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			CHAPTER 1

			The two boys in the tent only a couple of hundred feet from the Boyd Mountain Road were surprised to hear cars. It was after one o’clock in the morning. There was rarely any traffic on the road at this hour. When the two cars came to a halt, the middle schoolers crawled out of their small tent and squatted behind some bushes. They were close enough to vaguely see and hear the drivers who came out of the cars on the opposite side of the road.

			“Let’s get him behind the wheel,” one of the men directed. Because the dome lights in the lead car came on when the driver’s side door was opened, the boys could see what looked like an unconscious person being put behind the wheel. “Now, make sure it’s out of park in drive and turn the steering wheel so the car will make it past the closest trees and roll awhile before crashing.” With the car’s engine still humming, one of the men slammed the car door and pushed the car from that spot. The other pushed from behind. The car rolled at least sixty feet before it slammed into a tree.

			“You don’t think they’ll figure out the car was pushed off the road, do you?” The voice was that of the second man—one the boys had not heard till now. 

			“This is Adairsville. Gibbs don’t live here and there’s no NCIS. Our boys will never figure it out.”

			The two men got into the other car and drove toward the bottom of the mountain.

			“Do you think we should go down there and check on that man?” one of the boys asked. 

			“I think we should pack up and get as far away from this spot as we can,” his friend answered. “My dad always says it’s a good thing for a man to mind his own business.”

			His shaken friend did not object to that plan.

			****

			Riley was almost always restless when sleeping in an unfamiliar environment. The setting in which she now found herself was certainly one to which she was unaccustomed. It was also somewhat bizarre. Even though she grew up in a parsonage as the daughter of a pastor, before last evening, she had never spent a full night in a church. It wasn’t exactly a church, but it had been once. Uncle James, who always fancied the atypical, had managed to do an incredible job in transforming the little hundred-year-old white church building into a lovely residence. He and a white-headed couple, Amos and Carol Edwards, had lived there for several months before his untimely death.

			Having slept little the previous night, Riley crashed well before eleven. It didn’t take long to fall asleep, but now she could see by looking at the clock beside her bed that it was just past two o’clock. A couple of minutes earlier she was awakened by what sounded like voices coming from a distance. Now wide awake, Riley continued to lie in the soft bed. She turned her slim body toward the west wall, the side from which she thought the sound originated and propped on her elbow with her chin and cheek resting in her right hand. She listened but heard nothing. Maybe the voices came from my dreams or from Amos and Carol in their residence across the hallway. Nevertheless, after a couple of minutes, the curious twenty-two-year-old recent college graduate got to her feet to pull back the curtains and look outside.

			At first, she saw nothing from her perch on the second floor of what was once part of the Sunday school building. Now it was a beautiful little efficiency apartment. She raised her head to look several hundred yards to the hillside where she, a few hours earlier, had walked through the maze of tombstones. She saw a moving light that was visible for a few seconds before disappearing into the wooded area behind the cemetery. Probably kids out when they should be home in bed, she decided. Some parents need to do a better job of supervising their children, Riley, now irritated at being awakened, told herself. I’ll be a whole lot more comfortable when Kirby gets here tomorrow. It’ll be good to see him. It’s been two months since we were last together at Uncle James’s funeral. Now unable to go back to sleep, Riley thought about how close she had been with her older brother in her early and middle teens. A withdrawn disposition probably brought on by a series of brutal setbacks in Kirby’s personal life was the culprit that had robbed them of much of that closeness. That, along with circumstances that kept them separated by hundreds of miles. Riley had learned to be reasonably independent. The turns her life had taken demanded that, but she needed her brother. She hoped two or three weeks together in the little Georgia town of Adairsville, where their father had spent his childhood, would help restore life to their relationship.

			Riley spent the next two hours tossing and turning while her mind went from one extreme to the other reviewing the ups and downs of her life over the past few years. The downs seemed to always go disastrously deep, such as the loss of both parents in one tragic accident. On the other hand, she had experienced some wonderful high points. She cherished those. The good and the bad, she thought. All part of life. Finally, she dozed, but sleep came and went throughout the remainder of the night. She arose at six thirty to shower and make herself presentable for breakfast with Amos and Carol. 

			****

			“After spending the day with her yesterday, what do you think of Riley?” Amos asked his wife as he took two pieces of toast from the toaster and replaced them with two more slices of bread. “Is she, indeed, the young lady she seems to be?”

			“I’ve seen no reason to believe otherwise,” Carol answered. “I’ve a feeling she’s as beautiful on the inside as on the outside. She seems to be everything her Uncle James always bragged she was. She’s a mature young lady for her twenty-two years.” 

			“I guess she has had to grow up fast. How old was she when her parents were killed in that plane crash?”

			“She told me she had turned eighteen two months before it happened. I’d forgotten they were returning from a mission trip in Haiti. She was six weeks away from starting college. Being pretty much on her own since then, she’s done remarkably well. I had to press her hard to get her to tell me her grade point average. I think I would’ve been anxious to announce it to the world if I’d completed my pre-law degree at Boston College with a three point nine. She chose to go to Emory Law School because it’s near to here and it’s reasonably close to her brother in St Petersburg. She probably could’ve chosen just about any law school in the country, including those snooty eastern schools.”

			“I hope we have enough here in our little town to keep her entertained this summer,” Amos remarked.

			“Oh, I think she’ll fall in love with Adairsville, and the people of Adairsville are certain to love her. She’s not the type that has to be entertained. It’s her brother I worry about, but, if I understand correctly, he’s only going to be with us for two or three weeks.”

			“I don’t know if he’s going to be able to take care of all the business he will have as the executor of his uncle’s estate in that short time period. You know as well as I that James was never able to pass up a good investment. I wonder if those two know how well off they are.” Amos laughed.

			“He did all right by us as well,” Carol said with a smile.

			“He was a good friend. The twenty-one years we spent with him were great years,” Amos spoke reflectively. 

			When Carol heard the doorbell, she walked from the kitchen through a small dining area into their living room to open the door. “Come on in, Riley. You tell me how you like your eggs and breakfast will be ready in five minutes.”

			“I’ve always eaten my eggs scrambled,” Riley told her host. “I hope you haven’t gone to a lot of trouble for me. I’m not much of a breakfast person. I tend to nibble mornings and at lunch and then eat more than I should at dinner.” 

			“Looking at you, honey, I can’t imagine you ever overeating. Now, me, that’s another story. I enjoy three full meals a day, and it shows. I haven’t been your size since I was . . . actually, I’ve never been your size, not as an adult.” 

			“Size has never bothered me. My friends, through the years, have come in a variety of sizes. Throughout my childhood I was usually the tallest person in my class. That bothered me until I discovered a lot of advantages to being tall. I’m proud of every inch of my current almost five-eleven frame.” 

			“I’m sure you’ve never been told that you’re a beautiful young lady.” Carol smiled at her guest. “I’ve no doubt you could be one of those famous New York supermodels if you wanted to.”

			“Oh Carol, I can’t see getting much satisfaction in life from walking across a runway with a lot of people watching, even if I were attractive enough to pull it off,” Riley responded.

			“How long were you with Uncle James, Mr. Edwards?” Riley asked a few minutes later while putting a dab of Carol’s homemade peach preserves on her toast.

			“Please, Riley, call me Amos. I know you’re being the polite lady you were raised to be, but I want us to be good friends, and friends call each other by first names. Besides, being called Mr. Edwards makes me feel I’m a character on the Little House show,” he said, laughing. “We were with James for almost as long as you’ve been on this earth. He and I were boyhood friends, but lost touch for a time. We found each other again a few months after he lost Sara. He hired me primarily as a bookkeeper. At least that’s what I was called at first. James hated tedious details, and, with his businesses growing, he found himself spending his time doing many things he didn’t enjoy. He hired me to basically do all the chores he didn’t want to do. It was a good arrangement because I enjoy details, and James and I never rubbed each other the wrong way. Besides being coworkers, we quickly became best friends. I guess you could say, we were as close to being brothers as two people who don’t have the same mother can be.”

			A big yellow cat strolled into the room and under the table where it stopped and brushed its head against Riley’s ankle.

			“That’s Max,” Carol remarked. “He runs the place or thinks he does. Max showed up where we used to live five years ago and has been with us ever since. Amos still has hope of someday finding his rightful owner.” 

			“I think Max has found his place in life right here. He’s a cutie.” Riley slightly leaned back in her chair to get a good look at the animal purring at her feet.

			“I’ll get rid of him if he’s bothering you,” Carol offered.

			“Please don’t. I love cats, and I think Max has taken to me. So, you folks have lived here in the church for just a few months?” 

			“That’s right,” Amos responded. “James bought the property as an investment. Being here on the main drag barely out of town and near Interstate 75 makes it an extremely valuable piece of property. James thought at first he would tear down the church. He said he changed his mind because it could be years before the property sold, and he could be collecting rent money in the meantime by turning it into three apartments and renting them out. But when you consider what he spent making the transformation, that doesn’t make much sense. It would take a lot of years and a bundle of rent money to recover his investment. I think the truth is he had no stomach for destroying such a beautiful historical landmark. This is the site of one of the first churches built in the Adairsville area. It was once used by three different groups that rotated Sundays, each getting their turn to worship once every three Sundays. The original building burned at least a hundred and ten years ago. The one we are in now is the replacement.”

			“So, you think Uncle James got attached to the building before he could tear it down?”

			“No doubt in my mind,” Amos shot back. “Once he started the restoration, it was over. I kept warning him he was putting too much money into the project, but that didn’t deter him a bit. It was his pet project and he wasn’t going to cut any corners. He did it up right. A good example is that study downstairs in his quarters that he carved out of the platform area. Did you take a close look at that stained-glass window? The original window was removed before we bought the property. That gorgeous one in the center of the back wall is a replacement costing thousands of dollars. Of course, that’s where he kept his book collection. I think he felt that the home for his collection had to be worthy of the honor.” 

			“So, what caused Uncle James and you folks to decide to take up residence here?”

			“I suspect James had it in his mind from the beginning that he would live here even though he said nothing about it until we were about three quarters through the job. He obviously saw how excited Carol was when it started taking shape. How could he not?” Amos smiled at his wife. “One evening when he was taking dinner with us at our house, out of the blue he suggested, ‘Why don’t we all move into that church building? It sure would make it handy.’ We agreed, and within three months, we were all settled right here. I once mentioned to James that the day would probably come when either Carol or I or both would no longer be able to climb the stairs to our apartment. He just said, ‘We’ll take care of that when it happens.’ I didn’t know what he had in mind, but I trusted he would do what he said he would do.” 

			Suddenly there was music. Neither Amos nor Carol recognized the tune, but Carol knew it was from a classical piece. Riley pulled her phone from the pocket of her jeans and looked at the instrument as it continued its concert. “That’s Kirby calling,” she announced. “I’d better take it, if you will excuse me for a minute.” Riley walked into the living room, phone at her ear.

			“You’re right, Carol. Riley seems to be a lovely girl in every respect. It’ll be nice having her with us for a few weeks.”

			“If I understood correctly what she implied yesterday, we’ll see a lot of her even after she starts law school. I think she intends to keep her apartment here as a place to get away from the dorm. I guess it’s going to be her official address.”

			“I don’t have a problem with that,” Amos replied. “That means they’re planning to keep our little church home. I figured it would be one of the first pieces of their inheritance to go.”

			“Keeping it doesn’t necessarily mean they want us around,” Carol reminded her husband. “They may have other plans for our space.”

			“That’s true, but they will need someone to take care of the place.”

			“And you think you’re the man who can do it? When was the last time you completed a plumbing project without creating worse leaks than those with which you started?”

			“I can’t deny that you’re right,” Amos replied, scratching his head with a grin on his face. “But I do have numbers for all the plumbers in town.”

			Riley returned to the room with her phone still in her hand. “Kirby has been delayed in St. Petersburg. He’s not likely to get away until after lunch time. That will put him here in the middle of the night. He wants to know, since everyone is likely to be asleep, if there’re any instructions for his arrival.” 

			“We plan to put him downstairs in your uncle’s place. Tell him to come to the front door and ring the doorbell. I’ll wait for him there,” Amos told her. 

			“You don’t have to do that, Amos. I can let him in. I’ll not sleep until he’s here. There’s no reason for both of us to stay awake.” 

			“I don’t sleep much anyway,” Amos declared. “Might as well be doing something more useful than laying on my back in the bed with my eyes wide open.” 

			Riley gave that information to her brother before closing the call by expressing her affection. “I love you, Kirby,” she declared. 

			“Tell me a little about your brother,” Amos requested. “Your uncle always talked a lot more about you than he did about Kirby.” 

			“That may be because I was the only girl in the family. Also, I guess I’ve always been a whole lot more outgoing and affectionate than Kirby. I want you to understand that doesn’t mean Kirby doesn’t love people passionately. He may even have a capacity to love deeper than most people. It’s just that he has the kind of personality that makes it difficult to express that love. Dad often said he was exactly like his namesake, Eddie Kirby. Dad, you might know, was in the army before he went to seminary. His two best friends while in the service were Tom Riley for whom I’m named and Eddie Kirby. Dad said that like me, Tom was outgoing and more transparent than anyone else he knew while it was hard to get Eddie to say a word or ever express an emotion. Dad said we were named appropriately.” 

			“How much older is your brother?” Amos asked.

			“Almost seven years,” Riley answered. “Mom and Dad tried to have children long before I came along, but it wasn’t to be. There were two miscarriages between the two of us. A lot of people have told me they figured my brother and I were not close since there were so many years between us, but that’s not true. I always knew Kirby adored his little sister and a major chore for him was protecting me. He was a special big brother, and I was as proud as a peacock of everything he seemed to accomplish so easily. He was the best athlete in his high school, but it was baseball he loved. After high school, he signed with the Kansas City Royals and spent some time in their farm system. First, he played in the Appalachian League with the Burlington rookie team and then one season with the Lexington Kentucky class A team. He married his high school sweetheart way too young toward the end of that first baseball season.” 

			Max strolled back into the room and jumped into Riley’s lap. She rubbed his head and she could tell by his purring that she had a friend for life. “Before being released by the Royals organization at the end of his second season, he learned that his wife was leaving him for another guy,” she continued the account of her brother’s life. “That guy was his best friend in high school. His heart was broken, and he hasn’t been the same since. He decided to go to college. He liked Kentucky while playing baseball there, so he chose to go to the University of Louisville to major in law enforcement. Then there was the plane crash that killed Mom and Dad, and I don’t think he’s made much progress in recovering from that. It tore my heart and life apart, but I’ve managed to go on with purpose. I don’t know if Kirby has. Oh, he graduated and took a job with the St. Pete Police department. He was promoted to detective a few months ago. He seems to be doing well with his job, but he just hasn’t been the Kirby I used to know. I don’t think he’s allowed himself to get close to anyone since Mom and Dad died.” 

		


		
			CHAPTER 2

			When they heard the car pull into the drive, Riley and Amos were sitting in the front room of the downstairs apartment. Riley was reading. Amos, who “couldn’t sleep nights,” dozed. A glance at her phone told Riley it was just past two o’clock. She was through the door and on the front yard grass before Kirby could get out of the car. By the time he got to his feet, his sister had her arms around his neck giving him a tight hug that would do a mama bear proud. “It’s so good to see you, sweet brother,” she said while continuing to hold him tightly. “I’ve missed you so much.”

			“And I you,” Kirby responded holding her an arm’s length away from him to take a close look. “I believe you grow more beautiful every day.”

			A few steps from the front door, they met Amos, who had lagged to give brother and sister their moment. “Kirby, I’m sure you remember Amos Edwards from the funeral. He was Uncle James’s friend and right-hand man. Amos, this is my brother, Kirby, no doubt a bit frazzled from the long drive today, but nevertheless as handsome as ever.”

			“Yes, I remember Amos. We also have talked on the phone several times recently.” Kirby extended his hand to the older gentleman. “It’s good to see you, sir,” he greeted as they moved into the apartment. 

			Amos, as he had been the day of the funeral, was struck with the contrast in the appearances of the two. One would never guess they were brother and sister. Riley was tall and dark with medium-length hair that could probably be described as jet black. Her brother, on the other hand, had a head of hair almost blond with bright eyes that, nevertheless, looked a little sad. He was of average height, probably less than an inch taller than his sister, but slender with broad shoulders that gave evidence of the athlete he had been. Remembering their parents, Amos concluded the son resembled the mother, while the daughter looked more like her father.

			“Isn’t that the old church cemetery over on that hillside?” Kirby pointed to the west as he sat down.

			“Yes. It’s one of the oldest in the area.”

			“I thought it rather strange, when I pulled in here, to see a light up there at this time of the night.”

			Riley hadn’t mentioned to anyone the light she saw the previous night, nor did she speak of it now.

			“You never know what you might see in an old boneyard like that. We’ve heard some pretty wild tales about the spooks that wander around up there.” Amos chuckled. “If there’s nothing else I can do for you two, I’m going to make my way upstairs to my bed. I hope both of you’ll sleep in as late as you want in the morning. You need to make up some of the sack time you missed tonight. But I would like to have a half-hour to speak with you sometime tomorrow if that works. There are two or three pending situations you need to know about immediately.” 

			“We’ll be happy to give you whatever time you need. You’re the man who knows what’s going on here. We’re almost completely in the dark,” Kirby told him.

			Kirby and Riley visited for almost an hour before going to their respective bedrooms. They had talked relatively often by telephone over the past couple of months, but it was different when there was opportunity to catch-up face to face. 

			While in bed, Kirby realized he was lying in a spot where generations of people had sat on Sunday mornings, singing lively church tunes. Maybe some of them shouted “amen” when the parson’s presentation got a little lively. He remembered when he, himself, was among the faithful. It wasn’t that he was now an atheist. At least he didn’t think so. With him, it was a matter of disappointment—a feeling of being let down. Maybe that would change in time. Maybe, one day, he wound find answers to his perplexing questions. Where was that Supreme Being when all the bad things were happening in his life? He heard his dad say, many times, that He was a loving, all-powerful, and trustworthy Father. Even though it came to him from one of the people he loved most, he was now having a hard time accepting it as truth. No, he didn’t think he was an atheist. He considered himself a good person, a moral person. A code of conduct such as that espoused by the faith community, the one he heard his dad preach, was a good thing for a community. But he certainly couldn’t see such wonderful love working in his life or even in the world. If He does exist, He isn’t the One to whom I was introduced in those years that now seem so long ago. But I‘ll let the theologians work that out. I’m just a jock turned policeman. What do I know? With such thoughts on his mind, Kirby didn’t sleep soundly in the few hours before dawn. 

			****

			It was past nine o’clock when Kirby got up. He found the pot on the coffee maker full and a covered plate of assorted pastries beside the microwave. A cup of coffee and a warm bear claw were just what he needed before he showered and got ready for the day. About ten thirty he walked upstairs to knock on Riley’s door. He didn’t worry about his sister not being up. He knew she would, by now, have been stirring about for at least a couple of hours, even though the night had been short. 

			“Thanks for making the coffee and laying out the pastry, sis,” Kirby told Riley when she answered her door.

			“It wasn’t me. Must’ve been Amos or Carol,” she suggested.

			“What do you think about those two?” Kirby questioned his sister. “Regardless of what direction we take with what Uncle James left us, we’ll need someone here, at least for a while, to take care of our interests. Do you think we can trust them to do that?”

			“I’m sure we can. They’re sweet people, and I’ve no doubt about their integrity. I don’t think Uncle James would’ve held them in such high esteem for all those years if they weren’t trustworthy.”

			“Then we are in agreement that we should ask them to stay on to oversee day-by-day matters?”

			“You’ll get no argument from me,” Riley responded. “I’ve only known them for a couple of days, but I think they’re the kind of people to whom one could trust his life. I like them a lot.” 

			“Then it’s settled. If they’re willing, we’ll ask them to manage the estate. It surely will take a load off me if they’ll agree.”

			“Of course, with Uncle James gone and them probably beyond retirement age, they may decide the time has come to step down and enjoy life,” Riley offered.

			“We’ll give them a choice. If they decide not to stay on with us, perhaps they can recommend a replacement,” Kirby suggested.

			“Before we go over to Amos and Carol’s, tell me about that light you saw in the cemetery last night.”

			“Oh, it wasn’t anything to be concerned about. I just thought it strange for someone to be prowling around over there at that time of the night. You know how cops are. We’re always looking for things that are out of sorts. It looked like two flashlights slowly moving toward the trees behind the graveyard.”

			“The reason I asked is that I saw a light there just about the same time the previous night. I thought it was probably some kids, but when I heard you say you saw the same thing at the same time on a different night, I wondered.” 

			“I’m sure it’s no big deal, but we’ll check it out. I remember how much you liked to play Nancy Drew when you were a little girl.”

			“No, you’ve got your story all mixed up. It was Trixie Belden,” Riley told him. “Always solved the case.”

			They found both Amos and Carol in the sitting room of their apartment. “Would you like to have a cup of coffee?” Carol inquired.

			“Not for me. I just had two cups of that great coffee someone had waiting for me when I got up this morning. Incidentally, thanks to whoever did that. It was a treat for me to get up with coffee and breakfast waiting.”

			“Carol prepared the tray, and I fixed the coffee and made the delivery. We knew there was nothing for you to eat in the kitchen down there,” Amos told him.

			“Well, I suppose we need to talk a little business,” Kirby said.

			“Maybe I could go with you and Riley downstairs to your uncle’s study,” Amos suggested. “All the files are there, should we need them.” 

			“We can do that,” Kirby responded as Max walked into the room to where Riley was sitting and immediately jumped into her lap. “But before we do, there’s something we would like to talk with both of you about. Riley and I have decided we would like the two of you to stay on and manage the estate. We don’t know how much of Uncle James’s holdings we will want to hang on to, but we expect it could take us several years to sort all that out. In the meantime, we’ll need someone who knows what they are doing to take charge of things. We would want you to continue to live right here. We can negotiate the financial end of the arrangement, but we would not want you to have an income less than what you had with Uncle James.” 

			When Riley saw both husband and wife grinning from ear to ear, she knew what their answer would be. “You can take a few days to think and talk about it if you wish,” Riley offered. “But we’re keeping our fingers crossed that the answer will be yes. We’ll need you if we are to make the most of what Uncle James has so generously handed us. Without your help, there’s a good chance we’ll fall flat on our faces.”

			“We know what we want to do, but perhaps we need to take a day or two to give you a definite answer. We have learned it’s always good to make sure that what we have in mind is what God wants for us,” Amos suggested. Carol nodded in agreement.

			“We would expect no less,” Riley told them. “Talk about it, and then give us an answer later.” 

			They entered the downstairs apartment without Carol. She excused herself to remain upstairs to tend to her own chores. When they came to a locked door, Amos pulled out some keys, giving one to both Kirby and Riley. “The only other key to this door is the one I have, and I will hand it over to you if you wish.” 

			“You had better hold on to it,” Kirby instructed. Riley had seen the office or study, as Amos called it, the previous day. This was Kirby’s first time and his mouth dropped when the door was opened. There was a huge antique desk featuring a leather top sitting near the center of the room. But it was what was on the back wall that dominated the room: a large stained-glass window projecting an image of The Good Shepherd walking with a lamb in his left hand, a staff in his right, and several sheep at his feet. The colors in the window were breathtaking. Most of the remaining wall space was covered with beautiful bookshelves from floor to ceiling, almost completely full of books. 

			“This was your uncle’s favorite place. He once told me he had traveled much of the world, but it was in this room, while alone, that he experienced his most complete joy. It was, of course, the platform area when still a functioning church. You saw that the lights were shining brightly from behind the stained-glass window when we came into the room. James wanted them to always be on, night and day, whether anyone was here or not. It was my job to watch the bulbs. There are three behind the glass. If one burned out, I was to replace all three to prevent any possibility of darkness.”

			There was a minute or two of silence as Kirby stood in awe, taking in the beautiful sight before him. Perhaps in those moments he learned far more about his Uncle James than he had learned in all the previous years of his life. 

			Finally, it was Riley who spoke up. “I didn’t know Uncle James was such a book hound. There must be two or three thousand books on these shelves.”

			“He read some, but he was a relentless book collector. He would get on a plane or drive across the country to find a desired book or to get one of his books signed,” Amos told them. 

			“But these don’t look like collectable books. They look new,” Riley observed. 

			“I think most of them were published no earlier than the 1960s and maybe the majority in the last two or three decades, but I think you will find they are extremely collectable and valuable. I don’t know much about such things, but there’s a man who runs a bookshop here in town, one you can trust, who can tell you about them. His name is Davis Morgan, and I would suggest you get him out here sometime today,” Amos said. 

			“Why today?” Kirby inquired.

			“One of the reasons I needed to talk with you today is that I received a call from an out of town bookseller or collector who knew your Uncle James and was aware of his collection. He will be passing through tomorrow. He wants to stop and look at the books to possibly make an offer. It might be beneficial to have some knowledge of what you have. I can give Davis a call and make an appointment if you would like.”

			“That would be great; don’t you think, Riley?”

			“Yes,” Riley replied. “I don’t know that we’ll want to sell the collection, but even if we don’t, we need to know the value of what’s here.”

			Amos’s phone rang. “If you’ll excuse me for a moment, I’d better take this.” Amos walked through the door just outside the study. 

			“Dad would have loved this,” Riley said, turning her head to take in her surroundings. “It’s easy to see why Uncle James loved it.”

			Kirby nodded and turned his face away from the stained glass. “Have you noticed the finish on those bookshelves? I don’t know much about carpentry, but it’s obvious that’s quality work. Everything in here is first class,” he added.

			“That was the police chief,” Amos told them when he returned to the room. “He would like for you to stop by to talk with him about James’s death. He said that unless something out of the ordinary comes up, he’ll probably be in his office if you would like to do so today.”

			“Other things can wait. I’ll do that when we are through here. In the meantime, if you could line up the book guy for later today, we can mark that off our list as well,” Kirby suggested.

			“There’re a couple of other things we need to talk about now,” Amos told them. “Everything else can wait.”

			“I assume you have some idea about what you have inherited. Being the only immediate family, you are the recipients of almost everything your uncle had, and it’s significant. He left Carol and me a good lump sum of money, probably enough to see us through for the rest of our lives. On top of that, he willed us two of his rental houses that should give us
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