him that. “Just getting the lay of the land.” 
 
    “Lots of land around here for that.” He turned and pointed. “North, ya got Phantom Lake State Park. South, it’s Putney State Park. Then there’s east, which takes you to the edge of the Junction and some other state park. West, is, well you get the idea. In-between, we have this little cabin here, built around nineteen ten.” He chuckled. “Parks, trees, grass, and cows. That pretty much sums up Vermont.” 
 
    “Don’t forget the maple syrup.” 
 
    He grimaced. “I hate maple syrup. It’s heresy, I know. But to me, it tastes like burnt bark.” 
 
    “Do other Vermonters, like your friend Adam Dutton, secretly hate it, too?” 
 
    “Adam’s got a sweet tooth, but if you should run into him, don’t tell him I said so. He’s been on more of a health kick the past two years, ever since . . .” Stork gritted his teeth. “Let’s just say he’s wicked fond of maple fudge.” 
 
    When Beverly noticed the late-afternoon sun angle and felt a cool breeze, she decided she should start heading back. But first, she apologized to Stork again for the gun. 
 
    Stork waved his hand in the direction of the road she’d driven down earlier. “One tip, then. On the way back, be careful to take the right-hand side when you get to the ‘Y’ in the road. The right’ll take you back to the main drag, the other’ll head off to an area it’s best you stay away from. The souls there ain’t all that noble.”  
 
    He started to head into the cabin but turned around to add, “Oh, and you might want to take the safety off that gun next time if you plan on using it.” 
 
    She stared after him before climbing back into the SUV. Her shooting instructor at the Castleman Range in Hanover would have flunked her if she pulled that during his course. She was slipping. Maybe it was the constant looking over her shoulder, maybe it was the long succession of nights in cold beds in strange rooms getting to her. She shook off her gloom and pointed the car back toward the main road.  
 
    When she came to the “Y” that Stork mentioned, she slowed down. She was more confident now that nothing had happened at the cabin. The left fork didn’t look all that threatening. Perhaps Stork didn’t want her to discover something valuable the locals kept to themselves. Should she give it a try?  
 
    Tempting though it was, she needed to do some more research. Her treasure map obviously wasn’t complete, and it was long past due that she speak with an expert. Time to talk to Harlan Wilford, owner of the Tossed Treasures shop, in person. But that would have to wait until tomorrow. 
 
    She turned on the radio to find some soothing music to steady her pulse, which hadn’t returned to normal after the bats and bumping into Stork. As she passed the intersection, she heard what sounded like a gunshot followed by the wail of a wounded animal.  
 
    Stepping on the gas, she made it back to the main road twice as fast as when she’d traveled in the opposite direction. Most likely, a hunter. But she kept a close eye on the rearview mirror as she sped away. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Tuesday, September 14 
 
    Adam Dutton sat in his office, eyeing a Jenga-like pile of folders. He resisted the urge to pull one out at random and see if the pile teetered over.  
 
    During the drive back to the police department from Apple Valley Resort last evening, Adam had considered the enigma of Beverly Laborde. He was pretty sure she knew about the Revere bowl switcheroo. There was the timing of her visit, and her answers too oblique. Plus, she was so maddeningly sure of herself, it was like watching an actress on stage. 
 
    When he woke up bright and early, he’d determined to research whatever he could find on her background. It was slow going, but he did confirm her attendance at Dartmouth.  
 
    Other than that, she didn’t have much of a paper trail, and he hadn’t found any employment records. An inheritance? He hadn’t uncovered anything about her family background to tell. Still, the two-fifty per night at the resort wasn’t chump change.  
 
    That family background thing bothered him. A scant few Labordes were scattered around New England, but no Beverlys. Not a trace. No birth, wedding, or divorce records, no mentions in newspapers or professional directories. He found a few Beverly Laborde death records, but they dated back a couple of decades and beyond. He broadened his search to the entire U.S., but no luck there. 
 
    Where had she come from? It would be hard to get a subpoena from a judge for Adam to take at a look at her Dartmouth records without a good reason. And that was pretty much all he had to go on right now. 
 
    Beverly had asked what he knew about the swindled collector, so he dug around there. Much more interesting, that. The collector “victim”—Reginald Forsythe, IV, or “Reggie” as he was known to avoid confusing him with his father—was dogged by hushed allegations he dealt in stolen and plundered artifacts.  
 
    He was rich, he had an army of lawyers at his beck and call, and he’d sued a few of those gossips for defamation. And won. Maybe it was all sour grapes, then. The antiques world was filled with cutthroat buyers and dealers? Who knew? 
 
    Adam found something else interesting. Reginald Forsythe, III, was accused of similar corruption, and like his son—no charges, no jail time. Both Forsythes belonged to the Northeastern Antiquities League, a group that included two other collectors who’d filed reports of being swindled with replicas. Both those collectors also had black clouds of ethical suspicion hanging over them.  
 
     What the hell was going on in that organization? And what was Beverly Laborde’s connection? Trying to picture her as a criminal mastermind wasn’t working too well for him. Perhaps she really was a simple history and antiques buff? 
 
    He didn’t have time to ponder those questions as his fellow detective Eliot Jinks wandered in and plopped down on the chair in front of his desk. She pointed to the remains of his half-eaten kielbasa breakfast sandwich. “You gonna eat that?”  
 
    Not waiting for his reply, she grabbed it and scarfed it down. “My doc has me on a low-sodium diet. He says to me, ‘you know African Americans have an increased risk for high blood pressure, so lay off the salty foods.’ But have you tried unsalted potato chips? I’d rather have that heart attack.” 
 
    “Guess I won’t have to throw away that Norwegian lutefisk I ordered for you for Christmas,” he said with a grin. Adam once asked Jinks how a skinny little black girl from the Bronx who’d moved to Vermont could know anything about lutefisk. She’d said her college roommate gave it to her as a gag, but the joke was on her after Jinks got addicted to the stuff. 
 
    Jinks got up to get herself a cup of water from the water dispenser in the corner of Adam’s office. “You get anything out of that woman staying at the Dilly Dally resort?” 
 
    “Dilly Dally?” 
 
    “Seems like a better name to me. It’s on a hill, not a valley, there aren’t any apple trees for miles, and those people have time and money to burn.” 
 
    “Yeah, it reeks of pretense when you walk in the door. But to answer your question, I didn’t get anything helpful. Laborde doesn’t fit the description of our scam artist, but she struck me as resourceful. The type of woman who could charm the dilly off a guy if he wasn’t careful.” 
 
    “Oh?” Jinks raised her eyebrows. “Sounds like she got under your skin, my friend.” 
 
    Adam fiddled with a pen on his desk. “I just think she may know more than she’s telling.” 
 
    “Better come up with a concrete clue, because I came here to warn you. I saw the mayor walking into the building a few minutes ago. And he didn’t look happy.” 
 
    Her words were underscored by the chief’s administrative assistant, Cherry, who poked her head in with a summons from The Man himself. Jinks gave Adam a sympathetic look, then got up to straighten his tie for him. “Cheer up. Zelda wasn’t with the mayor.” 
 
    Adam grunted. “Thank god for small favors.” Not that he’d expect Zelda to come with her new husband this go ’round like she’d made a point of doing after the man was elected two years ago. Adam knew it was for his benefit, one final exclamation mark on that chapter of his life.  
 
    When Adam entered the chief’s office, Mayor Lehmann was standing next to the chief, and they were laughing, but the two men got quiet as soon as they spied Adam. Chief Phineas “Phinn” Quinn pointed at one of the overstuffed faux-leather chairs, and Adam took a seat. The mayor continued standing near the chief—a united front, no doubt. Towering over the peon detective to make sure he knew his place. 
 
    The chief asked, “Did you interview that woman who’s staying at the resort?” 
 
    Adam cleared his throat. “She says she doesn’t know anything about the bowl switcheroo, and she doesn’t match Reggie Forsythe’s description. But I’m checking her out, just in case.” 
 
    “You do that. Even if she’s not our thief, we need to be on the lookout for any suspicious woman in our jurisdiction who could be our female Robin Hood.” 
 
    “Robin Hood?” 
 
    “It’s what Reggie Forsythe called her. Forsythe’s agitating to see this woman is caught and forced to make restitution. I don’t need to remind you Forsythe is a wealthy and powerful man. He could make trouble for our department if he so chooses.” 
 
    The mayor piped up. “Yes, but we’re also fortunate to have Forsythe in this part of our fair state. He’s an ally we want to keep on our side.” 
 
    Adam bit his tongue to keep from saying, “No, Forsythe is the type of man you want on your sorry-ass side.”  
 
    It was no secret Mayor Titus Lehmann had grandiose aspirations. The Mayorship was only the first step. Next, it was the governor’s mansion. And one thing a candidate needed to make it to the top job in the state was some heavy-hitting backers. Feeding Reggie Forsythe’s ego was all part of that plan.  
 
    In his research, Adam read that Forsythe had backed several candidates for various offices. Buy them off, and they’ll perform for you on command. It was a formula as old as cavemen, bartering food or trinkets to become the clan elder. 
 
    Adam looked both men in the eye in turn. “I’ll pursue every lead I can.” 
 
    “You do that.” Chief Quinn studied his face. “If you want me to assign someone else other than Jinks to help out—” 
 
    “If I need help, Jinks is fine. She’s working that missing-person case right now. But I know I can count on her if need be.” 
 
    The chief seemed somewhat satisfied and turned to Lehmann. “Are we still on for that golf game Sunday morning?” 
 
    “Sure thing, Cal. I’ll see you around nine-ish.” 
 
    Lehmann didn’t give Adam one look as he strode out of the office. Adam gave the slimy eel plenty of time to slither away before he said, “I don’t understand one thing, chief. Okay, more than one, but why didn’t this Forsythe guy simply go to the FBI since this may be a multi-jurisdictional thing?” 
 
    “He said he didn’t want to involve them if he didn’t have to.” 
 
    “Did he now? Why not?” 
 
    “He didn’t elaborate. But it’s probably a reputation thing. Forsythe is all about reputation.” 
 
    “Yeah, I got that. Just like the mayor.” Adam got up to return to his office, but Quinn stopped him.  
 
    The chief said, “I meant what I said about Jinks. How are the therapy sessions going?” 
 
    Adam’s smile faded. “Fine. I’m down to once a month now.” 
 
    “You know the department will continue to pay for those as long as you—” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about stopping them altogether.” 
 
    “Whatever you think is best.” The chief rubbed his chin and added, “You know, as rich as Forsythe is, you’d think he wouldn’t be this upset about one silver bowl. Even if it was crafted by Paul Revere himself.” 
 
    “Forsythe sounds like a man who doesn’t like to be crossed. Someone got the better of him. He won’t stand for that.” 
 
    “Then, I hope we catch this thief before he does.” 
 
    “So do I, Chief. So do I.” 
 
    Adam stomped down the hallway to his office and dropped into his chair. Jinks poked her head in to see if he was back. “How’d it go?” 
 
    “What you’d expect. Quinn’s got a monkey on his back. And the monkey—” 
 
    “Is an ass, if you’re referring to the mayor.” 
 
    “The brain of a monkey and the tail of an ass.” 
 
    Jinks made the sign for “correct.” She’d learned sign language when her father had gone partially deaf from meningitis. Adam had picked up a little bit so they could communicate silently on stakeouts, but he was nowhere near as fluent as Jinks. 
 
    He signed back, “Idiot,” and she signed back something he doubted she’d want her kid to repeat. Trust Jinks to make him feel a bit better. 
 
    § § § 
 
    Adam made a quick trip to the Amtrak station to see if there’d been any more reports of women traveling alone who might have been seen carrying silver or maybe talked about it. The manager said no, but he did recall Laborde carting one large piece of luggage and a smaller overnight-style bag. He said he’d remembered because he’d thought the unusual blue floral fabric on the bags was perfect for such a lovely lady. Score one for Laborde’s charms over the male sex. 
 
    An overnight bag was commonly used by women for toiletries and makeup. But it was sort of bowl-sized, too, wasn’t it? Fat chance of Adam getting a search warrant based on a tourist who happened to be in town and was interested in history and antiques. Forsythe’s clout aside, most judges would laugh Adam out of the courthouse for that. 
 
    Adam also stopped by the local library to see if they had any books on silver pieces, mostly those from the Paul Revere era. They had one he checked out and began to read in his car. Hopefully, he’d learn enough to know a real piece when he saw it.  
 
    The history of it all was more interesting to him than the actual pieces. He had no idea Paul Revere worked copper and brass and printed currency in addition to his silversmithing—that even included false teeth. 
 
    Truth be told, most of the antique silver pieces in the book’s photos looked alike to Adam. It was a mystery to him why some collectibles were valued so much more than others. Rarity was a factor, sure, and ownership history. But other than that, a bowl was a bowl was a bowl. 
 
    He needed some advice from someone far more expert at this antiquing thing that he was. There was only one person he trusted about these matters, the “Antiques God,” as Adam called him.     
 
    Talk of bowls and antiques aside, he’d told Jinks he believed Beverly Laborde was hiding something. But if it wasn’t this Revere thing, what was it? Adam sighed. He’d almost prefer to have a good old-fashioned murder case right now. He chastised himself for that thought, knowing there’d be plenty more of those in his future. A little bowl-bother might not be so horrible, after all—if only it didn’t have Reggie Forsythe’s paw prints all over it. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    He was Santa Claus, pure and simple. At least, he looked the part, and when Beverly introduced herself to Harlan Wilford, he was as jolly as his doppelganger. “So glad to see you are as lovely as your voice on the phone, Miss Laborde. You were asking about silver antiques, I believe. Are you a collector?” 
 
    “Of a sort, yes.” She stopped to admire a seventeenth-century Dutch ebony table clock resting on a pedestal in the front of Harlan’s Tossed Treasures store. “I’ve been looking into silver lately. Early American, for the most part. Dummer, Winslow, Revere.” 
 
    “Antique Paul Revere piece ay? I don’t know if you heard, but a Revere bowl went missing recently. A collector named Reggie Forsythe believed he was buying the real deal, even had it appraised. But when he got the piece, it was a fake.” 
 
    Beverly’s shoulder’s tensed at the mention of the name. Maybe Harlan didn’t notice. “Forsythe, yes, I recall the name. He’s a multi-millionaire, isn’t he? I’d guess he can buy a carload of Revere bowls. Or anything else, for that matter.” Including people, or so she’d heard. Bowls, people, lives. They were all the same to a man like Reggie Forsythe. Just interchangeable commodities to be bought and sold.  
 
    Harlan frowned as if reading her mind. “I know I shouldn’t speak ill of folks, ’specially those that might be customers one day, but I’m no fan of Forsythe. There’s philanthropist rich people, and there’s useless-as-a-screen-door-on-a-submarine rich people. Forsythe is the latter kind. But I digress. What can I interest you in? A silver clock or a lamp?” 
 
    “Forsythe hasn’t been in here yet, looking for old treasures?” She pointed to the Tossed Treasures logo in the window. “It is on your sign.”  
 
    “I do have some items the likes of him might be interested in. Honestly, I’d prefer selling them to someone more deserving. Someone who’d appreciate them, not look at them like scalp marks on a belt.” 
 
    “Scalp marks? Are you a historian of Native American lore, Mr. Wilford?” 
 
    “Harlan. No one calls me mister. Sounds too much like a plant sprayer thingie.” 
 
    She laughed. “Harlan, it is. I’ve been researching Indian folk tales in the region. The Rogers’ Rangers story is particularly fascinating.” 
 
    “That the one about a solid silver statue? Some Lady Godiva thing, as I recall.” 
 
    “Lady of Chartres. You haven’t seen anything like that turn up?” 
 
    “That’s a big no on that one, Miss Laborde.” 
 
    “Beverly.” 
 
    He smiled. “You staying in town long, Beverly? We ain’t got big-city culture around here, but there’s the Ironwood Junction Museum. Some vintage clothing and toy shops. And the Sugar Train restaurant makes mouthwatering maple pecan-glazed trout. This time of year, they have these killer pumpkin biscuits.” 
 
    “I only got in today, but I may take you up on your suggestions. There are a lot of interesting people hereabouts. I ran into one earlier, a Detective Adam Dutton.” 
 
    Harlan beamed. “Ah, Adam. I knew his father, you see. I’ve watched Adam grow from a sullen, serious little boy into a sullen, serious young man. Of course, he’s not that sullen anymore. And not as young.” Harlan chewed on his cheek. “He hasn’t had it easy. He’s good at what he does, mind you, but it’s dangerous. There was that incident two years ago . . . “ 
 
    “Incident? What do you mean?” 
 
    “I really shouldn’t talk about it. I don’t think they released many details in the papers. Protecting Adam’s privacy, don’t you know. And the police department’s reputation.” Harlan licked his lips. “It was a drug bust gone bad. Adam was kidnapped and tortured, and . . . let’s just say it wasn’t pleasant.” 
 
    Beverly thought back to her talk with Adam. He’d seemed so professional, so self-assured, and she hadn’t noticed any scars. Tortured? In what way? She’d hoped to weasel out of Harlan everything he knew about Adam Dutton but hadn’t expected anything whatsoever like this.  
 
    She considered herself a good judge of character and had an inkling Dutton wouldn’t want her pity. Still, she wanted to learn everything she could about him. It was always prudent to get intel on your opponents. And he was clearly an opponent if he came between her and her revenge mission. She rubbed her eyes briefly to banish the image of his mocha-brown eyes staring at her. 
 
    “In your ad in the paper, Harlan, it said you also deal in antique documents. Maps, letters, diaries?” 
 
    “My former partner got me interested in those. He spent many a day with his nose buried in some archives, forgetting to come up for air nor food.” 
 
     “Would you be able to authenticate a document, then? Tell whether it was a hoax or not?” 
 
    “Depends upon the document. Easier if it’s English, for instance. Old English is fine, too.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s in English for sure.” She reached into a case she wore on a strap and retrieved a plastic sleeve with a yellowed paper inside. “This is what I’d like you to look at. I’d be happy to pay you.” 
 
    Harlan flipped the reading glasses parked on top of his head into position and peered at the paper. “Looks a little fragile. And I’ll need some better light with these aged eyes, you know. Why don’t we go to my office? If a customer comes in, they’ll know where to find me, or my assistant can handle it.” Harlan headed toward the back of the store. 
 
    And for once, Beverly followed. They wound up in a room like the Old Curiosity Shop, and she even thought she saw some manuscripts peeking out of a grandfather clock in a corner. A sweet smell of lacquer mingled with musty fabric and hints of lemon polish. Beverly wished she could bottle up antique store aromas into a perfume.  
 
    She also caught a whiff of popcorn. Popcorn? Then she spied a vintage popcorn machine labeled “Eat Butter Kist Popcorn,” and it was full of freshly popped kernels. 
 
    Harlan pulled out a giant magnifying glass mounted on a stand, then carefully removed Beverly’s yellowed document from its sleeve and slid it under the glass. “This an original?” he asked. 
 
    “Circa 1900.” Finding this particular piece was a massive stroke of luck. After getting all the info she was able to glean out of the Kornelson estate, she’d gone to a used bookstore in the same town. There, buried in the stacks of old papers in a file box all but ignored under some stairs, she’d stumbled across this little gem of a map. She wouldn’t have given it a second glance if she hadn’t spied Kornelson’s name written in the margin.  
 
    Beverly felt a little guilty keeping it, but Kornelson didn’t have any heirs. And the man’s papers were largely forgotten, crumbling piece by piece in a library few people visited. Beverly was quite protective of that map, one of the last traces of a man no one missed. 
 
    Harlan went over to a shelf and pulled off a book, flipping through it until he found what he was looking for. He put the book side by side with Beverly’s document and pointed. “Wear lines along the folds. Looks like a cerograph, popular after 1880 or so. Printed on a banknote, a good sign. That’s what you’d expect for pocket maps of that era.” 
 
    “That sounds promising.” 
 
    “It is. Also, there’s no date on this map. Another good sign. Forgers tend to put dates ’cause they think that makes it look authentic. But that’s not something mapmakers around the turn of the century would do.”  
 
    He peered over his glasses at her. “Got any supporting documents?”  
 
    She pulled another piece of paper out of the case. “This is a photocopy. Not an original. But it supposedly relates to that map.” 
 
    He studied it for a moment. “Can’t make heads nor tails out of that text. A poem?” 
 
    Beverly reached over and underlined part of the text with her finger. Harlan squinted at it. “Quite interesting. It does mention some of the features on this map. Where did you find this little mystery?” 
 
    Beverly filled him in on her discovery, and he smiled. “Estate archives are treasure troves. I’ll give you that. Well, Miss Beverly, short of radiocarbon dating, I’d say your map here is likely not a fake. Does that help any?” 
 
    She gave him a hug. Maybe this wasn’t an exercise in futility, and with any luck, it meant she might be on the right track. Now, if she could just stay one step ahead of Detective Dutton and find her treasure before Reggie Forsythe did, she’d be home free. Easy peasy, right?  
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Adam didn’t waste a minute after his meeting with the mayor and Chief Quinn. He called enough antique stores from Boston up to Montreal to feel like he was becoming an expert on antiques, himself. As long as they were silver. The 1730 Marston Schaats Tankard, punch bowls by early Boston silversmith John Burt, Governor Stoughton Cups created by New England silversmith Jeremiah Dummer. The first mint masters of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, Robert Sanderson, Sr. and his partner John Hull. And of course, Paul Revere.  
 
    But no one had seen the tall, red-haired woman or anyone matching Laborde’s description, nor had the Revere bowl turned up for sale. Why in the world did the thief go to such an elaborate switch if not to sell it?  
 
    Yeah, he knew he’d told Beverly Laborde that the thief might sell it to a private collector and no one would be the wiser, but he’d hoped he was wrong about that. Otherwise, it would be impossible to trace. Game over. 
 
    After Adam’s research on the Forsythes, father and son, and some of the other members of the Northeastern Antiquities League, Adam was beginning to wonder if there were any honest antique dealers. But as he headed to Tossed Treasures in the center of town, he was convinced old Harlan Wilford was one of them.  
 
    He’d known Harlan for years. When he was a boy, Adam called him Uncle Harlan whenever he joined Adam and his father on their fishing outings. Adam felt a pang of guilt when he realized he hadn’t stopped by for a while. He already owed Harlan a lunch or two he’d bailed on due to work. 
 
    Adam waved at Harlan’s assistant, Prospero Rigas, and headed back to Harlan’s office, where the man didn’t look surprised to see him. “And there you are, Adam, right on time. She said you’d be along shortly.”  
 
    “She?” Adam hid his irritation. He had an idea who the “she” was and felt like a goose in Beverly Laborde’s Fox and Geese game. He was always one step behind her while she stage-managed his investigation to her benefit. 
 
    “That young lady who was just here, Beverly. Said you’d taken an interest in her.” Wilford winked. “With a figure like that, I can see why.” 
 
    “That’s not the kind of interest she was referring to.” Or was it? What had she meant by “nice eyes?” It was all likely an elaborate ploy on her part. And he wasn’t going to fall for it.  
 
    “Then you must be interested in the vision of Mount Adams she was asking about, Adam. And that silver figure they never found.” 
 
    “What did you tell her?” 
 
    “That I don’t know much about it, myself. But she mostly wanted me to help authenticate some documents.” 
 
    “What documents?” She hadn’t mentioned any documents to Adam. Yep, he was definitely a goose. Or should he say, a gander? 
 
    “A map and papers originally rescued from the estate of a man who died childless around 1900. They mentioned a silver Lady of Chartres statue stolen by Rogers’ Rangers, those papers did. It wasn’t among the deceased’s effects.” 
 
    “Why would the documents refer to it, then?” 
 
    “It was a puzzle, you see, those documents. Mentioned a ‘safe place’ or a secret storehouse, I believe it was. All very cloak and dagger. Not my line of work. More yours, I’d say.” 
 
    “I don’t suppose the location of this hidden storehouse was in there?” 
 
    “Not spelled out, A-B-C, no. It was part of a poem I couldn’t make nary heads nor tails out of. Several references to this area, though. Hartford, the Junction, and the Natick Indians.” 
 
    “Did you keep copies of those documents Miss Laborde showed you?” 
 
    “‘Fraid not, Adam. I think she’s staying somewhere here in town. If she returns, should I have her give you a call?” 
 
    “Thanks, Harlan, but I know where she’s staying.” At Harlan’s smirk, Adam, quickly added, “Do you happen to recall the name of that man, the one whose estate the papers came from?” 
 
    “Reckon I do. Reminded me of an old friend of mine, the name did. It was Kornelson.” 
 
    Adam pulled out a pad and wrote the name down. When he looked up again, Harlan was staring at him. “You look a little peaked, Adam. How long has it been since you had a vacation?” 
 
    “Vacation?” 
 
    “You know, where you go off to the beach, put some zinc on your nose, lie around turning into a lobster, drink piña coladas.” 
 
    Adam ignored the question. He was getting tired of people thinking he was fragile and had to be treated with kid gloves. “What did you think of Miss Laborde, Harlan? Did she seem suspicious? Anything set off alarm bells?” 
 
    “Quite the opposite, I must say. She’s highly knowledgeable about antiques. Nicely well-mannered, too. Although . . . “ 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “She struck me as being skittish. Not outlaw-skittish, but more like a filly ready to bolt at the slightest touch. Like one of my nieces. Went through a spell where she was very much the loner. Her parents had a devil of a time getting her to make friends.” 
 
    “Thanks for your help, Harlan. If Miss Laborde stops by again, you’ll let me know.”  
 
    Wilford understood it was more of a command than a question, and he shrugged. “Best of luck with whatever it is you’re after, Adam. Don’t forget legends often have a grain of truth to them. As for that young lady,” he grinned. “If I were your age, I’d have no problem taking an interest. Just sayin.’” 
 
    § § § 
 
    Adam left Harlan’s store and grabbed a copy of the Junction Jive from a news rack in front of the store. It was close to supper, but he wasn’t hungry, so he grabbed coffee and a sandwich-to-go from Miralee’s Market. Their coffee and turkey on rye were usually among the best around, but the coffee tasted stale, and the bread was like chewy cardboard with a slathering of brown mustard.  
 
    Nothing had gone right for him today. Maybe the black cat of his neighbor, Mrs. Carden, was to blame. Inkspot took every chance to get in Adam’s way, crossing his path several times this morning in the yard. Actually, the bad luck was more on Inkspot’s side, half-blind and running around on only three legs. Adam and the cat declared a truce after Adam fed him some leftover sardines a year ago. Kitty detente. 
 
    Sitting in his car and munching on the dry sandwich, washed down with the bitter coffee, Adam flipped through the Junction Jive. One entry in the regional event calendar stood out and waved at him. Reginald Forsythe, III, the alleged theft victim’s father, was speaking at a district NAL meeting tonight down in Brattleboro. Adam checked the time. With any luck, he’d make it there before it began. He gave a quick call to Jinks to let her know where he was headed and started down I-91.  
 
    He found his way to the venue, a theater and gallery on the main street in town. Outside the modernistic barn-shaped structure, a marquee of upcoming events announced a performance of The Fantastiks, followed by a comedian—that was appropriate for the type of people he was checking out—and then a photography exhibit.  
 
    Following the sign for the NAL meeting, he walked down a set of stairs into the gallery where he stopped to admire a photo of a nubile woman in her birthday suit playing a harp. Very artistic. He could just hear Jinks snorting her derision, so he turned to study the rest of the lobby with its collage of pipes and glass-covered gauges, which he soon learned was part of the sprinkler system. 
 
    The small, amber-lit hall looked to hold about a hundred, and since most of the seats were taken, he grabbed the nearest empty chair in a corner in the back. The man sitting next to him, about fiftyish and wearing a red vest and a gold paisley cravat, turned to him. “I don’t believe I’ve seen you at one of these meetings before.” 
 
    “I’m, ah, new,” Adam smiled. “First timer.” 
 
    “You chose a bad one.” The man waved his hand around the room. “We’d better get our usual country club meeting space back for our next meeting. Forsythe must be steaming that it wasn’t available. Some roof leak or whatever. There goes my chance to get in a game of golf tomorrow morning.” 
 
    Adam mumbled a “Hmm.” 
 
    “I should have stayed at home watching Antiques Roadshow. These meetings are deadly dull.” 
 
    Adam took a stab in the dark. “Think he’ll mention that Revere bowl heist?” 
 
    The other man’s eyebrows almost launched into the stratosphere, and his voice lowered to
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