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      I could’ve told you there were old family secrets buried at Tybryd. I just wouldn’t have known I meant it literally.

      The thing with skeletons is, they never stay buried forever. One way or another, they always find their way to the surface. The ghost of Edith Cotswold Baird was an especially restless one, reaching out from beyond her unmarked, unknown grave to cause another murder, more than a century after her own. I’m sure that wasn’t her intention—or maybe it was, who knows—but that’s how it happened.

      I was not, obviously, murdered in the course of dealing with the whole Edith carriwitchet, which was nice for me. Mine was just one of the many lives she wreaked her special brand of havoc on. No, that’s not fair: of course the real havoc-wreaker was her killer.

      On the January day that brought the modern wave of said havoc, I was less than two months into my perfect new job, running the dog daycare at the Tybryd hotel and resort. The daycare had been my idea; calling it Tailbryd had been my boyfriend (and boss) Percy’s. I’m sure we can all agree Tailbryd is a hideous name. The worst of all worlds, really, cutesy without being cute. But I’d been happy to go along if it meant Percy would go along with the rest. Besides, it made him smile, which meant I got the dimples. There was always value in the dimples.

      My pitch, delivered the summer before, had been simple: Tybryd had always been officially dog friendly, but in practice, guests rarely brought their dogs with them. A lot of them might have loved having their furry friends along on hikes and other outdoor activities, but they did not love leaving those friends alone in strange hotel rooms while they did things like eat fine meals and get spa treatments—things people did tend to do when vacationing at a luxury resort.

      And speaking of spa treatments, Tybryd had zero amenities for dogs. So why not build a kennel, I said, not for boarding them overnight (although we would definitely have evening hours), but for keeping them for a few hours here and there? We could even add a grooming salon, so little Zoe and Max could have their nails done while their owners did the same.

      Percy and his sister Elaine, who ran their famous family estate together, had both loved the idea. He tacked on his little mashup of tails and Tybryd, because Percy Baird had never met a dad joke he didn’t love, and we were off and running. By Halloween I’d officially left my job in the Events office and had new business cards printed up: Minerva Biggs, Director of Canine Services. By Thanksgiving I was presiding over a freshly renovated, state-of-the-art canine resort at the site of one of Tybryd’s original stables.

      Which was where I was that morning, foolishly thinking Mrs. Horan and her obnoxious terrier mix Jellypie were going to be the lowlight of that day. I remember we had a hard frost the night before, because I was worried the ground might be too cold for the tree guy to do his thing. It wasn’t, but I didn’t know a lot about tree removal. All I knew was that the prior weekend’s storm had brought a big old tree down on the fence of Yard C, and we weren’t going to be able to use that yard until the tree guy got the tree out of there, which for reasons beyond my ken involved some amount of digging.

      The fact that Yard C was indisposed was a source of some anxiety to Mrs. Horan. “But you’ve still got the space to separate them into playgroups, right?” she asked me, her small, deep-set eyes regarding my dog Plantagenet with suspicion. “I don’t want my sweet little Jellypie thrown in with that pit bull.”

      I distinctly heard a snicker from Ned Phelps. He was the one who’d called me (and therefore Plant) out of the office to speak with Mrs. Horan, after she’d declared him too young and therefore not senior enough to receive her instructions as to the exact temperature at which Jellypie’s lunch must be served. Or, it seemed, to explain to her that the existence of a Yard C implied the coexistence of a Yard A and a Yard B.

      He made a hasty retreat, apparently because trying to smother his laugh wasn’t working out. The hallway door, which usually did a good job of keeping barks and other noises out of the lobby, hadn’t closed all the way before I heard him burst out laughing for real.

      Ned knew how people calling Plant a pit bull set me off. At a hundred pounds, Plant was much too big for a pit, and as far as I recalled, I’d never seen a black pit, either. But people did tend to make assumptions about any dog with a square head. Not that it would have been a bad thing if he were a pit bull anyway, but I wasn’t enjoying Mrs. Horan’s company so much that I relished the idea of sharing a can of worms with her.

      “He’s not a pit bull.” I tried not to sound short about it, but between her comment hitting my pet peeve (pun intended) and her sickly floral perfume giving me a headache, it wasn’t easy. “But as I think Ned was explaining, we assign the dogs to groups by energy level, play style, and size. Being that granular about it is the reason we have three yards, even though we rarely have enough dogs at any given time to use them all.”

      “What group is Jellypie going to be in?” she wanted to know. “Are there any dachshunds in it? Jellypie does not like dachshunds.”

      This information failed to shock me. In my admittedly brief acquaintance with Jellypie, I hadn’t known her to like much of anybody. She’d already yapped at Plant so many times I’d had to move him out of her line of sight. “I don’t believe there are any dachshunds in today, but if we find she’s not comfortable with other dogs, she’ll get some solo playtime with one of our staff instead.”

      “She’s fine with other dogs,” Mrs. Horan said, despite having just warned me to keep her dog away from every dachshund on the planet. “She hasn’t got a mean bone in her body. But it’s probably best if she just has one-on-one time anyway.” She hugged Jellypie closer and made smooching noises over her head. “She prefers to be the center of attention, don’t you, Jelly-Welly-Bear?”

      Also not a surprise. “Solo dogs do incur a higher hourly rate.”

      I was expecting an argument, but Mrs. Horan waved that away. “Nothing is too expensive for my Jellykins.”

      Despite the recent drastic increase in my exposure to other people’s dogs, I continued to be amazed by the vazey things they called them. But as Percy was fond of pointing out, I wasn’t exactly qualified to judge, considering I had an animal I called Plant.

      Mrs. Horan had exhausted her extensive list of requirements, and I was about to take possession of Jelly-Welly-Bear at last, when Ned came rushing back to the front desk. I could tell by his face—even paler than usual, putting his many freckles in sharp relief—that something was very wrong.

      He didn’t really say anything. Just sort of squeaked something that might have involved the phrase need a word.

      My heart started to pound. Outside of laughing at ridiculous people and their spoiled dogs, Ned was pretty unflappable. Whatever it was, it had to be bad.

      I excused myself from Mrs. Horan and called for somebody else to take Jellypie to her kennel instead, then pulled Ned into my small office. When I say small, I mean small—my desk and Plant’s bed took up most of it. But it had the benefit of a door, which I now made use of to shut out the sound of Mrs. Horan beginning her list of instructions again, this time to poor Taren Miller. Plant, indifferent to both the close quarters and my anxiety, pushed past Ned to curl up on the bed.

      “What happened?” I asked. “It’s not Bailey is it, because I told⁠—”

      “It’s not Bailey,” said Ned. “It’s … the tree guy, Mike?”

      I frowned. “Tell me he did not cut the fiber cable or something. Is the internet down?”

      “Uh …” Ned swallowed. “Nooooo. But I think this is worse.”

      “Out with it, then.”

      “He found bones.”

      “Sorry, did you just say bones?” Probably justifiably, considering my surroundings and my new occupation, my mind immediately went to dogs and that cliché about them burying bones. I was completely bewildered.

      Then I realized what he must mean. “Like, human bones?”

      “Like a dead body,” Ned said.

      Well, thank goodness for that. When I’d first seen him looking so blanched and terrified, I was afraid a dog had died.
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      Percy and I leaned against the fence of Yard C, assuring Officer Roark McGinty that we hadn’t killed anybody and buried their body near the old stable lately. Or earlier than lately, I guessed, if the body was already down to just bones.

      I doubted Roark actually needed much assurance on that front; he was friendly with both of us. But we had to give some sort of statement, considering Tybryd was Percy’s property and Tailbryd was my responsibility. And since we still had no idea what was going on, We didn’t do it was pretty much all we had.

      We’d been out there at least an hour. Ruby Walker, the chief of Bryd Hollow’s police department, and the county medical examiner were partially hidden behind the remains of the fallen oak that had started all this mess. Roark was tasked with managing the crowd, which now consisted of only Percy and me. Ned and Taren had long since gone back inside to tend to the dogs. Plant, thoroughly disgruntled after being told several times that he was not needed to inspect the bones himself, had gone with them in a huff.

      I didn’t blame any of them. The temperature wasn’t so bad, but the wind was cutting right through my coat. Percy caught me shivering and pulled me closer, my back against his broad chest, so he could wrap his arms around me.

      “Minerva could probably wait inside, couldn’t she?” he asked Roark.

      I snorted before Roark could answer. “Good luck with that. I need to know what’s going on just as much as you do.”

      “Yeah,” said Percy, “but I’m so much tougher than you are.”

      I gave his foot a little stomp, not hard enough to hurt or anything, just hard enough so he’d know he wasn’t funny. He was warm though, I’d give him that. And he smelled awfully good.

      Ruby finally came to talk to us, and maybe I was imagining things, but I thought her sigh sounded almost … bored. Maybe there wasn’t much of a case here for her, after all. Maybe the tree guy had been mistaken, and they’d actually been animal bones. A girl could hope.

      “All right,” she said, then pursed her lips. Ruby Walker specialized in neon-bright glasses that stood out sharply against her warm brown skin, the better to draw your eye when she lowered them to glare disapprovingly from over the top. This season she’d swapped out her usual teal for a brilliant lime, but the effect was still the same as she settled that stern look on Percy, as if to express her disappointment that he’d interrupted her day by having ground with bones in it. “Here’s the summary. Your tree service found the skeleton of a female—I don’t have an age on her yet, you’ll have to wait on that—who was buried quite some time ago.”

      “What does ‘quite some time’ mean?” asked Roark. He sounded mildly annoyed, like he too was beginning to suspect that he’d been standing out in the cold for no good reason.

      “The ME needs more time to examine the remains,” said Ruby, “but she thinks this woman probably died a century ago. The condition of the skull suggests blunt force trauma to the head. So either she was murdered or she had a nasty accident. Most likely Door Number One, considering there’s no casket or any of the other things we associate with a formal burial. I don’t think there was ever a family plot here at Tybryd anyway, was there?”

      She’d directed the question to Percy, but I answered for him. Of the two of us, I was more familiar with the estate’s—and his family’s—history than he was. “No, the only family plot is at St. Asaph’s.”

      Ruby held up an evidence bag. “She did have some things on her, though. Minerva, you might as well look at these too, they’re probably more your department than Percy’s.”

      She didn’t bother putting on gloves before pulling three objects out of the bag. I supposed there wasn’t going to be much processing of this evidence. I didn’t know whether it was possible for fingerprints to survive after so long in the ground, but even if there were any, there hadn’t exactly been fingerprint databases to match them against a hundred years ago.

      Besides, whoever had killed our mystery woman would be long dead themselves. Would there even be an investigation, once they confirmed the skeleton’s age for sure? Or would she be without justice forever? Haunting Tybryd, probably, now that her bones had been disturbed. Well, she could just get in line and wait her turn. There were plenty of restless spirits here already, if the ghost tour was to be believed. The resort had been the Baird family’s private residence until the 1950s, and some of them had led eventful—and maybe a tad bit murderous—lives.

      The first thing Ruby showed us was a medallion on a chain, both of them silver and too tarnished to see very well. I thought the medallion might have some sort of animal on it. It struck me as a little on the big side for a piece of women’s jewelry, but the second thing, a plain gold wedding band, looked appropriately sized for a woman’s finger.

      The final item was a gold pocket watch, definitely expensive back then, and much more so now that it was an antique. And definitely a man’s.

      “You’re sure this was a woman?” I asked.

      “The ME is positive,” Ruby said.

      “Huh.” I looked again at the watch and the medallion.

      “I always wondered how they could tell,” said Percy. Since he’d never expressed any interest in the gender identification of skeletons before, I assumed it was his polite way of expressing the same skepticism I was.

      “There are a few ways,” Roark offered. “Pelvis, skull. There are anatomical differences even in bones. And she’ll have taken some measurements.”

      All right, then. I supposed we could trust that the professional medical examiner was better at this than we were. So why had this woman been wearing men’s accessories when she died?

      Ruby opened the watch and held it out between me and Percy. “You can take it. We’ve cleaned it off, and you can see the engraving there.”

      Percy took it and leaned toward me so I could look at the same time. I was hoping for some long, sentimental message that would give us some clues, but there were only three letters: RRB.

      RRB. Why did that seem familiar? I assumed they were initials. And given where we were standing, the B must be for Baird. I scanned my mental image of the Baird family tree.

      Oh. Right. But that can’t …

      Odsbodikins.

      “You said a century, right?” I asked Ruby. I waited for her nod before turning to Percy. “Have you called your mother yet?”

      “No.”

      “Call her.”

      Mrs. B was the keeper of family lore, mostly passed down from her mother-in-law, who’d probably gotten it from her mother-in-law. If I married Percy, that task would fall to me as the history person of the next generation. (I had a degree in it, and once taught high-school history.) Not that we were talking marriage yet, other than the occasional vague reference to the future. We’d been together ten months, give or take, and were now in that slightly awkward phase where the words boyfriend and girlfriend don’t quite cut it, but you’re not engaged either.

      I was sure we were heading in that direction. And I was sure he felt the same way. Mostly sure. Usually. But marriage was a big change, and marrying into Old Money was an even bigger one. I was perfectly fine with letting things unfold in their own time. Mostly fine. Usually.

      Anyway, that lore task already had fallen to me, in some ways; I’d recently taken on the gargantuan project of scanning and cataloging all the old Baird family photos. But I was going to need Mrs. B’s superior expertise for this.

      Percy took out his phone and started tapping at it, texting rather than calling. “Okay, but in the meanwhile you might as well tell us what’s up. I know that look in your eye, and I imagine Ruby’s seen it a time or two herself.”

      Ruby snorted. “The look like she’s about to start telling me how to do my job, you mean?”

      He looked up at her. “Is it your job, if this turns out to be as old as you think? Would you really investigate?”

      She waggled her hand. “Not very hard, I can tell you that. And I wouldn’t be waiting with bated breath on any lab results, either. Nobody’s got the staff or the time to spend on a case that’s a hundred years old.”

      “Well then, there you go.” Percy grinned at me. He was in a pretty good mood, I noticed, now that the dead person on his property turned out not to have been murdered on his watch. Not that I blamed him, considering Tybryd was his livelihood. And pretty much his whole world, unless you wanted to count me and Plant. Who were pretty much part of Tybryd at this point anyway. “It can be Minerva’s job.”

      I voiced no agreement, but I didn’t argue the point, either. Where Ruby’s interest ended, mine began. Century-old skeletons were exactly my thing. As for the murder part, Percy usually discouraged my investigative tendencies, but I guessed he figured it had to be safe if the murderer was definitely dead.

      “So what does the engraving mean to you?” he asked.

      “They’re Roderick Baird’s initials,” I said. “He was Roderick Robert Baird.”

      I’d expected Ruby’s blank look, but I shook my head at Percy, who obviously didn’t recognize the name any more than she did. This was one of his relatives we were talking about, if a distant one. And it wasn’t like the guy didn’t have a claim to family fame. “He died on the Titanic, Percy, jeez.”

      This didn’t seem to carry quite the same weight with him as it did with me. “Then it’s probably not his,” he said with a shrug. “You’d think his watch would be at the bottom of the North Atlantic.”

      “At least you know where the ship sank.”

      “I saw the movie.”

      Ruby took the watch from him, and dropped it back into the bag with the medallion and the ring. “I’m going to take this stuff for now, but I doubt I’ll keep it long. I can’t use it for much.”

      She gestured back at Yard C and the turned earth beyond. “Same with this. We took some soil samples, in case anyone wants them, but other than that I’m not calling this a crime scene or anything. You’re free to finish your tree work and get back to normal.”

      Percy ran his hand through his dark hair, and blew out a slow sigh of relief. But I wondered what kind of “normal” I was expected to find, when I’d just been delivered some twentieth-century bones and a mysterious connection to the Titanic. The bones would’ve captured my attention either way, but truth be told, I was a bit of a Titanic nerd. I was honest with myself: I wasn’t going to be sparing any excess thought for Jellypie anytime soon.

      We said our goodbyes to Ruby, and Percy put his arm around me to warm me up as we walked inside. “You heard the woman,” he said. “For once, you’ve got a murder all to yourself.”

      And I did, for a little while. Until the second murder, anyway.
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      “Oh, that is definitely Roddy Baird’s watch!”

      Mrs. B—everybody called Bessie Baird Mrs. B, even, on occasion, her children— always spoke in exclamations and italics. But this was a bold statement even for her, considering she hadn’t even seen the watch.

      I was kicking myself for not asking Ruby if I could take a couple of pictures before she took Skeleton Lady’s things away. She’d probably have smacked me upside the head if I asked such a question about a modern-day murder, but she didn’t seem too concerned about the sanctity of this particular evidence. She also seemed to think she’d be returning the items to the Bairds fairly quickly; I would make sure I got some pictures then, but in the meanwhile, Mrs. B was flying blind.

      Plant and I were having dinner with Percy and Mrs. B at Baird House. It was a little more weird that Percy lived with his mother now that he was the only sibling left in the house, but it was a lot less weird than you’d think your thirty-one-year-old boyfriend living with his mom would be. It was different when your mom’s house was a historic mansion (originally built for a Baird dowager who was, by reputation, actually not the sort of relative you wanted living a mile away). And it was family tradition for the children to stay until they had a family of their own. The house would be passed on to one of them upon their marriage, and the cycle would begin again.

      Usually it was one of the older siblings who got it, but none of them wanted it. That left Percy holding the bag, even though he was the youngest. Or holding the mansion. Which wasn’t such a terrible thing to hold. Will the last one leaving Baird House please take the keys.

      When Percy got married, Mrs. B would probably move out before the wedding cake was served. But until then, she was still the mistress of the manor, commanding the head of the table and our full attention. “That’s Roddy’s watch,” she said again, “and that’s his wife Edith’s skeleton.”

      “You sound pretty sure,” I said.

      “Of course I’m sure! The story is legend! It was a very big deal, especially since it ended here at Tybryd. I’m surprised neither of you has ever heard about it, honestly.”

      Percy pointed at his mother. “That would be your fault. Who would we have heard it from, if not you?”

      “I don’t know, Minerva just always seems to”—Mrs. B waved her fork in my direction—“know things.”

      “I know Roderick went down on the Titanic,” I said, “although apparently his watch did not. And I know he was Alistair’s nephew, his oldest brother’s son. And that’s about all I know.” Alistair Baird was the founder of Tybryd and the Baird dynasty as I—and America—knew it. His brother’s branch of the family were still Bairds, obviously, and wealthy in their own right, but I imagined as far as Roderick’s contemporaries were concerned, he wasn’t really one of them.

      Mrs. B gestured at me with her empty wine glass before reaching for the bottle. “No, his watch did not go down with him. We already knew that.”

      Percy cocked his head at her. “We did?”

      “We did.” She gave herself a pretty generous pour. Maybe we were in for a long story. Or maybe she was just excited to tell it. She really was deeply into the family history; it was the main thing she and I had bonded over.

      Either way, I was more than game. Dante—the Bairds’ personal chef—had made fried chicken, so as far as I was concerned, I had nothing but time. I took another thigh from the platter and sat back to wait for Mrs. B to enlighten us.

      “Roddy was a youngish man,” she said, “maybe thirty, and off gallivanting around Europe. Then one day, out of the blue, his family gets a telegram. It says he’s married an Englishwoman he met in Italy, and that her name is Edith Cotswold. And that’s all it says. Because, you know, it’s a telegram.”

      “They could send telegrams across the ocean?” Percy looked at me for confirmation. I settled for a simple nod rather than delivering a treatise on trans-Atlantic telegraph cables, which I thought showed admirable restraint.

      “I know the next part,” I said. “Titanic has been sort of a morbid hobby of mine. Roderick and Edith were sailing home when the disaster struck. He asked the crew if he could get on the lifeboat with her, because she was pregnant.”

      “Was she really pregnant?” Percy asked. “Or was he just saying that because it worked for JJ Astor?”

      “It didn’t work for JJ Astor. He died.” I passed a tiny bite of chicken to Plant, who was resting his chin on my knee, patiently awaiting his share. I knew a lot of people were horrified by feeding dogs from the table, but as none of those people were at that particular table, their opinions didn’t really count. “And it didn’t work for Roderick either. They told him no men were being loaded onto the boats until all the women and children were. So he died, and Edith made it home.”

      “But you’re missing the crucial part!” said Mrs. B. “Well, crucial for our purposes today. It was while they were saying goodbye on deck, just before she got into the lifeboat and never saw him again, that he gave her his watch. As a token of his love, and to bring back to his family, so they would know his dying wish was that they take care of her and the Baird baby she was carrying.”

      She sighed as she took another sip of wine. “So romantic. They say she always carried it with her, from that day forward. The way I heard it was that she carried it for luck, but that can’t be right, can it? It wasn’t exactly lucky for Roddy, was it?”

      “Was it lucky for her, is the question.” Percy pushed his now empty plate away from him and leaned forward on crossed forearms. “Did the family honor his wish, and take care of her and the baby?”

      “Yes, they did,” said Mrs. B.

      “Not very well, apparently,” I said. “Assuming that was her we found today.”

      Mrs. B raised her glass in acknowledgment of the point. “You’re right, and it definitely was her. Not only because the watch was buried with her, but because Edith was here for the midsummer party in 1913. She brought Roddy’s little son with her. He wasn’t even a year old.” She smacked her hand against the table. “And Edith disappeared from that party.”

      The dramatic ending to Mrs. B’s tale—or what I mistook for the ending—had its intended effect on me. I stared at her. “That might be part of the family legend, but I guess they hushed it up pretty well from the public. I’ve never seen it written anywhere or anything.”

      “‘The Midsummer Party of 1913?” Percy laughed. “You make it sound like it was a famous thing. Like the War of 1812.”

      I shook my head. “Not a famous thing, a regular one. Before the annual ball, there was the annual midsummer party. One of those week-long house party type things rich people used to do. Mostly in Newport, but Alistair and Emily liked to be special.”

      Percy drummed his fingers against the table, eyeing me with what I hoped was feigned suspicion. “I can’t decide whether it’s endearing that you know this much about my family, or if I should get a restraining order. It’s a little creepy, if you want the truth.”

      “I don’t know about it because of you. I know about it because Emily took photographs.” I gave Mrs. B a pointed look. “This is on you, you know, for raising him to think he’s the center of everything.”

      She patted her son’s shoulder. “Well, he should be.”

      “Okay, so Edith comes to this famous regular house party and then just”—Percy made a poof motion with his hands—“disappears? They never found out what happened to her?”

      “They thought they knew what happened to her,” said Mrs. B. “Nobody thought she died. If you’d asked me for this story a week ago, I would have told you what I was told: that she had an affair, stole some jewelry, and ran away.”

      “Hold on, stole some jewelry?” I asked.

      Mrs. B nodded. “Several of Emily’s pieces, and a few of the guests’, went missing at the same time. And Edith was seen with a man. A couple of times that week, skulking around at
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