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  The Font Is a Crime

  
  




Agnes Pemberton, her silver hair a carefully orchestrated cloud around her head, leaned conspiratorially across the polished veneer of the recreation room’s card table. Her voice, usually a theatrical whisper capable of being heard in the next county, was now pitched at a level of hushed urgency that practically vibrated the dentures of anyone within a ten-foot radius.

“They’ve opened it,” she breathed, her eyes wide with a mixture of scandal and delight. “Grounds for Suspicion. Two blocks away. Can you imagine the audacity?”

Violet Hartwell, attempting to lose herself in the intricate patterns of a crossword puzzle, merely grunted. “Opened what, Agnes? Another artisanal pickle boutique? The Manor has enough fermented cabbage to last us through the next Ice Age.”

Agnes huffed, a sound like a deflating soufflé. “No, Violet, a coffee establishment! And I’ve already done my reconnaissance. The Manor Murmur exclusive is practically writing itself.” She tapped her pen meaningfully against her Moleskine notebook. 

“Headline: ‘New Mocha Menace Threatens Manor’s Morning Melodies.’ Or perhaps, ‘Espresso Emergency: A Brewing Conspiracy?’ I’m leaning towards the latter, it has more… intrigue.”

Violet sighed, dropping her pen. “Agnes, darling, the only conspiracy brewing in this establishment is how many sugar packets Frank can pilfer from the dining hall without Nurse Bradley noticing.”

Frank Morrison, who had just rolled his souped-up mobility scooter, ‘The Interceptor,’ to a halt beside them, pulled his lucky fishing hat lower over his eyes. “HEARD MY NAME, VIOLET? AND FOR THE RECORD, IT’S NOT PILFERING IF IT’S FOR A GOOD CAUSE. THOSE PACKETS ARE VITAL FOR MY EMERGENCY SUGAR RUSH KIT.” He patted a small, surprisingly sturdy tackle box strapped to the back of his scooter. “NEVER KNOW WHEN YOU’LL NEED A QUICK JOLT OF ENERGY TO OUTRUN A ROGUE BINGO CALLER.”

“Speaking of jolt,” Agnes interjected, her eyes glinting. “Frank, dear, you simply must come with me to Grounds for Suspicion. I heard they have… excellent scones.”

Frank’s head snapped up. His hearing aids, which he famously tuned out for anything less compelling than a fishing report or a potential dessert offering, were clearly on full blast. “SCONES? YOU DON’T SAY! PROPER CLOTTED CREAM SCONES? NOT THOSE DRY, CRUMBLY ABOMINATIONS SOME PLACES TRY TO PASS OFF AS ‘RUSTIC’?”

“The freshest, dearest,” Agnes purred, sensing a bite on the line. “Made with real butter, I’m told. And a variety of jams. Raspberry, apricot, even a persimmon preserve, if you’re feeling adventurous.”

Frank’s eyes, usually twinkling with mischief, now held a deep, almost spiritual reverence. “PERSIMMON, YOU SAY? VIOLET, WE’RE GOING. RIGHT NOW. MY SCONE-SENSE IS TINGLING.”

Violet stared at him, then at Agnes, who was now beaming triumphantly. “Frank, I have a crossword puzzle. It’s a cryptic one. These things require focus.”

“NONSENSE, VIOLET,” Frank countered, already revving The Interceptor’s engine with a low, comforting hum. “A SHARP MIND LIKE YOURS NEEDS STIMULATION, NOT… WORDPLAY. BESIDES, I NEED A SECOND OPINION ON THESE SCONES. YOU’VE ALWAYS HAD A DISCERNING PALATE, EVEN IF YOU DO COMPLAIN ABOUT EVERYTHING ELSE.”

Violet bristled. “I do not complain about everything. I merely offer constructive criticism where it is due. Which, in this Manor, is quite often.” She glanced at her vintage leather purse, her “investigation kit,” resting on the table. Magnifying glass, notebook, emergency cookies. It felt wrong to leave it behind, even for scones. Frank, however, was already halfway out the door, the scent of potential pastry leading him like a bloodhound.

“COME ON, VIOLET! DON’T WANT TO MISS THE MORNING RUSH! BEST SCONES GO FIRST!” he hollered, his voice echoing slightly off the polished floors.

With a long-suffering sigh, Violet grabbed her purse and followed, muttering, “I swear, one of these days, his scone-sense is going to lead him right into a criminal enterprise. And then I’ll be the one cleaning up the clotted cream.”

The two-block journey to Grounds for Suspicion was, as expected, an adventure. Frank, despite his age, navigated The Interceptor with the reckless abandon of a teenager on a joyride, narrowly avoiding a startled poodle and a particularly aggressive sprinkler head. Violet, clinging to the backrest, gritted her teeth.

“Frank, must you drive like a man pursued by a pack of rabid squirrels?” she demanded, her voice slightly winded.

“JUST KEEPING THINGS LIVELY, VIOLET! THE INTERCEPTOR NEEDS TO STRETCH ITS LEGS, YOU KNOW. CAN’T LET IT GET RUSTY. BESIDES,” he winked, “WE’RE ON A MISSION. A SCONE MISSION. SPEED IS OF THE ESSENCE.”

As they approached their destination, Grounds for Suspicion revealed itself. It was housed in what appeared to be a meticulously renovated fire station, all exposed brick and large, arched windows. Violet, however, wasn’t looking at the architecture. She was looking at the outdoor menu board.

And then she saw it.

The font.

It was a crime against typography. A bastardization of Helvetica and something vaguely resembling a child’s scrawling attempt at calligraphy, all rendered in a shade of sickly avocado green.

Violet stopped dead in her tracks, a gasp escaping her lips. Frank, oblivious, nearly ran her over.

“VIOLET, WHAT’S THE HOLDUP? THE SCONES ARE CALLING!”

“The font, Frank!” Violet exclaimed, pointing a trembling finger at the offending script. “Look at it! It’s an abomination! It’s… it’s a visual assault! Who approved this? Did they conduct a focus group of visually impaired squirrels? It’s completely illegible!”

A young woman, clutching a yoga mat and a tiny dog in a designer carrier, paused on the sidewalk, clearly trying to pretend she hadn’t heard the impassioned outburst from the elderly woman in the impeccably tailored twin set.

Violet, however, was on a roll. “Do you see this, young lady?” she addressed the startled pedestrian. “This ‘Lemon Poppy Seed Muffin’ is written in a typeface that makes my eyes water! And ‘Artisan Avocado Toast’? The only thing artisanal about that font is how artistically it manages to be unreadable! It’s a fundamental failure of communication! First rule of a menu: make it legible! This, this is sheer insolence!”

The young woman mumbled something about being late for hot yoga and scurried away. Frank, meanwhile, had dismounted The Interceptor and was peering at the menu with a squint.

“LOOKS FINE TO ME, VIOLET,” he said cheerfully. “BIT SWIRLY, MAYBE. BUT I CAN MAKE OUT ‘SCONES.’ THAT’S THE IMPORTANT PART.”

“That’s because your eyes have been desensitized by decades of reading blurry fishing lures catalogs!” Violet retorted, still fuming. “This is a public service announcement, Frank! This font should be illegal! It’s a clear violation of basic aesthetic principles and, I daresay, a breach of public trust! I wouldn’t be surprised if the scones were made with imitation butter just to complete the whole charade!”

Frank, wisely, decided not to engage further on the topic of typography. “WELL, YOU CAN TELL THEM THAT INSIDE, VIOLET. I’M GOING IN FOR SCONE RECONNAISSANCE.” He pushed open the heavy glass door, a little bell tinkling merrily above.

Violet took a deep, fortifying breath and followed him, her internal monologue already drafting a strongly worded letter to the establishment’s management, possibly co-signed by a consortium of enraged graphic designers.

Inside, Grounds for Suspicion was… exactly what Violet had feared. Reclaimed wood, everywhere. On the walls, the counter, the tables. It smelled faintly of artisanal coffee beans and, disturbingly, fresh pine. A ring light, the size of a small hula hoop, stood sentinel in a corner, illuminating a meticulously arranged display of ceramic mugs and tiny, succulent plants. The air hummed with a curated playlist of what Violet could only describe as “whispering folk music that makes you want to lie down and contemplate your life choices.”

And then, the chalkboard.

It was a masterpiece of contrived complexity.

“Look at this, Frank,” Violet whispered, aghast. “They don’t even have ‘coffee’ on the menu. They have ‘single-origin pour-overs,’ ‘nitro cold brew,’ ‘matcha lattes’… and what in the name of all that is holy is a ‘flat white’?”

Frank, who had already bee-lined for the pastry display, merely waved a hand. “SOUNDS LIKE SOME FANCY FOREIGN THING, VIOLET. PROBABLY JUST COFFEE WITHOUT THE FRILLS. LIKE A… SENSIBLE COFFEE.”

Violet clutched her purse. “Sensible coffee? Frank, that’s an oxymoron. Coffee is meant to be a straightforward transaction: hot, black, and capable of kick-starting a comatose elephant. This ‘flat white’ sounds like a marketing ploy. A way to charge five dollars for a cup of lukewarm milk with a hint of existential dread.”

A young man with an impossibly neat beard and a tattoo of a coffee bean on his forearm approached them, a beatific smile on his face. “Welcome to Grounds for Suspicion! What can I get for you, folks?”

His name tag read ‘Marco.’

Frank, already pointing at the scones, beamed. “MORNING! HEARD YOU HAVE THE BEST SCONES IN TOWN. I’LL TAKE TWO OF THOSE RASPBERRY ONES, PLEASE. AND WHAT ABOUT YOUR PERSIMMON? IS IT… AUTHENTIC?”

Marco’s smile widened. “Absolutely, sir! Our persimmon preserve is made in-house, seasonally, from locally sourced fruit. You have excellent taste.” His gaze then fell upon Frank’s head. “And I love your hat, sir! Is that… a fishing hat? The flies are incredible!”

Frank, ever proud of his headwear, removed the hat and offered it for inspection. “WHY THANK YOU! CAUGHT A REAL BEAUTY WITH THIS BABY BACK IN ’88. BIGGEST BASS THE COUNTY’S EVER SEEN. SHE’S MY LUCKY HAT, THIS ONE. SEEN MORE ADVENTURES THAN MOST PEOPLE’S RETIREMENT PLANS.”

Marco, genuinely charmed, chuckled. “I can tell! It’s got character. I’m Marco, by the way.” He extended a hand.

“FRANK. FRANK MORRISON,” Frank boomed, shaking it enthusiastically. “AND THIS HERE’S VIOLET. SHE’S… DISCERNING.”

Marco turned to Violet, his smile unwavering. “And what can I get for you, Violet? Perhaps a… flat white?” He paused, as if offering a rare delicacy.

Violet narrowed her eyes. “A flat white,” she repeated, tasting the words like a bitter pill. “So, it’s a coffee. But flat. Does that mean it lacks ambition? Is it a coffee that has given up on life? I prefer my beverages with a bit more… verticality. A cappuccino, for instance, has aspirations. It has foam. It has purpose. A flat white sounds like a coffee that’s quietly contemplating its inevitable demise.”

Marco maintained his composure. “A flat white, Violet, is an espresso-based drink with a thin layer of microfoam, allowing the espresso to be the star. It’s about the purity of the coffee flavor.”

“Purity of flavor,” Violet scoffed. “Or perhaps a convenient excuse for not bothering to froth the milk properly. No, thank you, Marco. I will have a regular, un-flat, un-philosophical black coffee. And please, make sure it’s hot. Not ‘purely flavored’ lukewarm.”

Frank, meanwhile, was already happily munching on a raspberry scone. “VIOLET, THESE ARE DIVINE! YOU ABSOLUTELY HAVE TO TRY ONE. THE BUTTER, THE JAM… PURE BLISS!”

Violet begrudgingly ordered her black coffee and watched as Marco, with practiced grace, prepared their drinks. Her gaze then drifted to the corner of the cafe where the ring light glowed. Underneath it, a woman with perfectly coiffed blonde hair and a smile that seemed permanently affixed was artfully arranging a small bowl of what looked like brightly colored, organic berries. She was holding a phone on a stick, occasionally offering a saccharine commentary to it.

“And here we have my super-sustainably-sourced, antioxidant-rich berry bowl, perfect for kickstarting my intentional morning routine!” the woman chirped, her voice just loud enough to carry over the quiet folk music. “Remember, nourish your body, nourish your soul!”

Violet snorted. “An ‘intentional morning routine.’ In my day, a morning routine involved coffee, toast, and the frantic search for matching socks.”

“THAT’S CRESSIDA WEATHERLY,” Frank whispered, his mouth full of scone. “AGNES WAS TELLING ME ABOUT HER. SHE’S SOME KIND OF SOCIAL MEDIA… INFLUENCER. LIVES IN ONE OF THOSE FANCY NEW CONDOS DOWNTOWN. ALWAYS FILMING HERSELF DOING SOMETHING ‘MINDFUL’.”

Violet watched Cressida Weatherly take a delicate, performative bite of a blueberry, her eyes flitting from the phone screen to the cafe around her. There was a subtle tension in her shoulders, a flicker of something calculating behind the warmth of her smile. She was projecting an image of serene bliss, but her eyes, Violet noticed, were suspiciously watchful. They darted, constantly assessing, not quite connecting with anything, but missing nothing.

“An influencer, you say,” Violet mused, taking her black coffee from Marco. It was, mercifully, hot. “So, she influences people… to eat berries in public with a camera glued to her face? The vocational landscape has certainly changed.”

She took a sip of her coffee. It was strong, black, and thankfully not flat. She peered over the rim of the mug at Cressida Weatherly, who was now expertly posing with a yoga stretch, her phone balanced precariously on a stack of reclaimed wood books. The woman moved with an almost unnerving grace, every action seeming perfectly choreographed for the unseen audience of her followers.

“She’s quite dedicated to her craft,” Marco offered, wiping down the counter. “Always here first thing, rain or shine.”

“Dedicated, or… perpetually performing?” Violet murmured, more to herself than to Marco. There was something unsettling in the sheer artifice of it all. The perfect lighting, the carefully chosen props, the practiced smiles. It spoke of a meticulous control, a desire to curate every single detail.

Violet Hartwell had spent decades as a high school principal, a profession that taught her to spot a faker, a schemer, or a student trying to sneak a forbidden snack in class from fifty paces. Cressida Weatherly, with her performative ease and suspiciously watchful eyes, pinged Violet’s internal “something is amiss” radar with the intensity of a fire alarm.

Frank, oblivious to Violet’s growing unease, was already on his second scone. “YOU KNOW, VIOLET, THESE SCONES ARE SO GOOD, THEY ALMOST MAKE UP FOR THAT… THAT AVOCADO TOAST FONT.”

Violet took another sip of her coffee, her gaze still fixed on Cressida Weatherly. “Almost, Frank. Almost. But no amount of ‘locally sourced persimmon preserve’ can truly atone for such a grievous typographic error.” She paused, then added, “However, I do find myself wondering what kind of ‘intentional morning routine’ requires such vigilance. And why, pray tell, would someone so committed to serenity seem so… on edge?”

The curated playlist played on, the gentle strumming of a ukulele filling the reclaimed space. 

The scent of artisanal coffee and fresh pine mingled. 

Frank munched happily on his scone. 

But Violet, former principal and accidental detective, had a new, less palatable flavor in her mouth: the distinct tang of suspicion. 

The font was a crime, yes, but something else, something far more intriguing, was brewing at Grounds for Suspicion. 

And Violet Hartwell, despite herself, felt the familiar itch of a mystery beginning to unfurl. 

She might have come for the scones, but she suspected she’d stumbled upon something far more… peculiar.
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The scent of artisanal coffee, pine, and Frank’s increasingly frequent scone deliveries had, much to Violet’s chagrin, become a surprisingly persistent fixture in their week. After their initial foray into Grounds for Suspicion, a place Violet still privately referred to as ‘The Font of All Evils,’ the dam had well and truly broken.

It began subtly enough. Frank, emboldened by Marco’s genuine admiration for his fishing hat, declared an immediate need for “FURTHER SCONE-BASED INVESTIGATION.” He claimed the persimmon preserve, while excellent, required a follow-up tasting to ensure consistency. Violet, still reeling from the typographic assault, had initially refused.

“Frank, I have a life. A quite demanding one, in fact. My Eleanor Roosevelt biography isn’t going to read itself, and Mr. Henderson’s prize-winning petunias are looking suspiciously malnourished. I suspect foul play, possibly involving Mrs. Higgins’s overzealous use of weed killer.”

“NONSENSE, VIOLET! A GOOD INVESTIGATOR DIVERSIFIES HER CASES! BESIDES, MARCO NEEDS MY WISDOM. HE’S A FINE YOUNG MAN, BUT HE’S GOT THAT LOOK IN HIS EYE, LIKE HE THINKS KRAFT SINGLES ARE A DELICACY. I’M THERE FOR MENTORSHIP. AND SCONES.”

Agnes, meanwhile, had already packed her notebook. “Violet, darling, you simply must. This cafe is a veritable goldmine of human behavior. The Murmur is practically writing itself. I’ve already noticed three distinct patterns of patron interaction within the first hour. And the way that young woman, Cressida Weatherly, poses with her oat milk latte? It’s a sociological study in itself.”

Violet sighed. “An oat milk latte. Honestly, the things people do to avoid a perfectly good cow.”

And so, they returned. Frank, ostensibly for Marco and the scones. Agnes, with her Moleskine open, already charting the “neighborhood gossip ecosystem,” her theatrical whispers echoing slightly too loudly off the reclaimed wood. Violet, she insisted, was merely supervising. Someone had to keep Frank from trading fishing stories for free refills, and Agnes from inadvertently publishing a libelous account of Mrs. Henderson’s ill-advised perm.

Their second visit that week saw Dolores Martinez join the expedition. She’d been intrigued by Agnes’s breathless account of the cafe’s décor. “Reclaimed wood, you say? Darling, I once consulted on the interior design of a café in Vegas that shall remain nameless. They tried reclaimed wood. I told them, ‘Honey, if it ain’t gilded, it ain’t glamour.’ But what do I know? I only designed the VIP lounge for a certain Elvis impersonator who preferred his coffee served in a solid gold chalice.”

Nurse Bradley had been roped into driving. The Manor’s shuttle bus, a vehicle usually reserved for doctor’s appointments and occasional trips to the discount department store, now found itself making unscheduled detours down Elm Street.

“Is this really necessary, Violet?” Bradley asked, his voice a low grumble as he navigated a particularly tight turn. “I’m supposed to be inventorying the linen closet. We’re running dangerously low on extra-absorbent towels.”

“Bradley, dear, the pursuit of knowledge is never unnecessary,” Violet replied, adopting her most professorial tone. “And frankly, I worry about Frank’s cholesterol. Someone needs to monitor his scone intake. Consider it a medical reconnaissance mission.”

Frank, from the back, piped up, “DON’T WORRY, BRADLEY! THESE ARE HEALTHY SCONES! ORGANIC, LOCALLY SOURCED, PROBABLY FULL OF ANTIOXIDANTS! MARCO TOLD ME THEY USE SOME KIND OF SUPERFOOD FLOUR!”

Bradley just sighed, pulling up to the curb. He parked the shuttle, the Manor’s logo — a stately oak tree – looking rather out of place against the trendy backdrop of Grounds for Suspicion. He entered the cafe with them, clutching his tablet.

“I suppose I should at least try something,” he mumbled, eyeing the menu board with vague suspicion. “What’s a… ‘cold brew?’ Is it just cold coffee? Why would anyone want cold coffee?”

Violet, already at the counter, pointed. “Bradley, if you must venture into these uncharted beverage waters, perhaps consider a ‘flat white.’ Apparently, it’s coffee that has given up on its dreams.”

“I’ll try the oat milk latte,” Bradley announced, surprising even himself. “Just… for science. To see if it lives up to the hype.”

Marco, beaming, prepared it. Bradley took a tentative sip. His eyes widened. He took another. A slow, thoughtful hum escaped him. “Huh,” he murmured. “It’s… creamy. And… nutty. Not bad, actually.”

This was the beginning of Bradley’s complex relationship with oat milk. Over the next few visits, he would oscillate between disdain (“It’s just glorified plant juice!”) and reluctant admiration (“Okay, but the way they steam it is rather impressive”). He even started asking Marco about the different brands of oat milk. Violet observed this with a quiet, amused horror.

Dolores, meanwhile, had found her niche. She spent her time critically appraising the exposed brickwork, running a manicured finger along the reclaimed wood counter. “The grout work is sloppy, darling. Absolutely sloppy. And this lighting? Too industrial. Needs more sconces. Not the edible kind, mind you, but the elegant, wall-mounted ones that cast a flattering glow. In Vegas, we knew how to light a room. We made everyone look like a million bucks, even if they only had two dimes to rub together.” She then launched into an anecdote about a particularly demanding high roller who insisted on bespoke mood lighting for his morning espresso.

Agnes, ignoring Dolores’s interior design critiques, was deep into her intelligence gathering. She had identified the “Power Lunch Pair,” a duo of sharply dressed women who whispered intensely over avocado toast; the “Silent Stoic,” a man who nursed a single black coffee for hours while reading a weighty tome; and “Cressida Weatherly,” the influencer, who had become a permanent fixture in the corner, her ring light a beacon to all who sought perfectly lit, performative wellness.

“She’s quite the enigma, that Cressida,” Agnes whispered to Violet, her voice barely audible over the gentle strumming of the cafe’s playlist. “Always smiling, always filming. But I’ve noticed her eyes. They’re like little cameras, Violet. Always scanning, always recording. Not just for her ‘content,’ I suspect.” Agnes tapped her notebook. “I’ve already got two pages dedicated to her ‘intentional morning routine’ observations. She changes her berry bowl configuration daily. It’s highly suspicious.”

Violet, nursing her straightforward black coffee – still hot, still un-flat – watched Cressida strike a new, impossibly flexible yoga pose while simultaneously sipping her oat milk latte. “Suspiciously well-coordinated, perhaps,” Violet mused. “But I can’t imagine what she’s hoping to achieve, other than perhaps contorting her spine into a permanent pretzel.”

It was on their third visit that week that they finally got a proper look at Sienna Alcott, the owner. Until then, she’d been a fleeting presence: a blur of efficient movement behind the counter, a distant figure conferring with staff, a voice giving instructions. But today, a minor crisis brought her to the forefront.

A new barista, a young woman with neon pink hair and a slightly bewildered expression, had accidentally poured a full pitcher of frothy milk all over the “locally sourced, artisanal, hand-crafted, limited edition, gluten-free, vegan” pastry display. The incident was met with a stunned silence from the patrons, followed by a collective gasp as the pink-haired barista looked on the verge of tears.

That’s when Sienna appeared.

She moved with a quiet, almost predatory grace. Mid-thirties, with sharp, intelligent eyes and a sleek, modern bob that seemed incapable of being out of place. Her plain black apron, usually a casual uniform, looked almost like a uniform of command.

“Is everything alright here, Maya?” Sienna asked, her voice calm, even. But there was an underlying tension, a subtle tremor in the air around her.

Maya, the pink-haired barista, wrung her hands. “I’m so sorry, Sienna! I just… I slipped! The oat milk just… went everywhere!”

Sienna surveyed the milky, pastry-strewn disaster. A flicker of something — frustration? controlled rage? — crossed her face, so swiftly it was almost imperceptible. Violet, however, caught it. It was gone in an instant, replaced by a professional, reassuring smile.

“It’s alright, Maya. Accidents happen. Let’s get this cleaned up. Marco, could you handle the orders for a moment? Maya, grab a cloth. We’ll salvage what we can.”

Her tone was perfectly composed, her actions efficient. She immediately began directing the cleanup, her movements precise. But Violet noticed the way her jaw was just a fraction too tight, the way her eyes, though smiling, seemed to miss nothing, assessing the damage, the staff, and even the reaction of the customers. There was a drive there, an intensity that pulsed beneath the surface of professional warmth, like a barely contained current. She was tightly wound, indeed.

“She’s good,” Dolores murmured, watching Sienna. “That’s the exact kind of calm you need when a high rollers’ blackjack table goes south. Cool under pressure. Too cool, perhaps. Makes you wonder what’s boiling underneath.”

“She’s definitely











	The Power Lunch Pair: “Agnes suspects they are plotting something, possibly a hostile takeover of the local HOA, or perhaps just a particularly aggressive book club. Always order the ‘Artisan Avocado Toast’ and whisper intensely. One has an unusual penchant for wearing a single, oversized emerald earring.”

	The Silent Stoic: “Reads only Russian literature. Possibly a spy, or just very dedicated to Dostoevsky. Never smiles. Drinks black coffee. A creature of habit. A good alibi, or a perfect cover? Always arrives at 7:15 AM precisely.”

	Cressida Weatherly, The Wellness Influencer: “Constantly performing. Every action choreographed. Suspiciously watchful. Claims to eat only ‘mindfully sourced’ kale, but I once saw her eye Frank’s scone with a longing that bordered on criminal. Needs further observation regarding her ‘intentional morning routine’ and its true purpose. Her ring light has a peculiar flicker on Tuesdays.”

	The Whispering Librarian: “Always at the same table, always with a stack of historical fiction. Whispers to herself. Agnes suspects she’s narrating her own life story. Possible witness to anything. Or just eccentric. Has a habit of subtly re-shelving books on the cafe’s ‘community bookshelf’ according to the Dewey Decimal System.”

	The Retired Accountant with a Penchant for Puzzles: “Always doing crosswords, but never finishes them. Agnes wonders if he’s leaving coded messages. Or just has a short attention span. His penmanship on the half-finished puzzles is remarkably precise, almost calligraphic.”
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