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      Velma filled an inflatable palm tree using a hand pump and arranged it in the middle of a wooden sandbox, which Anna had set up by the front window in the dining room of her ice cream shop, Bella’s Dream.

      “I can’t believe how many people purchased tickets,” Anna said. “We are sold to capacity. One more person and we’d be violating fire code.”

      “Wherever did you come up with the idea for a tropical beach ice cream party in the middle of February?” Velma asked.

      “I thought Seagull Cove could use an event to help beat the winter blues and bring some business into the shop. February is such a slow month for a seaside ice cream shop.”

      “I think it’s going to be a smashing success,” Velma said. “We should make it an annual event.”

      Anna and Velma laughed out loud when Olivia, Jack, and Ethan - Anna’s three high school employees - arrived dressed in the spirit of the evening. Jack sported blue and white swim trunks and a blue t-shirt under his long winter coat, and was carrying a red floatie, which he promptly put around his waist.

      Ethan pulled back his coat to reveal his lime green and white Bermuda shorts, explaining that he found them in the back of one of his father’s bureau drawers, beneath some other ‘old man’ clothes.

      Olivia wore a bright sundress over a long-sleeved t-shirt and yoga pants with a red plastic Hawaiian lei around her neck.

      “You kids look fantastic,” Velma said.

      Along with Velma, Kathy and Mary were already helping Anna to set up the shop. It was all hands on deck for tonight’s party.

      Anna pulled her employees together for an impromptu staff meeting. “I have plenty of tropical flavored ice cream, especially mango. We’ll need some of you to work behind the counter, a couple to collect tickets, and the rest can mill about and keep the dining room clean. I included all the ice cream you can eat in the price of the ticket, so I expect that the counter will be busy.” Anna winked at Jack. “We’ll let Jack focus on becoming famous with his band.”

      “My friends should be here any minute to set up. Thanks for giving us a chance to perform tonight. We’ve been rehearsing all week.” Anna had hired Jack’s friends, who had formed a garage band, to play beach-themed music.

      “This is going to be so much fun,” Olivia said. “I can’t wait for everyone to arrive.”

      Jack scanned the shop. “The store looks awesome. And thanks for turning up the heat. It makes it a lot easier to wear shorts in February.”

      In addition to the sandbox and inflatable palm tree by the window, bright folding beach chairs were scattered among some of the regular chairs, and each table had a few pairs of sunglasses that people could use to get into the spirit. Velma had found miniature paper umbrellas, which were meant for cocktails, to stick in the ice cream for added festivity.

      “It looks like we’re ready for customers,” Anna said.

      Soon after, Jack’s friends arrived to set up, and Olivia led them over to their designated spot.

      “Judging from the way Olivia blushed when the band arrived, I’d say she has a crush on one of them,” Velma whispered in Anna’s ear.

      Anna smiled as they watched the teens interact. “Ah, young love. I wonder which one she likes.”

      “Let’s go find out,” Velma said, pulling Anna to the stage area with a mischievous smile.

      “Anna, I’d like you to meet Aiden, Rob, and Owen,” Olivia said.

      The three boys politely shook Anna’s hand. “Thanks for letting us perform,” Aiden said. “We won’t let you down.”

      “You boys are going to be great,” Velma said.

      “I wish Caroline could be here,” Aiden said to Olivia.

      “She felt badly that she couldn’t come, but she already had plans with her aunt and cousins.” Olivia tapped her pocket. “But I promised I’d record a few songs and text them to her.”

      Aiden smiled broadly. “Thanks, Olivia.”

      Olivia’s eyes met Rob’s, and she looked down and blushed.

      “We’ll let you get to it,” Anna said. “People will be arriving in fifteen minutes.”

      “We’ll be ready,” Jack said.

      “I guess we know which boy Olivia is crushing on,” Anna whispered after they walked away.

      “Definitely Rob.”

      Anna was so wrapped up in setting up the shop that she almost missed a phone call from an old friend from graduate school, Mary Beth. The two had studied counseling together back in the day.

      She pulled her phone from her pocket. “Mary Beth! Are you and your friend coming tonight?”

      “I hope so,” Mary Beth said. “But I’m not sure that I would call her a friend, exactly. She started off as a patient, but I am taking her under my wing until her situation resolves itself. You’ll understand more when you meet her. I’d really love to come so the two of you can talk, but it will depend on how Heather is feeling.”

      “Fingers crossed,” Anna said.

      Guests began to arrive right at 6:00. Ethan and Olivia worked the front door, since they were best dressed for the occasion. They set up the ticket collection table a little off to the side, so they wouldn’t be in the direct path of the wintery cold air as people entered the shop.

      Joe Wiggins, wearing khaki shorts and flip flops, was one of the first to arrive, and his mood was as bright as his yellow shirt. After he had chatted with the staff and a few guests, he headed straight to the ice cream counter. “I’ll have two scoops of the mango ice cream,” Anna heard him say as she welcomed guests.

      A half hour later, there was still no sign of Mary Beth and her mysterious friend, but Anna was thrilled when three of her besties in town, Sonja, Ruthie, and Rosie, arrived.

      Jeremy Russo came in right behind them. “Are you ready for our meeting with Sid Crenshaw on Monday?” he whispered when Anna went over to greet him.

      Last month, Anna had finally been reunited with her Irish twin sister, Bella, who staged her own death five-and-a-half years ago. After nearly a year of searching, and with the help of Jeremy and Joe, they learned that Bella had witnessed a crime. She saw what she believed to be a man dumping the body of a young nurse, Rebecca Crenshaw. The killer had terrified Bella by stalking her and threatening to kill her and her loved ones if she went to the police. To escape her stalker and protect her family, Bella faked her death and relocated to Camden, Maine. Jeremy, who was a reporter at the Seagull Cove Chronicle, arranged a meeting for the three of them to speak with Rebecca’s father, Sid Crenshaw. That meeting was scheduled for Monday, only four days away.

      “I’m anxious to get this investigation underway,” Anna said. “The sooner Rebecca Crenshaw’s killer is behind bars, the sooner Bella can come home. But I have to admit, I’m equally excited to see Bella again at Camden Manor in two weeks.”

      Anna turned around after feeling a tug on her arm. It was Jack, who was taking a mango ice cream break between sets, standing next to a short, stocky man with a receding grey hairline. “Principal Ingersoll wanted to meet you,” Jack said.

      “Please, call me Larry.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Anna said.

      “A few members of the staff from the high school are here tonight.” Larry pointed to a woman wearing blue jeans and a baby blue sweatshirt that said ‘Hampton Beach.’ “That’s Gayle Thompson. She teaches history. And over there is Melissa Potter, our newest math teacher. And Beverly Nordstrom, who teaches ninth and tenth grade English, is standing next to Gayle.” The two were deep in a conversation that included a few animated hand gestures, and Gayle was shaking her head and rolling her eyes.

      “They came to support the band,” Jack said proudly.

      “Olivia, Ethan, and the boys in the band have been talking up this party at school for the past few weeks, so we wanted to come out to show our support. What a great event to get people out of their house this time of year,” Larry said.

      “I’m so happy you came,” Anna said.

      Anna started walking over to thank the teachers for coming, but the conversation still seemed intense, so she changed course and went to compliment the band on their stellar performance. “Be sure to get some ice cream before you start playing again,” Anna said to the boys.

      Olivia popped over and smiled at Rob. She gestured for them to follow her. “Come on. I’ll get your orders.”

      While Anna watched them make their way to the ice cream counter, the front door opened. It was Mary Beth. Another woman hesitantly entered behind Mary Beth. Anna studied her for a moment. Her gold highlighted hair fell just above her shoulders, and her large brown eyes reticently scanned the room. When Mary Beth spotted Anna, she put a hand on the woman’s shoulders and gently guided her in Anna’s direction.

      “It’s wonderful to see you,” Anna said, giving her old friend a warm hug.

      “You, as well. I’d like you to meet Heather.”

      Anna extended her hand. The woman seemed fragile as she smiled and politely shook Anna’s hand.

      “Anna and I went to graduate school together,” Mary Beth said. “Anna and her sister had a private counseling practice in Boston for many years. Since we happened to be in the area, I thought it might be nice for the two of you to chat.”

      “This party will be over at 8:00,” Anna said. “We’ll be able to talk privately then.”

      Anna looked into Heather’s vacant eyes as the woman forced a skeptical smile. “Thank you. I know you haven’t seen each other in a long time. I think I’ll get some ice cream and give the two of you a chance to catch up.”

      Before Anna or Mary Beth could respond, Heather was on her way to the ice cream counter.

      “Do you want to fill me in on the situation, or would you prefer to let Heather do that?” Anna asked.

      “It’s a story that will require your full attention, and you have your hands full right now. Why don’t we fill you in after the party? Besides, I want to make sure Heather doesn’t get too overwhelmed.”

      “Okay. Things look to be winding down here, anyway. I have my entire staff here, so cleanup will be a snap. Then we’ll have the rest of the evening to talk.”

      Anna rejoined her customers in the dining room. The band had come up for one last song and the crowd was cheering them on, especially those who came from the high school.

      When the band finished their final song, Anna thanked everyone for coming.

      “Should we make this party an annual event?” she asked the crowd.

      Her guests responded with enthusiastic applause.

      “It’s settled then. I’ll see you all next year, at the Second Annual Tropical Beach Ice Cream Party.”

      After the guests trickled out, Anna and her staff made quick work of cleaning up the shop. As she deflated the palm tree, Anna spotted Casper sitting on the empty sidewalk and peering into the store. “That’s Casper,” Anna explained to Mary Beth and Heather. “He’s a feral cat who belongs to everyone in town and to nobody in particular at the same time. He’s probably looking for his nightly snack. With all the excitement, I forgot to give it to him tonight.”

      She opened the front door and beckoned him inside, but he didn’t move. Anna shrugged her shoulders. “You can sulk all you want, but it’s your loss, little guy.”

      Before Anna closed the door, Heather darted out and bent down to give the cat a little love. He purred and let her scratch his head. When she came back inside, he dashed away.

      “Casper likes you,” Anna said. “Maybe he was just looking for a little attention.” It was the first genuine smile she had seen on Heather’s face all night.

      After her employees left, Anna brewed some coffee, and the three women sat at a table in the middle of the dining room.

      “Mary Beth didn’t tell me anything about why she thought it would be a good idea for us to talk,” Anna said to Heather. “She just mentioned that you had been through something traumatic. How are you doing?”

      Heather shrugged her shoulders. “I guess I’m doing okay, considering I have no idea who I am.”
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      Anna looked at Heather in stunned silence. “Did you just say that you don’t know who you are?”

      “That’s right. I’m going by the name Heather, because people have to call me something, but I have absolutely no idea who I am or what my real name is.”

      Anna took another long hard look at Heather. Her eyes were soulful as she searched Anna’s face for an answer that Anna didn’t possess. She had seen that sort of thing happening to people in movies, but in all her years of counseling, she had never actually met anyone with amnesia. Anna wondered if Heather’s searching expression was because of her memory issue, or if that was her regular demeanor. “Tell me what happened.”

      “Unfortunately, my story won’t take long to tell. A few days ago, I was in a pretty bad car accident. The police tell me I was driving through the town of Sand Dune Shores on Cape Cod, but I don’t remember that. The first thing I remember is waking up in a hospital, unable to recall anything. I stayed in the hospital for a few days so the doctors and counselors could observe me, but they released me this morning. Except for a few scrapes and bruises and a mild concussion, I wasn’t physically injured in the car accident. The only problem is that not a single memory has returned.”

      “We decided to call her Heather, because there was a painting of some Heather flowers along a wooden boardwalk on the beach in the hallway outside her hospital room. She loved it so much that one of the nurses switched it with the painting inside her room so she could admire it all day.”

      “One of the nurses suggested that they call me Heather for now. It seemed like as good a name as any, so I agreed.”

      “You look healthy,” Anna said.

      “I’m a little tired, and at first I would become easily overwhelmed when people asked me too many questions, but they told me that was from the concussion. It seems to be getting better.”

      “Heather was very lucky,” Mary Beth said. “She was in a very serious car accident. The man driving the car she was in wasn’t so lucky. His name was John Seewald. He was dead by the time the paramedics arrived.”

      “And you don’t remember anything about John, either?” Anna asked.

      “Nothing. The police showed me a picture of him, but I have no idea who he was.”

      “You must have been carrying some sort of ID,” Anna said.

      “Nope. That’s what’s so strange. I had a wallet with some cash, but no license, credit cards, or anything else that could identify me.” Heather’s shoulders tensed.

      “What about the driver? You know his name, so he must have been carrying identification.”

      “John had a license,” Mary Beth said. “The police were able to find his sister in Des Moines and notify her of her brother’s death. She said that she and her brother were raised in Iowa and they both currently lived there. He was fifty-two, so I’m guessing he was about ten years older than Heather.”

      “John’s sister had no idea who I was,” Heather said.

      Mary Beth opened her mouth to say something, but she suddenly stopped.

      “You might as well tell her,” Heather said.

      “John Seewald had a criminal record. He had recently been released from prison after serving a sentence for armed robbery.”

      Heather took an anxious breath. “What would I be doing with a man who just got out of prison? I’m so afraid that I have some sort of shady past. You have no idea how terrifying it is to not have any idea who you are.”

      “I’m affiliated with the hospital where Heather was admitted, so that’s how I became involved. I have a conference in Boston this weekend, so I offered to take Heather to get a second opinion at Boston Community Hospital. I figured it couldn’t hurt and it would give her something to do, since there was no reason not to release her from the hospital. I don’t feel like she should be alone right now while she figures out what to do next.”

      “Of course not,” Anna said.

      “I’m not holding out much hope that the doctors will be able to help me tomorrow. But as Mary Beth said, it’s a chance for me to regroup and figure out my next move. I’ll go back to the Cape with Mary Beth on Monday, but I’m staying at an inn in town while she is at the conference. The way I figure it, if I had been on Cape Cod, there had to be a reason. You don’t exactly pass through the Cape on your way to somewhere else. And it couldn’t have been a vacation. If it were, I’m sure I’d have some sort of identification.”

      Anna tuned out the sound of sirens approaching in the distance, so she could give Heather her complete attention. “I wonder if this John Seewald person could have kidnapped you. That would explain your lack of ID.” It seemed unlikely, but Anna couldn’t think of a good reason she would be with an ex-convict and not carrying any identification… unless she was running from the law.

      Heather shrugged her shoulders. “Who knows? John Seewald did have a reservation at an inn in Sand Dune Shores. It was for two separate rooms, but both reservations were under his name. I’m assuming that’s where we were headed.”

      Two police cars and an EMT truck sped past Bella’s Dream and headed north on Main Street. Anna glanced out the window, but she was too engrossed in Heather’s story to get up and take a closer look.

      “I think a few days at the inn will do Heather some good,” Mary Beth said. “We’re both staying there tonight and driving into Boston early tomorrow morning for Heather’s doctor’s appointment. Then, I’ll be staying in Boston for my conference. I’ll swing by Seagull Cove to pick her up when the conference is over on Sunday night. I told my pastor about Heather, and he took up a collection at the church to help her. He collected enough for a few nights at the inn, to buy some clothes, and to provide a little pocket money. I thought a few days here would be a good reprieve for her. And who knows? Maybe her memory will return in the next few days. Or at least some of it.”

      Anna did her best to imagine what Heather must be feeling, but she simply couldn’t.

      “Everyone has been so generous to me,” Heather said. “I hope I can repay them some day.”

      “I’ve never seen a situation like Heather’s,” Mary Beth said. “I’ve heard it can happen in rare instances, but I’ve never actually met anyone who completely lost their memory.”

      “The doctors say that in most cases, the patient’s memory returns. But it’s possible that it may never come back,” Heather said.

      A loud knock on one of the windows startled the three women.

      “Anna, are you still here? It’s me.” Velma was craning her neck to see inside the store.

      Anna hopped up and opened the door. Velma rushed inside.

      “I saw the light on. What are you still doing here?”

      “I’m just catching up with some friends,” Anna said. “Did you meet Mary Beth and Heather at the party?”

      Velma shook her head. “I don’t think so. I’m Velma. Anna, didn’t you hear the sirens? I thought you’d already be up the street checking things out by now.”

      “I heard them, but we were busy talking. What’s going on?”

      “I’m not sure, exactly. I met a friend for a late dinner across the street after the party. As we were leaving, a man came in and said that someone found a dead body up the street. It looks like a crowd is gathering now.”

      “Did they say who died?” Anna asked.

      Velma shook her head. “I was heading up there to see what was going on when I saw the light on inside Bella’s Dream. I saw Joe head in that direction, too.”

      Anna was about to ask if Mary Beth and Heather wanted to go and see what had happened, but they already had their coats on. Anna grabbed hers, and the four of them headed up Main Street.

      Anna spotted Joe amidst the large crowd that was gathering. “What’s going on?” she asked him.

      “I just saw Charlie. Apparently, there’s been a murder, and the victim was at your party.”

      “Who is it?” Anna asked.

      “One of the teachers from Seagull Cove High. Her name was Beverly Nordstrom.”
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      “Beverly Nordstrom? She came to my tropical beach party with the principal and two other teachers,” Anna said.

      “I remember,” Heather said. “Mary Beth and I were standing next to that group for a little while. I rolled my eyes, because they were making a lot of snarky comments toward one another.”

      Anna had almost forgotten that Mary Beth and Heather were standing beside her. She pointed to Larry. “That’s the principal, Larry Ingersoll, talking with Detective Charlie Doyle.”

      “And there’s Melissa Potter, standing off to the side. She looks like she just saw a ghost,” Velma said. “I don’t see Gayle.”

      “I’m going to have a chat with Melissa,” Anna said.

      Velma’s cellphone rang, and she pulled it from her pocket. “It’s Richie. He’s probably wondering why I’m not home from dinner yet. I’d like to stay, but I should get going. Fill me in tomorrow on what Melissa says.”

      Velma dashed off, and Anna headed toward Melissa. Mary Beth and Heather followed closely behind her.

      “Hi, Melissa. How are you doing?” Anna asked.

      Melissa studied Anna as if trying to place her, until a look of recognition came across her face. “Better than Bev, that’s for sure.”

      “What are you still doing in the area? The party ended almost an hour ago. Come to think of it, why is everyone who came to the party from the high school still here?”

      “A few of us decided to grab a drink after the party,” Melissa said.

      “Did Beverly go with you?” Heather asked. Heather appeared engrossed in the scene and seemed to have received a shot of energy from the whole thing.

      “She did. Larry invited us to the Sand Dollar Grille. We just left a few minutes ago.”

      “Did you all leave together?” Anna asked.

      “No. Bev was the first to leave the restaurant and the rest of us left shortly after. I spoke with Larry a couple of minutes ago. He was the last to leave the restaurant, because he stayed back to pay for the round of drinks. As he was leaving, he saw the commotion and came over.”

      Charlie finished speaking with Larry and approached Anna. “Hi, Anna. Did you happen to see anything?”

      “Mary Beth, Heather, and I were sitting in my shop talking, so I wasn’t paying attention to what was happening outside. But the victim was at my tropical beach party tonight.”

      “In that case, I may have some questions for you, but I probably won’t get to it until tomorrow. By the way, I’m sorry we couldn’t make it to the party. Patti and I wanted to take the kids, but Patti and half the kids have the flu, so I stayed home to take care of them.”

      “There’ll be another one next year,” Anna said. “What happened to Beverly? I heard she was murdered.”

      “She was stabbed in the stomach.”

      Mary Beth and Heather winced.

      “Who found the body?” Anna asked.

      “A passerby was leaving one of the restaurants on Main Street when he heard a commotion and the sound of someone running away. He went in the direction of the noise. When he arrived, Beverly was on the ground. He called 9-1-1, but by the time help arrived, she was gone.”

      “How awful,” Anna said. “I should be at Bella’s Dream all day tomorrow if you need to talk to me. Good luck with the investigation.”

      “I can’t believe that someone at your party was murdered tonight,” Mary Beth said.

      “Our Anna has a way of finding herself in the middle of trouble.”

      Anna turned around and found Joe Wiggins wearing a sarcastic smile.

      “I hope you’re not getting involved in this one, too,” Joe said. “But it seems I’ve said those words a million times, and you always seem to find yourself smack dab in the middle.”

      Heather’s eyes widened. “What does he mean?”

      One of the police officers on the scene motioned for Joe to join him. “Anna will have to explain. I’ve gotta go.”

      Anna told Heather and Mary Beth about her sleuthing experiences since moving to Seagull Cove.

      “That’s amazing,” Heather said. “What’s the first thing you do when you get involved in a case like this?”

      Anna and Mary Beth chuckled at Heather’s newfound enthusiasm.

      “I just take it one step at a time,” Anna said. “If there’s a compelling reason for me to get involved, I usually begin by talking to anyone I know who has a connection with the victim. In this case, it would be the rest of the Seagull Cove High School staff, since they were at the party. I try to find out who had motive, means, and opportunity. The next move depends on what I learn.”

      “I had no idea you were an amateur sleuth,” Mary Beth said. “Who would have guessed when we were studying for our state license that you would be solving murders one day?”

      “Certainly not me. It wasn’t exactly a hobby I was looking for, but it started at the grand opening of my ice cream shop last May, when the musical entertainment was murdered behind my shop. But that’s a story for another day.”

      Heather pointed to Larry Ingersoll. “Look. He’s standing by himself. Don’t you want to talk to him?”

      Before Anna could answer, Heather was rushing toward Larry. Anna and Mary Beth looked at one another, then followed her.

      “I should be discouraging this interest, but I haven’t seen you so excited about anything since we met,” Mary Beth said as they caught up with Heather.

      “Hi, Larry,” Anna said. “I’m so sorry to hear what happened.”

      “It’s hard to believe just over an hour ago we were all enjoying ourselves at your party. It’s amazing how quickly a tragedy can happen.”

      “We heard that the staff went out for a drink after leaving the party,” Anna said.

      But Larry’s attention seemed to be everywhere but on them.

      Anna repeated her comment.

      “I’m sorry, what? Oh, yes, we went to the Sand Dollar Grille for a drink. If you’ll excuse me, I have a lot of things to do. We’re going to need to close the school tomorrow, and I’ll need to prepare a press statement to deliver right after the police make theirs. Please excuse me,” he said.

      “Of course,” Anna said.

      “I guess we chose the wrong person to start with. Larry has a busy night ahead of him,” Anna said.

      Heather scanned the area. “What about her?” she asked, pointing to Gayle Thompson, one of the other teachers. “I think I heard that she was a history teacher.”

      “Where did she come from?” Anna asked. “I didn’t see her when we first arrived.”

      “She was talking with him,” Heather said, pointing to Jeremy, who was mingling in the crowd. “Come on.”

      The three women walked over to Gayle, who looked as if she was about to leave.

      “Hello,” Anna said.

      “Oh, hi, Anna.” Gayle shook her head. “It’s hard to believe that such a pleasant night could turn sour so quickly.”

      “We heard you and the others went out after the party. Do you have any idea what happened after Beverly left?” Anna asked.

      “I wish I knew. We all had a nice time together, and there was no indication that anything like this was going to happen.”

      “Was Beverly well liked at the high school?” Anna asked.

      Gayle smirked. “She was respected. But liked? That depends on whether you got in her way.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Put it this way. She was what I like to call a climber. She’s had her eye on the vice principal position that just opened ever since she was hired five years ago.”

      “I suppose there’s nothing wrong with that,” Anna said. “Unless her tactics to get there made her some enemies along the way.”

      “Bev wasn’t exactly a team player. And she made it clear that she wasn’t at the school to make friends.”

      “What do you mean?” Anna asked.

      “If she learned anything about anybody, you could bet she would go straight to Larry. It was her way of getting in good with him so that he’d recommend her for the job. And it worked, too. Nobody knows why, but for some reason he listened to her. That’s probably the only reason she came tonight. She was probably looking for dirt on her colleagues. Just ask Melissa and Frankie.”

      “Melissa Potter?” Anna asked.

      Gayle nodded.

      “Who’s Frankie?” Heather asked.

      “Frankie Ames. He’s head of the math department, and he and Melissa have been dating for months.”

      “If he’s head of the math department, that means he’s Melissa’s boss,” Anna said.

      “Exactly. Not only is it discouraged for teachers to date, but there is a policy against a teacher dating his or her direct supervisor. Larry seems to be the only one who doesn’t realize that Melissa and Frankie are dating.”

      “None of the other teachers have complained?” Heather asked.

      “There’s only one other teacher in the math department, and she doesn’t seem to care.”

      “And Beverly was going to turn them in to Larry?” Heather asked.

      Gayle nodded. “Since the search committee was just formed for the vice principal position, she was planning to talk to Larry about it tomorrow after school. I happen to know that Melissa and Frankie begged her not to, but she refused. They were so upset. I’m surprised that Melissa even came to the party tonight. And I was especially surprised that she came out with us after.”

      “Is that what you guys were talking about at the beginning of the party?” Anna asked. “You looked as if you were engrossed in an intense conversation.”

      “As soon as Jack took Larry over to meet you, the topic came up. Melissa asked Bev once again not to tell Larry.”

      “What did she say?” Heather asked.

      “She got on her high horse and started talking about how they knew the school’s policy. But I’ll tell you something interesting. I could have sworn I saw Frankie walking on the other side of the street after I left the restaurant. His hood was pulled over his head, but I know his green down coat and his stride. He was heading away from the area where Beverly’s body was found.”

      Larry and Melissa stood a short distance away, just outside the crime scene tape. He motioned for Gayle to join him and Melissa. “I’d better go. Larry needs me.”

      “Wow,” Heather said. “I wonder if Frankie came to town to kill Beverly. Melissa could have informed him that they were going out for a drink, and he could have been waiting to kill her.”

      “Gayle did say that she thought she saw Frankie. Another possibility is that Melissa went with the others for drinks, despite not wanting to be around Beverly, because she was planning to kill her.”

      “Or they could have been in it together,” Heather said. “I wonder who else has a motive.” Heather did her best to suppress a yawn.

      “It’s well after 9:00,” Anna said to Mary Beth and Heather. “You’ve had a long day, including your drive from Cape Cod. You should get back to the inn.”

      “I think that’s a good idea,” Mary Beth said. “It’s good to see Heather so energized, but she was just released from the hospital this morning.”

      “I suppose you’re right. My doctor’s appointment is early tomorrow morning. I’m glad I’m staying through the weekend, though. I just have to know what happened to Beverly. Could I help you with this investigation while I’m here? I really need something to focus on besides stressing myself out trying to remember who I am.”

      Anna looked at Mary Beth, who shrugged.

      “I’m not sure how involved I’ll get, but I’m up for a little sleuthing this weekend. Sure, why not? It never hurts to have a sidekick, and you certainly are observant.”

      “Just promise me you won’t overdo it,” Mary Beth said. “Don’t forget, all the doctors agree that it’s important for you to get good rest and nutrition if you want your memory to come back faster.”

      “But they also said not to put pressure on myself to remember who I am. As long as I’m just sitting around and wondering about it, I’ll be anxious. If I have something else to focus on, it might help.”

      “Heather makes a good point,” Anna said. “I’ll take good care of her while you’re at your conference this weekend.”

      Mary Beth smiled. “All right, then. At least you will be in the hands of a professional. I suppose that’s a good way for you to transition into this new normal. Even if it is only temporarily a new normal,” Mary Beth said.

      “It’s settled then,” Anna said, putting her arm around Heather. “I’ll introduce you to the world of amateur sleuthing this weekend. And who knows. Maybe you’ll discover something about yourself in the process.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Anna watched the local news while she ate breakfast on Friday morning. Beverly Nordstrom’s death was the lead story, but they weren’t reporting anything that Anna didn’t already know from the night before.

      A news ticker ran across the bottom of the screen: Seagull Cove English teacher found murdered. Stay tuned for a press conference at 8:00.

      A few minutes later, the station cut to another camera where Charlie was stepping to the microphone. Again, he didn’t say anything that Anna didn’t already know, but he put out a call to anyone who might have information that could lead to an arrest.

      After Charlie’s statement, Larry Ingersoll announced that the school would be closed for the day so that the community could mourn the loss of their beloved teacher. Counselors and other staff would be available in the auditorium if students or anyone else affected by the tragedy wished to talk. The administration was setting up an area in front of the school where members of the community could offer flowers, notes, and other tributes to Beverly Nordstrom.

      When the press conference ended, Anna clicked off the TV and tidied up her cottage. Then she brought her laptop to the couch and did an internet search for ‘amnesia.’

      Most of the articles she found were related to amnesia that was connected to drugs, dementia, or psychological trauma where the patient represses certain memories. Only after much searching did she find anything on a rare type that sounded like what Heather was experiencing. But it wasn’t very helpful, since it was rare and not much was known about it.

      She reread the article about amnesia resulting from psychological trauma. Rather than her amnesia coming from the car accident, could Heather have experienced some type of psychological trauma just before the accident that caused her to forget everything? Only time would tell. Hopefully.

      When Anna grew tired of doing research, she walked to Bella’s Dream, wondering how Heather was faring at Boston Community Hospital.

      Velma and Kathy were about to open the shop by the time Anna arrived. They peppered her with questions about what she had learned the night before, and she told them everything she knew so far.

      “Apparently, Beverly rubbed her coworkers the wrong way in her attempt to become vice principal,” Anna said.

      “And if she treated her coworkers badly, who knows how many other enemies she made outside of work,” Velma said.

      “That’s a good point. It sounds like the police have their work cut out for them,” Kathy said.

      “Beverly only moved to town five years ago, so I don’t know her from when my children were in school,” Velma said. “But I talked to my friend, Rosemary, who works in the lunchroom at the high school. She said that everyone knew Beverly was determined to get that job. Rosemary overheard a conversation about it between two teachers when they were monitoring the lunchroom. They basically said that Beverly was making an aggressive bid for that job and that the only reason she probably chose to come to Seagull Cove five years ago was because the current vice principal, Mrs. Cook, was close to retirement.”

      “One of the teachers told us that the hiring process was just about to begin,” Anna said.

      “It looks like someone didn’t want her to get that position,” Kathy observed.

      Last night’s murder seemed to be all any of the customers talked about. “There’s always gossip when there’s a murder in town, but not to this degree,” Anna said after she returned from wiping tables in the dining room.

      “What goes on at the high school affects a lot of people,” Velma said. “Most people in town either attended school there themselves, or have children or grandchildren who do. This one hits close to home for many members of the community.”

      Just after Anna had lunch, Jack, Olivia, and Ethan came into Bella’s Dream looking far less festive than they had the night before in their tropical garb.

      Anna and Velma both gave a comforting hug to the teenagers while Kathy served a customer.

      “You three look like you could use a pick-me-up. Can I get you an ice cream on the house?” Anna asked.

      “Thanks. I’ll get them,” Jack said. “How about some of the mango ice cream from last night?”

      The other teens agreed, so Jack put a heaping scoop of mango ice cream in three bowls, and Anna joined them in the dining room.

      “How are you three holding up?” Anna asked.

      “I was hoping for another day off from school this year,” Ethan said. “But I wanted it to be for a snowstorm, not for this.”

      “Nobody can believe what happened,” Jack said. “Everyone’s imaginations are running wild. One of my friends thinks that because Ms. Nordstrom always kept to herself, maybe she was secretly a CIA agent.”

      Olivia chuckled. “I haven’t heard that theory yet,” Olivia said. “Everyone I talked to is wondering if one of the other teachers did it.”

      “Are you and Joe going to investigate?” Jack asked.

      “Joe is a tough sell when it comes to taking on cases. He only gets involved when he’s directly connected. But I am asking around a bit and trying to see what I can figure out. A friend of mine is in town for the weekend, and she’s going to be helping me out.” Anna decided against mentioning why Heather was in town. Or that they had only met last night.

      “Cool,” Olivia said. “I hope you figure it out. Ms. Nordstrom was a tough teacher, and not always everyone’s favorite, but this is horrible.”

      “Out of curiosity, have you heard any specific theories on who her killer might be?” Anna asked.

      “I heard that the killer could be Mrs. Thompson,” Ethan said.

      “Gayle Thompson, the history teacher?”

      “Yup. My friend’s father said they were both competing for some position at the school.”

      “You mean the vice principal job?”

      “Yeah, that’s the one,” Ethan said.

      Gayle had conveniently forgot to mention when they spoke the previous evening that she was also a candidate for that position. No wonder she had been so acutely aware of all that Beverly was doing to ingratiate herself to Larry Ingersoll.

      “My friend’s father said that Mrs. Thompson has been working in the Seagull Cove school system for fifteen years and that she got her master’s degree in school administration. She assumed she would be the next vice principal after Mrs. Cook retired. But then Ms. Nordstrom came along five years ago.”

      “So, your friend’s father thinks that she killed Ms. Nordstrom to guarantee herself the position.”

      “That’s what we heard his parents saying. He said that Mrs. Thompson is all of a sudden stepping up as a leader. He thinks she’s politicking for the job. You know, trying to be seen as a leader in the eyes of the school board,” Ethan said.

      “Besides Mrs. Thompson, have you heard any other theories?” Anna asked. “I mean, aside from anything involving Beverly Nordstrom being a secret agent.”

      “There is one more theory I heard, but I really hope it’s not true,” Olivia said.

      “Do you mean the one about Caroline Gannon’s father?” Jack asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “I heard that one, too,” Jack said.

      “One of my friends, Caroline, was caught cheating on a test in Ms. Nordstrom’s English class,” Olivia explained. “Caroline says she didn’t cheat, and I believe her, but it was her word against Ms. Nordstrom’s. Principal Ingersoll agreed not to put the incident in her permanent record, but she did receive a failing grade for the test. Caroline’s father, Bill, was furious with Ms. Nordstrom. He demanded that she give Caroline another chance to take the test, but Ms. Nordstrom refused.”

      “Is Bill Gannon a violent man?” Anna asked.

      “I wouldn’t have thought so. But one day after school, Mr. Gannon was yelling at Ms. Nordstrom in the parking lot about Caroline’s supposed cheating. Caroline told me that Ms. Nordstrom threatened to get a restraining order against him. Principal Ingersoll convinced her not to do that if Mr. Gannon promised he would never bring it up again. Caroline said her father dropped it after that, but he was still mad about it.”

      “Is this the same Caroline that Aiden from the band was asking about last night?” Anna asked.

      “Yes. Don’t tell anyone, but they’ve gone out on a few dates in secret. At least it’s a secret from Mr. Gannon. He thinks Caroline is too young to date, so they have to sneak out.”

      “Thanks for the information, guys,” Anna said. “I’ll leave the three of you alone to enjoy your ice cream. If you hear any other theories, will you let me know?”

      The three teens nodded enthusiastically.

      Anna started to walk away, then she turned around. “But promise me you won’t go out of your way to get any information. I would never forgive myself if one of you got into trouble - or worse - for asking the wrong questions.”

      “We promise,” Jack said.

      “Thanks for the ice cream,” Ethan added.

      Anna went back to the counter to rejoin Velma and Kathy. A few minutes later, Mary Beth walked in. Anna greeted her old friend at the door. “Where’s Heather?”

      “It was a long morning, so I convinced her to rest for a while before coming here. I’m headed back to Boston now for the conference, but I wanted to talk with you first.”

      “I was hoping you’d stop in before you left. I’m sorry we haven’t had a chance to catch up, just the two of us. Can you stay for a while?”

      “I wish I could, but traffic is going to be a nightmare, and I want to get to the hotel in time for tonight’s keynote address. But I promise not to let so much time go by before my next visit. The last time we saw each other, you and Bella still had your practice in Boston.”

      “I kind of went into a hole after my sister died. It took me a while to want to socialize with anyone again. Then, I guess life just got busy.”

      “I completely understand,” Mary Beth said. “We’ll catch up soon. But I wanted to talk about Heather before I left.”

      “I promise not to let her overdo it,” Anna said.

      “That’s not what I mean. I just want to make sure that you remain vigilant.” She took a deep breath. “I have a good feeling about her, which is why I am trying to help her, but as you heard last night, we don’t know anything about her past. She seems genuine, but the fact remains that she was found in a car with a former convict and no identification. Some of the cops in Sand Dune Shores are afraid she might be dangerous. They think she could be faking her amnesia to hide something. I don’t believe that, but just in case my instincts are wrong, I wanted to be sure you didn’t let your guard down.”

      “I got the same feeling about her as you did,” Anna said. “I don’t think she’s lying about the amnesia.”

      “I don’t, either. But she could be meek now because she is scared. It’s safe to say she was running from something. If she should get her memory back and remember what she was fleeing from, then that could change.”

      “I suppose you’re right. I promise to keep my eyes wide open. If it appears that her memory is coming back, I’ll let you know.”

      “Thank you, Anna. That’s all I’m asking. I do appreciate your help and your concern for Heather. This is the happiest I’ve seen her since I met her. I think knowing she had something productive to do when she returned to Seagull Cove helped her to get through all the tedious examinations this morning. I saw her watching the news report in the waiting room while we waited for the doctor. She’s looking forward to helping you this weekend.”

      “I’m happy to help,” Anna said. “And I’ll be cautious, just in case.”
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      Shortly after Mary Beth left for Boston, Anna’s cellphone rang. She pulled it from her pocket and was pleasantly surprised to see her cousin Connie’s name pop up on her screen.

      “Hey, Connie, how’s it going?”

      “You’ll never believe what I just received in the mail.” Connie didn’t wait for Anna to guess. “A serving dish with a painting of the pier at Old Orchard Beach, Maine.”

      “Um, okay. It sounds lovely, but I’m not understanding why you are so excited about it that you had to call me right away.”

      “Do you remember when our families vacationed together in Old Orchard Beach when we were younger?”

      “Of course. I’ll never forget those times.”

      “Do you also remember how much I loved the pier? Gianna and I would play under it all day then, and in the evenings you and Bella would take us to the amusement park, and then we’d go shopping along the pier?”

      Anna smiled. “You and Gianna thought it was so cool to be able to go out with just us and no parents. I think it was the first time our parents let us take you two somewhere without them.”

      “Anna, this serving dish was from Old Orchard Beach, and I didn’t order it. It was a belated wedding gift. The card said, ‘Remembering so many good times of old and hoping there are more in our future. Belated congratulations on your wedding. Hoping I can meet Zach soon.’”

      “That’s weird. Who could have sent you that… Wait, is it from Bella?”

      “It must be. Who else could have sent it? It was mailed from Old Orchard Beach. She must have driven down from Camden one day to get me a meaningful present. She didn’t sign her name, but it must be from her.”

      Anna laughed. “That’s wonderful. I’m so glad she did that. And it tells me that she’s looking forward to the future and not regretting letting us try to solve the case and bring her home.”

      “I thought you’d be happy to hear about it. Aren’t you seeing her a week from Sunday at Camden Manor?”

      “Yes. I can’t wait. And our meeting with Rebecca Crenshaw’s father, Sid, is coming up on Monday.”

      “Tell Bella that Zach and I said, ‘Thank you.’ Of course, I had to tell him what was going on.”

      “I figured you would. It might work to our advantage to have him in the loop in case we need some advice.”

      “He’s thrilled. He’s also glad that Joe and Jeremy are helping you and watching out for you. Good luck on Monday.”

      A few minutes later, Heather came into Bella’s Dream looking much more refreshed than she had the night before. “Hi, Anna.”

      “You look surprisingly well rested for someone who has been up since early this morning. Can I get you anything? Some ice cream perhaps?”

      Heather patted her stomach. “No, thank you. After my doctor’s appointment, I went back to the inn and took a power nap. Then Rosie put out an amazing lunch, and I ate like a teenage boy. I haven’t eaten that much in as long as I can remember. Which isn’t very long, I guess.”

      Anna chuckled. “I’m glad you can joke about the situation. And it’s a good sign that you’re getting your appetite back.”

      “I think it’s because I have something else to focus on besides my own problems. Speaking of which, have you learned anything new about what happened last night?”

      “I learned a few things. Let’s sit down, and I’ll fill you in.”

      They sat in an out-of-the-way booth in the dining room.

      “I watched the media coverage while I was in the waiting room at the doctor’s office, but they didn’t report anything we didn’t already know. But I’ve been thinking about our conversation with Gayle Thompson. I think it’s extremely suspicious that Frankie happened to be in the neighborhood last night, when Beverly was on the verge of telling the principal about his relationship with Melissa,” Heather said.

      “Agreed. We’ll definitely keep him on the list of suspects. This morning, I talked to a few of my teenage employees who attend Seagull Cove High, and they told me about a few theories that are floating around town.”

      “Ooh, sounds promising. What did they tell you?” Heather asked.

      “They heard a couple of viable theories. Apparently, Beverly Nordstrom had some competition from within the school for the vice principal position.”

      “Who was that?”

      “Gayle Thompson,” Anna said. “She thought she was a shoo-in for the position until Beverly Nordstrom was hired. Then, she realized she would have some competition.”

      “So, if Gayle wanted the job badly enough, she may have killed for it,” Heather said. “It’s interesting how she conveniently left out the fact that she was applying. Especially since she admitted that Beverly was ruthless in her pursuit of the position.”

      “Good memory. At least we know your short-term memory is intact,” Anna said with a playful smile.

      “I guess that’s something.”

      “Gayle, Beverly, Melissa, and Larry had drinks together after they left the party last night. According to Gayle, Larry stayed behind to pay the bill and the others left around the same time. But they each went their separate ways. So, none of them has an alibi, except Larry, who was paying for the drinks.”

      “If Gayle was telling the truth about Melissa dating Frankie, and Beverly being about to divulge their secret to Larry, then Melissa, Frankie, and Gayle all have a motive and no alibi.”

      “That’s right,” Anna said.

      “You said there were a couple of theories that you heard about from your staff,” Heather said. “What was the second one?”

      “Apparently, Beverly accused a student, Caroline Gannon, of cheating. Caroline insisted that she was innocent, and her father, Bill, sided with her. Bill was seen by several people in a heated confrontation with Beverly in the school parking lot. Some people are saying that Bill murdered Beverly because she wouldn’t take back her accusation against his daughter.”

      “That’s four possible suspects, just from the school,” Heather said. “And I’m sure there must be more. What should we do now?”

      “So far, all of our suspects are from the high school. We need to talk with someone who knew Beverly personally to find out if there’s anyone else who had a motive. We should also talk to Melissa, Frankie, and Bill Gannon. They are the three suspects with whom we haven’t yet spoken.”

      “And don’t forget Larry Ingersoll. He has an alibi, but he might have some insight, as well,” Heather said.

      “With everything going on, it’s going to be tough to get Larry to give us any time. Let’s talk to him last. We can start by speaking with Melissa, Frankie, and Bill. Maybe one of them will know if Beverly had any friends or family in the area.”

      “How are we going to find them?” Heather asked. “We don’t have any way to contact them.”

      “I have an idea. There are no classes today at the high school, but the principal announced at the press conference that the school would be open for the community to gather. Are you up for taking a drive over and seeing who’s there?”

      “Won’t we be intruding?” Heather asked.

      “I don’t think so. After all, we’re just concerned citizens. We’ll be careful not to disturb anyone who is grieving. If we can’t do it tactfully, we’ll leave. Besides, Larry also announced that there is a tribute set up outside the school where the community can bring flowers. That will give us a concrete reason to go over.”

      “In that case, I suppose it can’t hurt.”

      They walked back to Anna’s house to get her car, stopped at a supermarket along the way to pick up some flowers, then continued to the high school, which was about ten minutes away from Anna’s house.

      “There are still a lot of cars in the parking lot,” Anna said. “It looks like a lot of people turned out.”

      There was a white wooden cross fixed into the lawn beneath a flagpole in front of the brick building. The flag was at half-mast, and the cross was surrounded by a sea of purple flowers and stuffed animals.

      “Purple must have been her favorite color,” Heather said.

      “It was,” came a voice from behind Anna.

      Anna and Heather turned around abruptly and faced a woman with smooth shoulder length grey hair.

      “I didn’t mean to startle you,” the woman said. “My name is Claudia. I teach eleventh and twelfth grade math here. Beverly and I weren’t close, but I thought I’d come to pay my respects.”

      “We’re doing the same. We only met her once, at a party that I held at my ice cream shop last night. I’m Anna and this is Heather.”

      Claudia smiled. “Oh, yes, the tropical beach ice cream party. I heard one of my students, Jack, talking about that last week. He was really talking it up.”

      Anna smiled. “Jack works for me. He’s a great kid.”

      “He is. I’m sorry that this happened right after your party. It must have cast a shadow over your festive event.”

      “This is a beautiful tribute from the community,” Anna said. “Beverly must have had a lot of friends in the area.”

      Claudia shook her head. “I don’t think so. I didn’t know her well, but I do know that she relocated from out of state. New Jersey, I think. I overheard some of the teachers talking, and I guess she didn’t have a lot of family. Her parents are deceased, and she has one sister, still in New Jersey, but they weren’t close. I think the tribute is from parents and students.”

      “She didn’t have any friends in Seagull Cove?” Anna asked.

      “I got the impression that she liked to keep to herself. She had her eye on the vice principal position, so she was pretty much all about work.” Claudia glanced at her watch. “I have to get going. It was nice meeting you,” she said and headed to the parking lot.

      “This is going to be harder than I thought,” Heather said. “It doesn’t seem like she had many friends in town.”

      “We’ll keep asking around. We’re bound to meet someone who knew her personally. Let’s go inside and see what we can learn.”
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      The main entrance to the high school led Anna and Heather into a large foyer, where they were greeted by two friendly but solemn-looking women.

      “Good afternoon,” one of them said. Her silver hair fell in a bob just above her blue sweater and grey polyester pants.

      Anna craned her neck to glance down one of the corridors, where people were talking quietly in small groups.

      “If you’d like to speak with a counselor or a member of the administration, most of them are down in the auditorium,” the woman said.

      Another woman, who was middle aged with long dark hair and a slight build, pointed down the corridor. “The auditorium is right that way. Most people are just sitting around and talking. Let us know if you have any questions.”

      The older woman studied their faces for a moment. “You don’t look familiar, and I’m good with faces. Do you ladies have children in the school?”

      Anna shook her head. “I own an ice cream shop near the cove, and several of my employees go to school here. We only met Beverly last night at a party at my shop, but we wanted to come by to leave some flowers.”

      “Well, our doors are open to the entire community today, so make yourself at home. I’m Edith, by the way. I’ve worked in the office for fifty years. This is a heck of a way to celebrate my fifty-first year.”

      The second woman extended her hand. “I’m Joan. I also work in the office, but not for as long as Edith,” she said, giving Edith an affectionate smile. “She must know everyone in Seagull Cove who went through this high school or who has children who did.”

      “And grandchildren, at this point,” Edith added.

      “That’s a lot of people,” Anna said. “I’m sure your presence is comforting at a time like this. I think we’ll take a walk to the auditorium.”

      Anna and Heather walked down the hall, past the main office on the left, and entered the auditorium. Anna scanned the expansive room, which consisted of a kitchen on the left and a performance stage with a red velvet curtain on the far righthand side. The side closest to the kitchen contained rows of folding tables and chairs, and the other side was largely empty, with chairs scattered about. A handful of adults, whom Anna assumed were teachers and counselors, were on hand for those who wanted to talk.

      Adults and teens mingled, many of whom still wore stunned expressions. Principal Larry Ingersoll, Gayle, and Melissa were among those in the room.

      Anna and Heather took a seat at one of the tables where they had a clear view of the entire auditorium. Melissa and a young man with brown hair and dark-rimmed glasses exchanged periodic glances. When he would move, she would shift positions so that they always had each other in their line of vision. Anna guessed from their body language that the man was Frankie Ames.

      Anna watched a woman, who was speaking with Frankie, take a few deep measured breaths. Frankie left her to talk with a group of teenagers that was approaching him. The woman fished a tissue from her pocket and dabbed her eyes. Then she abruptly exited the auditorium.

      “We should follow her,” Anna whispered to Heather. “Maybe she was close with Beverly.”

      They followed the woman as discreetly as possible. She made a right at the hallway, turned onto another corridor, and disappeared into a room.

      They followed her to a door with a plaque that read, ‘Guidance Counseling’. They stood outside the office to give the woman a chance to compose herself. Then, they knocked on the open door.

      “Good afternoon. We saw you leave the auditorium abruptly, and we wanted to make sure you’re okay,” Anna said.

      The woman, who had sat down at a round table in the empty office, looked up. Then she gave them a faint smile. “That’s very kind of you. I guess I’m taking Bev’s death really hard.”

      “My name is Anna, and this is Heather.”

      Heather smiled and nodded.

      “I’m June Galloway, one of the guidance counselors.”

      “It looks like you and Beverly were good friends,” Heather said.

      The woman nodded. “We were. I agreed to come today to be on hand to support students and parents, but I should have known better than to volunteer. I’m not in any position to help others right now.”

      “That’s understandable,” Anna said. “There are plenty of other professionals in the auditorium. I wouldn’t worry about that.”

      “Did you know Bev?” June asked.

      “We only met her last night at the party, just before she passed away. I was the hostess,” Anna said.

      “Oh, right. The tropical beach party. Bev wanted me to come, but I had already invited some friends over for dinner.” She dabbed her eyes with her tissue. “I wish I had gone with her. If I had been there, this probably wouldn’t have happened.”

      “You don’t know that,” Anna said. “Besides, you couldn’t have known what would happen.”

      “There was no indication at the party that a murder was about to take place,” Heather said. “Anna and I have talked to a number of people to see what we could learn. Would it be okay if we asked you a few questions? Anna has helped the police with investigations in the past.”

      Anna turned her face to hide a smirk. Heather didn’t waste any time.

      “I suppose,” June said.

      “Beverly doesn’t seem to have had many friends or family in the area,” Anna said.

      “That’s true. She didn’t have many friends, and her only sister lives in New Jersey. But they were never close.”

      “We heard about a few conflicts that she had with coworkers, but since you knew her personally, do you know if she had any enemies outside the high school?” Anna asked.

      “I think you should keep your focus inside the school. I think it was Melissa Potter and Frankie Ames who killed her,” June said.

      “You mean because of their secret relationship?”

      “Which apparently wasn’t so secret,” Heather added.

      “That’s right. I told the police they should spend their time looking into those two.”

      “It seems like a lot of people know about their relationship,” Anna said.

      “They’re starting to figure it out. Beverly was going to tell Larry that the head of the math department was dating one of his teachers. Melissa and Frankie probably did it to save their jobs. But I already told the police all this. Did you say you were working with them?”

      “I suppose you could say we are unofficially helping the police.” Anna hoped she wouldn’t get into trouble over that exaggeration of the truth. “Is there anyone else you can think of who may have wanted to hurt Beverly?”

      “She did have a heated disagreement with a student’s father over his daughter cheating on a test,” June said.

      “Yes. Bill Gannon and his daughter, Caroline. We heard about that. Do you think he was angry enough to kill her?” Anna asked.

      “I loved Bev, but she did have a way of getting under some people’s skin. It was common knowledge that Bill was going through a tough time. I warned Beverly that Bill had recently lost his wife and that he was feeling insecure about being a single parent. I told her to cut him some slack. Caroline had never been caught cheating before. Beverly could have been mistaken. But she insisted that Caroline needed to be held accountable, no matter what was going on at home. Bill took it really hard.”

      “Hard enough to kill?” Anna asked.

      “That, I couldn’t tell you.”

      “What about Gayle Thompson?” Heather asked. “We heard she was competing with Beverly for the vice principal position.”

      “That’s true. Gayle thought she would be a shoo-in for the position when Mrs. Cook retired. She even went back to school several years ago to get her master’s degree. Gayle and I were both on the hiring committee when Bev was hired. She was the only one who voted against hiring Bev, but she was vague on why. I always suspected it was because Bev also had a master’s degree in school administration, and she knew that that meant she could potentially have some competition for the vice principal position. Teachers don’t usually go for a master’s degree in administration unless they plan to eventually move into that field.”

      “That makes sense. Gayle must have felt threatened,” Anna said.

      “Especially since Mrs. Cook is retiring at the end of this year,” June said. “She told Larry in September that this would be her last year. Larry just formed a search committee to fill the position in hopes of having someone in
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