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  Chapter 1


The yowl could have woken the dead. Thankfully, we weren’t close enough to any graveyards to find out. 
“Oh, did that pinch a bit?” the vet crooned to Rutherford. 
My cat had his ears pinned back and he sneered at the man as though it would make him believe he was a saber-toothed tiger. An eleven-pound saber-toothed tiger. I would have been more embarrassed about the undignified way Rutherford took getting his shots, but I was too occupied adoring the new town vet. He was a tall, blue-eyed blond from England, and his voice was like a melody. I could sit there listening to him croon at angry cats all day. 
“Alrighty then.” Dr. Sam Roberts straightened. “I should have Mr. Rutherford’s blood results back between three days and a week. We have to send them out, since I don’t have any staff for running my own blood tests here just yet.”
He helped me to get Rutherford into his hunter-green, soft-sided cat crate.
“By the way, Rutherford is a very distinguished name.” He smiled at me, and I just about melted.
If I had met someone like him when I was younger, I just might have completely different thoughts about relationships and marriage.
“Thank you. He thinks he’s quite princely himself. Though I named him after a rapscallion pirate from a book I read.”
I said goodbye, managed to pay my bill without visibly cringing in front of the receptionist, and carried Rutherford out into the balmy day. 
Back at home, Rutherford dashed from the crate, raced down the hall like there was a mouse biting his tail, and skidded under my bed. I would have to give him a special treat for dinner tonight for enduring the horrors of getting vaccinations and deworming, and blood drawn for his annual physical. It must be awful to be a cat who has a responsible owner.
Rutherford wasn’t the only one who had a doctor’s appointment today. I’d taken Friday off specifically for the purpose of knocking out both our health issues, though Rutherford always got a better report than I did. Not that my health was terrible. It was more that I was always being fussed at to walk more and eat fewer pastries. What was life for, then?
My doctor had a quaint little office just off our town’s Main Street, and I stopped to watch a hummingbird flittering at the hummingbird feeder they had out in front of the building. I continued to watch him until he left. Not that I was avoiding my appointment. Not at all. I just loved hummingbirds.
Inside, I greeted Dana, the long-time receptionist of Dr. McMahone. I think she was here when the office opened decades ago.
“Aren’t you just thrilled with the weather this week?” she asked in a sweet Southern accent.
“Most definitely. I thought the mud season would never leave us.” I took a seat in the little waiting room. 
A bamboo tree stood in the corner, a few toys and books for children to play with dominated the other side of the small rectangular reception area, and beautiful landscape photos that Dr. McMahone had taken herself brightened the gray walls. She was an avid hiker. Unfortunately, she thought I should be one as well.
The door to the back opened and Dr. McMahone showed someone out, chatting amiably with them. Her medical assistant also came out and gave me a smile, gesturing for me to go back with her.
Sydney was young, sweet, and a newer member of our community. When I’d asked what had brought her here the first time I met her, she had a sad look in her eyes and said that she’d needed to find a new place to belong. I didn’t press after that.
“Your blood pressure is a little elevated again,” she commented after taking my vitals. “So is your heart rate.”
I didn’t mention that it might have something to do with the cream puff I had on Monday with Lucy before she left. Or perhaps it was the French Onion soup I’d had the night before last. Not that I would ever admit to my doctor that I’d eaten either one of those delectable items. 
“It’s probably white-coat syndrome. You know how nervous I get coming into the office.” I smiled. 
I only had to wait a couple of minutes after Sydney left for my doctor to come in. She greeted me with a big smile as usual and settled onto her little beige rolling chair. 
“How are you? It’s been so long. You’ve pushed out your appointment a few times.” 
“Oh yes, it was a busy spring.” Not really. I just wanted to avoid being told to cut down on my consumption of sweets. I had done so drastically after Christmas, but she’d likely tell me to cut them out altogether. “I imagine it was for you as well.”
“Most definitely. We’ve been getting more people moving to town. It’s been so long since we saw an actual influx of new community members.”
“Ooh, like who?” I wasn’t nosy. I simply desired to stay knowledgeable in the goings-on of the community. A good citizen.
She mentioned the vet and a few other people that I hadn’t met. “Of course, there are also those who only come for the summer rolling in, too.”
“Yes, they will inflate the population a great deal for the few months they stay,” I agreed.
We chatted about the town before getting around to my health. She insisted on bloodwork. “I want to see how your cholesterol is and check your organ functions. You had slightly elevated kidney levels the last time you got your blood tested.”
“Hopefully, my kidneys have gotten their act together,” I joked. 
She gave me a little smile. “You do know that if the levels start to concern me, you’ll need to modify your diet.”
I sighed. When I was in my twenties, I could eat anything and my bloodwork always came back fine.
We chatted another couple of minutes and then I went to get my blood drawn by the in-house phlebotomist and headed home.
Now that a long spring had finally turned to summer, I spent altogether too much time enjoying myself as I repotted flowers for my front porch and windowsills. Between the blooming flowers, healthy trees, and fresh cut grass, the air smelled sweet.
I was wrist deep in a pot for my hydrangea when a shadow fell across me and made me jump to my feet as though my joints didn’t usually creak when I bent down.
“That was impressive.” Ro’s tone was dry.
“At this point, I think you’re trying to send me to an early grave. I will remind you that you are not in my will.” I tossed down my trowel and took off my gloves. “What are you up to today?”
Ro had been restless ever since our brush with ghosts and near death and two murder investigations last year. It made me think that perhaps she missed her days in the CIA more than she admitted.
“I went to check on Lucy’s shop to make sure her employees are doing all right. They’re nearly as cheery as she is.”
Ah yes, Lucy was going to spend a couple of weeks with her family a state over, then jet to Hawaii to spend a blissful week with her boyfriend and the town’s newest and by far best police officer, Caleb. Their first vacation together. So sweet. Her new employees had turned out to be a reliable help and were watching the shop.
“Are you going to the wine and card night at Madeleine’s friend’s house this weekend?” I asked.
The look on her face reminded me of when my darling cousin Gavin took a bite of haggis on a trip to Scotland, based on what he saw and thought it was, not knowing what was really inside. He’d eaten a lot of granola bars for the rest of the trip.
“Still haven’t made up after that little spat?” I directed my gaze out over my itty-bitty yard to keep from smiling. Madeleine and Ro were as different as a fish and a bird. The most I’d ever seen them agree was during the ghost-led murder investigation last winter.
“That woman has to be related to a troll under a bridge somewhere.”
I coughed to hide my laugh. “Why don’t you help me finish hanging these pots and putting these trays on my windowsills?” I gestured at the flower-filled pots and trays.
She hesitated, then nodded. “Might as well help out.”
It was nice to have another set of hands to help as I attached the hooks to the pots and then clipped my flower trays to the windowsills. The only worry I had now were the powerful thunderstorms and torrential rain we had once in a while. Last summer the thunderstorms were light, and enjoyable to listen to, versus rattling the windows with pounding rain, and I hoped it was the same this year, so my plants didn’t get pummeled into sad, drooping little things.
“Are you feeling bored?” she asked, stabilizing the last pot for me.
“Not when I’m nurturing my plants.” She wasn’t the only one who could be dry.
She gave me a look, and I couldn’t help my smile. 
“Things definitely aren’t as exciting as they were a few months ago. But then again, not having the fear of getting pushed down a flight of stairs or punched again is kind of nice.” I met her gaze. “You don’t talk about the CIA much, but you miss having something exciting to figure out, don’t you?”
“I’m happy to be retired.” She ran her hand over the dirt in the pot, mindlessly evening out a couple of clumped dirt mounds. “It was fun to have something different to occupy us, though. Don’t you think we should try to dig further into what we discovered?”
My eyebrows shot up. “You want to start a side gig for the historical society, hunting ghosts?”
She chuckled. “I wouldn’t have put it that way, but it does sound fun.”
No, it sounded terrifying. 
“Why don’t we have some tea and play a card game? We can talk about becoming ghost PIs then.” Hopefully, the chamomile tea would help me reason with her about not going after things we couldn’t sanely explain. Plus, I didn’t have a proton pack handy. 
We headed inside and I put the teakettle on the stove before joining Ro at the table, gazing out the window. I opened my mouth to ask her about taking up a hobby that was not ghost hunting, but she tapped my hand and pointed outside.
I followed her gaze. A hummingbird was flitting near one of the newly planted flowers, the filtered sunlight highlighting its brilliantly colored feathers. We sat in comfortable silence until the hummingbird left and my teakettle whistled. I got us the tea and set a cup of it in front of Ro.
“Thank you.” She blew on it, sending the steam curling away from her. “Oh...” She seemed to remember something and reached into her purse. “Did you see the Chesterton city paper?”
“No, I only get the Whispering Lake Daily.” I heard about enough city drama from my family.
“Look at this.” 
I took the newspaper. The huge letters above the fold immediately drew me in and I unfolded the rest of it, laying it out in front of me. 

Theft and Murder

Museum Guard, 36, Killed in Heist of Heirloom Jewelry


I looked over the images of the jewelry that had been stolen. “These are Georgian pieces.”
“I couldn’t tell if they were Georgian or Edwardian.”
I scooted over so she could see the black and white photos of the stolen jewelry and pointed at the details. “This is repoussé. It was a way they crafted metal into intricate designs during this period. Also—” I pointed to another piece. “This is a carbuncle. It’s a large almond-shaped garnet that is cut en cabochon, meaning that it’s a gemstone with a smooth, domed top.”
Ro glanced sideways at me with a little smile. “You’re way too excited about this.”
“Well, not the murder part.” I continued reading, a sad frown overtaking my face. “He had three kids.”
She read with me. “It looks like it was just bad timing. He changed his route last minute and checked the Georgian display room instead of the Ming Dynasty one.”
I shook my head. “That’s just so sad.” 
“It’s the world we live in.” 
Something caught my eye. “Wow, they got in through the roof using rappelling equipment.” 
“That had to have been planned for quite some time.”
“Now you’re the one who sounds excited.”
She huffed.
“Wait,” I sat back in my chair and looked at her. “Did you ever do anything like this in the CIA?”
“We don’t have a department specializing in theft.” 
I narrowed my eyes at her. “If I’ve learned anything from you, it’s that people often try to redirect and not answer questions as they were asked. Just like you did now.”
Her lips twitched, but she didn’t smile. “I may have had some practice rappelling.” I had the feeling that if I dug for further information, I would hit a stone wall, so I didn’t say anything else. I was quite happy to have gotten that little admission from my stoic friend.
I glanced back at the page, sobering. “Such a waste of a beautiful life.”
“His death was senseless. But unfortunately, dwelling on it won’t change a thing.” She sipped her tea. 
I had to agree, it made me feel so helpless, not being able to do anything about it.
We sat in companionable silence for a bit, deep in our own thoughts.
I recalled something and turned my gaze from the backyard to Ro. “I was thinking about writing back to Gwen, Martha’s daughter,” I admitted, thinking of the letter I’d sent when we’d encountered the manor ghosts last winter. “Martha the Mad” was the only person I could find in the town’s history who had seen ghosts and was convinced they had helped her find a murder victim. She’d spent time in jail, as the police thought she was the murderer, but eventually she’d been released and acquitted. Martha had already passed on, but her daughter had answers, I had no doubt, even if she’d been ambiguous in her response.
If Ro wanted to know more about ghosts, that was a place to start. I briefly wondered at the wisdom of encouraging her down this path.
“Her last letter was a bit vague, but I would also be leery of anyone sending me a letter asking about ghosts. Especially if her mom was seen as the town kook.” Ro had read the letter when I’d received it a couple of months back.
I tapped my glass. “That’s the thing. It didn’t seem like she was hostile or against the idea in the letter.”
Ro gave me a look. “You know better than to read emotion into text or letters.”
I shrugged and lifted my teacup. “Knowing better doesn’t stop me from doing it.”
That had been the story of my life since last winter and the subsequent murders.
“I think that might have ruined us.”
It was my turn to give her a look. “Don’t you think that had happened already?”
“Well, you are pretty set in your ways.”
“When you get to my age, you’ll understand.”
She chuckled. “Says the woman only seven years older than me.”
We fell into companionable silence once again, sipping our tea and gazing out at the beautiful flowers and sunlit yard.
My home phone rang and I hurried to get it. I did have a cell phone, but I didn’t use it nearly as much as the landlines at work and here at home.
“Hello?”
“Cammie, it’s Madeleine.” Her tone was rather high-pitched.
Uh-oh. “Is everything okay?”
“Actually, no. I’m pet sitting a friend’s cat and she’s wandered off. Can you come help find her?”
“Of course. Ro’s here with me. We’ll come over in a moment.”
“Oh no, no. Just finish up whatever with Ro and then come help.” Her voice took on a strangled tone. I glanced into the kitchen. Ro was still gazing out the window, clearly deep in her own thoughts.
“Your last argument couldn’t have been that bad.”
“I am not speaking to that woman and I do not want her help,” she huffed.
“Fine, I’ll come over by myself then.” We hung up and, for the hundredth time, I wondered why those two couldn’t just get along.
“I need to go help a friend find a cat,” I told Ro.
“Do you want some help?”
“I think we’ll be able to handle it just fine. But thank you for the offer.” 
Usually I would absolutely bring Ro, given that she was the best out of all of us at finding things. She had keen senses.
And now she used those senses on me, narrowing her eyes. “It was Madeleine, wasn’t it?”
How could I be tactful and not lie?
She waved her hand at my hesitant expression, letting me off the hook. “You don’t have to say. I already know. That woman drives me nuts.”
We went our separate ways.
When I got to Madeleine, she was in a tizzy, more than usual, some of her gray curls sticking to her sweaty forehead.
“I can’t find Piper anywhere!” she burst out as soon as she saw me.
First things first. I couldn’t let her get me riled up too. “Is Piper usually an indoor cat?”
“Of course she is.” Madeleine gave me a disgusted look, as if I were rude and audacious for asking. “She’s terrified whenever we open the door. That’s why I believed she would never run out when I was coming in with the groceries.”
Madeleine’s house backed up to a lovely national forest, so my first concern was that the cat would get eaten by one of the wild animals that inhabited said forest. No way would I ever say that to Madeleine, though. She would probably drop to the porch then and there if I did.
“Do you have any fragrant cat treats or food?”
“I do.” She turned around in a circle, then seemed to identify where the door was and hurried in. She really was more discombobulated than usual.
She brought out a can of cat food and a bag of fish treats and handed them to me. 
“Oh, Cammie...” she sighed out my name dejectedly. “This is my good friend Rachel’s cat. She’ll never trust me again. And I’ll never forgive myself if we don’t find her.”
“She hasn’t been gone long, right? She can’t be that far.” I had no idea how far a cat could travel in a forest in the short amount of time she’d been gone, but given that this cat was not used to being outside, it would stay close to the house. I hoped.
We sat the open can of cat food out on the porch and then, each taking a few of the fishy smelling treats in our hands, we headed out.
We checked the woodpile, the shed, and various other places that the cat could have hidden. Nothing.
“Here Piper, here Piper girl.”
“Kitty, kitty, kitty.”
We continued to make circles around the house, getting farther from it and closer to the forest with each circle, until we finally crossed the border of Madeleine’s land into the trees.
Madeleine wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. “There are predators all over this forest.”
“It’s the middle of the day, when there’s less predatory activity, and there’s no way that Piper could have gone that far, anyway.” Did I believe that? No. Cats were quick little things. Would I admit that to Madeleine? Also, no. The idea that we might not find Piper made me sick, so I strode forward determinedly, despite the fact that it was a fairly steep hill and, as my doctor and anyone else who’s ever met me knows, I absolutely hate walking against gravity. 
We made our way uphill, watching around us for movement that would indicate Piper. We hadn’t gotten too far when the sounds of scuffling in the forest came from ahead. Madeleine and I shared a look. Black bears lived in this forest, and they were not something I would prefer to run into.
The shrubs parted in front of us and a woman strode out, carrying a cat that I knew was Piper, given Madeleine’s cry of delight. 
She hustled forward and reached for the cat. “Oh, you naughty little kitty! Wherever did you find her?”
The woman, someone I didn’t recognize, with lush brown tresses and a friendly smile adorning her freckled face, laughed, and handed the tabby over. 
“I’m teaching a group of girls from the summer camp and we saw this cutie bound into the clearing we were using. She ran right up to us.”
“Poor thing. You must have been so scared.” Madeleine caressed the cat’s head.
“I’m Cammie, and this is Madeleine, by the way,” I said with a little wave.
Usually Madeleine was the outgoing one who did the introductions, but she was otherwise occupied. At least now she could stop sweating.
“Carrie, Carrie Millerman.” We shook hands.
“Are you here for the summer?” She had to be. I didn’t recognize her. Though with all the newcomers who had moved to town lately, I was a bit behind on knowing every face, name, and address.
“Yes, I am. You live here year-round?”
I nodded heartily. “Yes, I run the Cultural Arts Center and historical archives, and I’m chairman of the historical society.”
Her eyes lit up. “I’m going to have to come in and see you then. I absolutely love history. I was recently reading up on the mid-seventeen hundreds to early eighteen hundreds and the cultural changes that happened during that time. What an amazing time it was! Before the mid-seventeen hundreds, there was even legislation to try to keep people from wearing things that were outside their rank or income, but that all changed during this time-frame and people even rebelled, making adornments such as jewelry available to all classes. Don’t you just love a good rebellious streak in people?” She grinned.
It was love at first historical discussion. She was the coolest person I had met in ages. I had almost lost all hope for the younger generation.
Madeleine had calmed down enough to hear more than the blood pounding in her ears, I assumed, as she joined us in discussing classism and women’s rights through the ages and through different cultures.
A few minutes later, Carrie looked at her watch and gave us an apologetic smile. “I have to get back to my troop. But it was so nice meeting you, and I’m sure we’ll see each other again.”
We said our goodbyes and she headed out. 
I turned around to find Madeleine staring at me. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you with hearts in your eyes like that. No wonder you’re not married.”
I pointed in the direction Carrie had gone. “If I had found a man who loved history and women’s rights as much as this young lady does, I would have married him immediately.”
Madeleine’s eyes took on a humorous shine. “You be careful. Love often springs on you when you least expect it.”
I waved my hand in the air as if warding off a bad smell. “Don’t curse me. I’m quite content with Rutherford and my little cottage and the historical society. I don’t need anything else. And before you threaten me further—” I nodded toward Piper, “—don’t forget who came out as soon as you called to help you find her.”
Madeleine chuckled. “All right, I will leave you alone. But,” she held up a finger, “just so you know, the threat will be when I actually introduce you to a guy I think might get along with you.”
I pretended to gag, causing her to laugh again. I reached over and gave Piper a little scratch behind the ears. She was tucked into Madeleine’s arms, purring.
Several minutes later, and after I’d safely seen both Madeleine and the cat into the house, I was back at home, telling Rutherford about my latest adventure. I finished with, “and that is why you are not allowed outside.”
He flicked his tail in a disinterested way, looking at me with a bored expression. 
“I’m glad to see you’re as invested in my life as I am yours.” I gave him a treat. 
The treat perked him up a bit and he followed me to the dining table, where I’d opened a couple of books that had come in the mail and which had been sitting neglected for some time. Ro had reinvigorated my desire to continue learning about this subject and I settled in to read some theories. The first book was titled The History of Specters.
Interestingly enough, ghost sightings were well-recorded in early Europe. 
“Hmm.” I turned the page. 
Apparently, these ghosts were not malevolent or malformed. It sounded somewhat like the ghosts that we had seen. Though the text didn’t mention those ghosts being almost transparent, like the ghosts we’d encountered. A theme that I continued to see, however, was that ghosts would come back to tell people how to properly bury them so they could move on. 
We hadn’t buried bodies belonging to the ghosts—who knew who they even were?—but they did leave as soon as the murder was solved. Interesting. I couldn’t help but glance at the calendar. The Chinese had a festival for hungry ghosts, and of course there was Dia de Los Muertos in Mexico, but neither of these dates coincided with when we’d seen the ghosts, so the idea that they only appear during certain months seemed unfounded to me. Because clearly, I had become a ghost expert after seeing three. Might as well sell myself as a homicide detective, as well, since I helped to solve the murders of Alan Garrett and Darwin Lodus.
I pushed the book away, wanting to get a snack instead. “What am I doing with this? We’re never going to see another ghost, anyway. This would be like me learning how to solve crimes. Completely pointless.”
Rutherford offered a meow. Apparently the treat I’d given him had improved his mood.
“You know what I should be doing is looking up how to win at the card games we’re going to be playing tomorrow. That would be a much better use of my time.”
Seriously, what had I been thinking? That we were ever going to see another ghost again? I shook my head and laughed at the notion. We’d had peace this whole time, and it wasn’t as if new ghosts would just randomly crop up.






  
  Chapter 2


Saturday rolled around, and in the evening, Madeleine picked me up for card games at her friend’s house. Raucous card games at her friend’s house, if the amount of wine she had in the back was any indication. 
“Is it even legal to have this much alcohol in the car?” I buckled my seat belt.
“As long as the container isn’t open.” She pulled out of the driveway. “I learned that in college.”
Shocked, I leaned against the door to get a good look at her. “Given how much you reamed me out last winter when I got arrested and you had to bail me out, I imagined you’d never gotten in trouble in your life.” I felt quite vindicated.
“You are not a stupid college student!” 
“Of course not. I never did that type of thing in college. Back then I had the common sense to run screaming if I saw a ghost. Or a dead body. But clearly you were the life of the party in your younger days.” I had to contain a laugh. “What happened since then?”
She huffed. “I’m still the life of the party. I just move slower now.”
“Can’t outrun the police anymore?”
“Pffft.” 
Madeleine’s friend lived in a two-story house right on Whispering Lake. The view was stunning. I could see all the way across the massive lake to the beautiful houses, mostly summer homes, on the other side. The people who could afford homes right on the lake usually only came to town during summer, so the lake was bustling with activity as usual for this time of year.
I’d made a fabulous baked spinach artichoke dip, and brought chips and veggies for those who wanted something lighter to snack on. Madeleine, of course, got the wine and what looked like punch as well, though I wouldn’t place any bets on whatever it was being alcohol-free.
The A-frame home had a wraparound porch that was adorned with several cushy-looking outdoor lounge chairs. There was one in particular that looked comfortable and warm and I could just imagine myself sitting in it, drinking my coffee, staring out as the sun rose over the glistening lake.
“Madeleine, how wonderful to see you! Come in, come in.” A woman about my age welcomed us. She had a wide smile that was accented by laugh lines, and I instantly liked her as she warmly greeted us and turned to me right away. “I’m Alberta. Thank you so much for coming.”
We shook hands. “Cammie. Wonderful to meet you.”
She led us inside and we dropped our items off on the countertop before joining two other people at a table with an impeccable view of the lake.
I knew the ladies there and we greeted each other.
“Have you been staying out of trouble, Cammie?” Miriam Ray asked.
Of course she would bring that up. I decided to just flow with it. There was no use in getting offended. 
“Well, no one has pushed me down a flight of stairs lately, and thankfully, I haven’t found any other dead bodies lying around.”
Miriam’s eyebrows shot up, but the other ladies chuckled.
“Very good, Cammie,” Dilly Chambers said. She was on the city council and had stood up for the historical society and the preservation of history in our community. I was very grateful for her.
Madeleine deftly steered the conversation in another direction, and I was once again grateful for her incredible social ability. Alberta came and sat down, bringing a few card games with her.
As she started dealing out the cards we decided we should play, Dilly asked her if there was anything new going on and how she was.
“I have to tell you, I haven’t been sleeping well. Within the last week, we’ve heard the strangest noises and even found some broken pottery on the deck just this morning.”
“Well, couldn’t that just be from the wind or some small varmint knocking your flowerpots down?” Madeleine asked.
“That’s what we originally thought. But then one night we heard a terrible crash downstairs and when my husband came running down, he found some broken glass in the kitchen. We’d left two water glasses on the counter over there—” she gestured to the counter by the refrigerator, “—and they’d been shattered.”
I frowned. “Do you have a cat?” Rutherford was notorious for causing disasters if I forgot to put breakable objects away.
She shook her head.
“And you lock your doors at night, right? I know we’re a small town, but the fact that some people leave their doors unlocked unnerves me,” Miriam said. I had to agree with her.
“Of course we lock the house up before bed. I listen to true crime. It’s a complete mystery as to what actually happened, but it’s been bothering us.”
“Maybe put up a camera?” I suggested, trying to focus enough on my cards that I didn’t get completely creamed in this game. Being an only child with an intensely practical mother, card games were not my strong suit.
“We have cameras outside the house, but they didn’t record any disturbances.”
“It’s more than possible a little critter got in somehow and then slipped back out.” Madeleine laid her cards down and I winced. I was going to lose and lose badly.
“Did you hear the news about the Baines?” Miriam asked.
The others nodded, but I shook my head. Evie and Mike Baines owned the Lodge next to the lake, a grandiose log structure that was a popular place for wealthy people to stay and have weddings or other parties. It wasn’t a place I ventured near very often.
“I heard that Evie is looking to get a divorce.” Miriam’s voice had gotten quiet and she leaned in conspiratorially. So did everyone else at the table.
Dilly’s eyes were wide. “I heard they have a prenup, since he’s the one with all the money. That’s why she stays with him.”
“Well, serves her right for being so superficial,” Madeleine said.
I met Alberta’s eyes across the table, carrying the same expression as mine at this clearly unfounded gossip, and she motioned toward the food and drinks. 
I nodded, and we both got up and went over and prepared everything, bringing out wineglasses and setting the food in bowls and on trays.
“Thank you,” she murmured.
“At my age I get called many things, but ‘the town gossip’ is one of the epithets I would like to avoid as best I can,” I said. 
I liked knowing the information. I just didn’t like the implications of being one of the people to revel in it.
Conversation naturally flowed from the Baines to the new vet in town.
“He makes me want to get a pet, that’s for sure,” Dilly said.
Alberta and Miriam nodded and hummed their agreement.
“I can’t say that I’ve met this man.” Madeleine looked at me. “Have you?”
I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks, though I had done nothing wrong.
Madeleine’s eyes widened and she stared me down. “You have met him. And based on your blushing, he’s as handsome as they say he is.”
“He also has a distinguished British accent,” I added.
Wine and snacks were had and we continued chatting
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