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      “ARSENIC & ALIBIS” SUSPECTS AND VICTIMS:

      
        
        Lydia Grant: Owner of a local cosmetic shop specializing in a world-renowned botanical and natural product beauty line. Originally from Portland, Lydia and her husband, Robert Grant, moved to Castle Point because they wanted a simpler life. She is in direct competition with Marcia Wells, as Marcia is introducing a botanical, organic line of skincare and cosmetics to her Trend Savvy line.

      

        

      
        Marcia Wells: Owner of a world-renowned cosmetic line called "Trend Savvy,” Marcia has a more modern and aggressive formula and marketing approach. Her customers request cosmetics made with more natural ingredients, so Lydia Grant has become her direct rival.

      

        

      
        Robert Grant: Lydia's husband and somewhat disinterested party in the cosmetic business, focusing more on his real estate ventures; he and Lydia still share their home in Castle Point, but they are estranged.

      

        

      
        Julian Ravenscroft: A prominent lawyer in Portland and Castle Point's elite, known for his legal prowess and his role in the town's high society. His relationship with Marcia Wells, a beauty industry magnate, intertwines professional and personal spheres.

      

        

      
        Elizabeth Vincent: Better known as Liz, is the epitome of ambition veiled by charm. As Marcia Well's cosmetic chemist in Portland's bustling beauty industry, Liz portrays herself as a dedicated and loyal ally.

      

        

      
        Victor Venn: An obsessive, cunning genealogist with secrets deeply rooted in the past. He harbors a grudge with Marcia that has festered over generations.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            CORPSE COLLECTING

          

        

      

    

    
      My eyes flew open as my furry alarm clock, Alfie—my gray-striped tabby cat—sat on my chest, his meows broadcasting his breakfast needs. I swear, he’s louder than a megaphone-wielding rooster at dawn. I'd probably complain about his persistence, but seeing as he's the only man in my life, I put up with his ‘cattitude.’ Following the passing of a well-loved Castle Point resident, I welcomed the furry fellow into my home. He exuded an air of distinction, so Alfie seemed a fitting name.

      "Okay, handsome fellow." I stroked his short, soft fur, "get off and let me up." Alfie bolted from the bed and, head and tail held high, marched to the kitchen.

      Groaning, I followed, staggered into the kitchen, and dropped a generous scoop of kitty kibble into a dish—enough to appease my feline overlord. Once his incessant meowing ceased, I fired up the coffeemaker. As Alfie filled his gaping maw with kitty chow, I sipped on the first, too-hot gulp of my caffeine fix and scalded my mouth, leaving me in caffeinated pain.

      Nursing my scorched palate, I stepped onto the tiny back deck into the crisp morning air. My ivy-covered brick home seemed to shimmer under the pale morning light and cast a small shadow across the large heritage-home-turned-business—The Critt Family Funeral Home and Memorial Gardens. I inherited the business from my father, Caspian Critt, who died fifteen years earlier. Sipping my coffee, I savored the morning’s tranquility and the gravestones’ silence and stillness beyond the fence.

      A deep male voice tinged with a lascivious undertone cut through my reverie.

      "Mornin', Miss Critt.” I froze as reality hit me like a tidal wave - It wasn’t a ghost from the grave. It was the neighbor on the other side of me, Horace—an elderly man with a penchant for inappropriate comments.

      And I was standing there in all my nightgown-clad glory, reminiscent of an 80-year-old teacup-collecting shut-in.

      My thin nightgown.

      Fiddlesticks! Why couldn't I have been wearing my flannel PJs?

      Because they were too hot, and menopause is a thing.

      "Horace! For God's sake, man. Keep your literal nose on your side of the fence!"

      "But, the view is best on your side." he winked.

      I wrapped my arms around my chest, my coffee cup straining under the pressure of my tightly wrapped fist. "I appreciate the compliment, Horace. Now, shoo!"

      With lightning speed, I dashed back inside, not before tripping on the edge of the step and spilling coffee down my front. Screeching and pulling the hot fabric away from my sensitive lady parts, I cursed my clumsiness and the uneven steps!

      I should be grateful for Horace's compliment, as I received very few. My generous height and size rarely rendered niceties from the male 'sex.' I blushed, even thinking about the word. Not that I'm a prude, but as I mentioned, men view me more like a mastodon in a historical museum than a voluptuous, tall, graceful woman.

      Okay, graceful was a stretch. I snorted at the double meaning, nearly blowing hot coffee out my nose. I was often called ‘stretch’ in high school because I towered over most of the kids in my class.  Grabbing a tissue, I blotted at my nose and then my nightdress. It was time to shower and change.

      The fact was, I cared little about my looks or tried, with some effort, to accept myself as I was. I took after my father–God rest him– in more ways than my career. He was also a man of substantial height and a tad frumpy with his penchant for elbow-patched sweaters, wool slacks, and thinning drab hair. In looks, I took after my father.

      Much to my mother’s dismay.

      She considered herself an elitist in our small community. She was petite and always perfectly coiffed. More often than not, my mother commented on my plain looks, black wardrobe, and generous size, and her comments were…a tad unsupportive.

      My phone rang, jolting me from my state of mid-dress. I answered, only to be met with a crackly voice on the other end. It was Agnes, a seasoned nurse from the local aged care home. She was a sweetheart, but her hearing wasn't what it used to be.

      "Carrigan! Can you hear me, dear?" she shouted.

      I held the phone away from my ear. Just because she couldn't hear, she assumed nobody else could, either. "I can, Agnes! How are you?" I shouted into the phone, trying not to startle Alfie.

      "Oh, I'm just fine, dear. Listen, I'm afraid we've had a passing at the home. Mr. Thompson. Such a lovely man."

      I nod, even though she can't see me. “Yes, I remember him; he was a good friend of my father’s. It's such a shame, but I suppose it's a blessing after years of having dementia. He'll be missed.”

      “Yes, too true. When can you retrieve his body? Not to rush you, dear, but others need the room.” Agnes, ever the sweet yet practical nurse, said.

      “I'll come pick him up as soon as I can.” The nature of my business caused me to be both apathetic and level-headed.

      Death was, after all, a part of life.

      And death was my business.

      "Thank you, dear. You're always so kind. And thank you for taking the time. I know you're busy with your... corpse collecting."

      I can't help but chuckle at the nickname certain townsfolk called me. "Corpse Collector.”  It's not the most flattering moniker, but it's fitting, given my line of work. After all, I owned the only funeral home in town, and body removal—‘collecting corpses’—was part and parcel of the business.

      After hanging up with Agnes, I quickly showered and dressed, opting for my usual black slacks and baggy sweater. As I pulled on my knee-high stockings, I ripped the first pair. As I carefully pulled the second pair into place, I noticed the hair on my legs had grown past stubble to full-blown, strokeable locks. I hadn't shaved in ages, and it showed.

      "Alfie! Remind me to make a waxing appointment!" I called out, knowing full well that he was a terrible note-taker. Maybe these 'Alexa' loving goons were onto something. With a sigh, I carefully slid the stockings on, ensuring I did not snag my last pair.

      I slipped on my favorite black flats and gave myself a once-over in the mirror. My hair was messy and a bit sassy, which I loved, but I knew that once it dried, it would return to its poker-straight, limp-lock style.

      As I headed out the door, Alfie peered up at me and swatted at his backpack cat carrier. "Oh, don't give me that look, Mister. I have things to do and bodies to attend to, and you know I can't take you with me. I promise to bring you back a treat from the cafe."

      He wouldn't take 'no' for an answer. He gripped the carrier’s zipper with a surprisingly strong paw and dragged it open. I studied him, mildly terrified and impressed all at the same time. Then, I gave in. "Fine! Get in, you great baboon."

      Cursing the carrier and Alfie’s previous owner, who trained him to love it, I opened it the rest of the way. Alfie happily jumped inside. The carrier reminded me of a piece of carry-on luggage but with backpack straps and an astronaut-looking bubble poised front and center. He could see all and be seen by all. Great. Now, I would look like a ghostbuster as I collected poor Mr. Thompson.

      The drive to the care home was short, and I used the time to mentally prepare for the day ahead. I've always been a multitasker, but juggling various roles could be exhausting. Still, I wouldn't have it any other way.

      When I arrived at the care home, Agnes greeted me warmly. "Carrigan, dear, thank you for coming so quickly. And I see you've brought a friend!"

      "Of course, Agnes. It's no trouble at all. And yes, Alfie wanted to come to say 'hi.'" Alfie meowed. I slipped the carrier off my back and unzipped it. Alfie popped out and immediately started rubbing up against Agnes's legs. She bent down to pat him, then led me to Mr. Thompson's room.

      I took a deep breath as I entered the room, steeling myself for the task ahead. Agnes gently squeezed my arm before leaving me to do my work. I appreciated her understanding; she knew this process required respect and care.

      As I prepared Mr. Thompson for transport, I felt a sudden chill in the room. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end, and I knew without a doubt that Mr. Thompson's spirit was present. Alfie's howl punctuated this as he looked directly at the wall beside me.

      I took a deep breath and focused my energy, opening myself to his presence.

      "Mr. Thompson," I whispered, "I'm here to help you on your journey. You don't have to be afraid."

      The chill intensified. I looked to my left and saw Mr. Thompson's hazy form develop—exactly where Alfie was looking. Alfie meowed as I offered Mr. Thompson a small smile, which he returned.

      Mr. Thompson reached out to pet Alfie, who attempted to push himself into Mr. Thompson's ghostly hand. I smiled. It was cool that I had a paranormal companion in my cat—the ghost whisperer.

      Mr. Thompson moved his hand to my shoulder. A chill rushed down my arm into my hand. “I’ll be seeing Caspian soon, I expect,” he said, referring to my father.

      “Yes, you will indeed. Please give him my love?” I asked, a tear tickling my cheek.

      “Of course, of course. After all these years of suffering a muddled head, I’m happy to be reunited with my friend.”

      I nodded. “Dementia is a beast of a thing. I know you suffered from it for so long.”

      “Yes, I’m so glad to be done with that nonsense. It is so difficult to remember things. Important things…”

      “I’m glad you’re at peace now, Mr. Thompson. Take all the beautiful memories you have with you.” I smiled.

      Mr. Thompson returned the smile. He turned away from me, looked out the window, then turned back. “Carrigan, something is…I’m remembering…your father…”

      My interest was piqued. “Yes…?” I prodded.

      “He…he left something with me…for you…so long ago…I was supposed to give it to you, but I didn’t. I’m having difficulty remembering…”

      Excitement shuddered through me. “Oh! Mr. Thompson, try to remember. What was it?”

      His brow wrinkled. Placing a finger to his lips, he muttered, “It’s…no, I can’t recall. I’m so sorry.”

      I sighed.

      “It's alright, Mr. Thompson. My father would have given it to me directly if it was important.”

      He nodded, placing his hand on my shoulder once more. “I suspect you’re right. Goodbye, Carrigan.”

      After a few moments, the chill and Mr. Thompson's ghostly form dissipated, and I knew that his spirit had moved on. I took a deep breath, feeling a sense of peace. Knowing I've helped someone find their path to the beyond was always a bittersweet moment.

      With a grateful heart, I stuffed Alfie into his carrier and transferred Mr. Thompson’s body from the bed to the gurney—quite an easy task for someone my size and strength—and wheeled him out of the room with a nod to Agnes, who'd been waiting patiently in the hallway. She handed me an envelope with Mr. Thompson's requests and his last remaining personal effects, and I wheeled the gurney out of the building and into the hearse.

      After a last check to ensure everything was secure, I climbed into the driver's seat and started the engine. As I drove back to the funeral home, I thought about how much had changed in my life since I turned 40.

      Having worked in my father's funeral home before his passing and my subsequent inheriting the same, I wasn't new to the game of life and death.

      Discovering my ability to communicate with spirits, however, was a game-changer. It happened shortly after my 40th birthday and has been a blessing and a curse since then.

      The curse was mostly the first terrifying time when I had seen the ghost of a headless man. A demon or some other such ghastly thing took the poor man’s head. The details are foggy, but knowing that witches were alive and well in the world and able to battle demons and the like was a relief. It meant I never had to deal with such nonsense in my tiny corner.

      The other curse was that I had never seen my father’s ghost, assuming because he passed long before my ability came to light. The rest of the time, my newfound ability was mainly a blessing. It's not a skill you can put on a resume, but it has come in handy more times than I can count.

      I pulled into the funeral home's parking lot and saw Radleigh, my friend and mortician, waiting for me by the back entrance. He was wearing a bright pink blazer and a matching bow tie, and his ever-changing short, colored wig for everyday use was a bright purple hue.

      Radleigh saved his outlandish, bouffant wigs for his alternate persona—drag queen ‘Luna Eclipse.’ Radleigh—a mortician by trade—performed as a drag queen on alternate weekends at drag shows in Portland and other cities.

      "Morning, sunshine!" he called out in his East Texas accent, waving enthusiastically. I see you’ve got a new friend with you.” Radleigh nodded toward the body bag, scooping Alfie out of his carrier for a good snuggle before letting him go. Alfie ran to the funeral home’s door and patiently waited to be let inside.

      "Good morning, Radleigh. Yes, this is Mr. Thompson. He passed away at the care home this morning."

      Radleigh's face softened, and he offered a sympathetic nod. "Well, we'll take good care of him, won't we, honey?"

      Together, we wheeled Mr. Thompson into the preparation room. As we worked, Radleigh filled me in on the latest town gossip, his voice comforting in the otherwise somber atmosphere. When we were finished, Radleigh and I gathered around the small table in the break room. We sipped coffees while reviewing the details of Mr. Thompson's funeral arrangements. I smiled at Radleigh's enthusiasm, even at this early hour. He was a gem, that one.

      "Alright, Radleigh," I began, flipping my notebook open and shuffling through the envelope Agnes had given me. "Mr. Thompson has requested a traditional service."

      Radleigh flipped open his sparkly pink unicorn-adorned notebook. "I'll take care of the makeup and dressing," He assured me. "And I've got a new shade of lipstick that will suit him perfectly. 'Cherry Ghost'—it's to die for!"

      Radleigh's expertise in theater makeup is unparalleled, thanks to his years as his alternate persona. I trusted him implicitly to ensure Mr. Thompson looked his best for his last farewell.

      I laughed at Radleigh's enthusiasm and terrible joke. "Sounds perfect, Radleigh. I know you'll do a wonderful job. Just don't overdo the eye shadow."

      Radleigh giggled. "Now, when have you ever known me to overdo anything?"

      I slapped the table and snorted. "Never, Rad, not you." I winked. "I'll speak with Reverend Holt about conducting the service. I'm sure he'll be more than happy to oblige."

      Radleigh nodded. "I'll ensure the chapel is prepared and fresh flowers are arranged. What about the casket?"

      "It looks like Mr. Thompson had chosen the Rosewood model," I replied, consulting his instructions. "If you could place the order, it should be delivered next week.”

      "Perfect, will do," Radleigh said, his pen scratching across the paper. "I'll make sure it's polished and ready for viewing."

      "And we can set the funeral for next Saturday. The Historical Festival starts this weekend, so we need time to manage both. Can you be in attendance? Or do you have a drag show in Lexington or Portland?"

      "There are no shows this weekend because of the festival, thankfully." Radleigh swiped his hand across his eyes dramatically. "But I have back-to-back shows after that. I'll write them all on the calendar."

      "Thanks, Rad. Perfect."

      I shuffled through the remaining papers from Mr. Thompson’s package, and among a few loose photos and a tie-clip was a small yellowing envelope.

      With my name scrawled across it.

      In my father’s handwriting.

      I grasped the envelope, a shiver running through me.

      “Carrie? You okay?” Radleigh put down his sparkly pen.

      “There’s an envelope here. For me. I think it’s from my father.”

      Radleigh got up and came around behind me, placing a warm hand on my shoulder. “Well, don’t just sit there like a tumbleweed in a snowstorm. Open it!”

      My fingers shook as I opened the small envelope and pulled out a thin, folded paper. Unfolding it, I read one simple sentence.

      “Carrigan, if you are reading this, it means I failed, and they got to me. I love you and your mother. I’m sorry. Dad.”
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      I stood up suddenly, my chair skittering backward, nearly taking Radleigh out. The letter from my father slipped from my clammy hands and floated to the floor.

      “Carrigan! What…?” Rad spotted the letter, picked it up, and read it. “What does this mean?”

      I paced around the office, my mind ticking a mile a minute. “I’m…not sure, exactly. I mean…I think…”

      “Carrie. Sit down for the love of  Ru Paul, and tell me what’s going on?” Radleigh took my hand and led me to the small sofa. I sat and sighed heavily. Rad held my hand, looking into my eyes expectantly.

      “My father. He…died.”

      “Yes, honey, I know he did. A long time ago, isn’t that right?”

      “Yes. About…well, over fifteen years ago. A hit-and-run.”

      Radleigh gasped. “Oh, sweetheart, you never told me that! I mean, I knew he’d died prematurely long before we met, but I just thought perhaps his cholesterol was too high!”

      I sniffed out a laugh. “No. He was quite healthy. He was hit by a car when he was away on business in Portland.”

      “Did they ever catch the guy…?”

      I shook my head. “No. Never.”

      “Well, that’s a terrible shame. But if it was a hit-and-run, what’s this letter about?”

      I took the letter from Radleigh. Rereading it, the heavy burden of grief sat firmly in my belly. “I think it means he was murdered.”

      “Murdered! Are you sure?”

      I got up and started pacing again. “Yes, well, no. Not at all. I’ve just…had a feeling.”

      “A feeling? I suppose the authorities didn’t agree with your feeling?”

      I rolled my eyes and huffed out a breath. “No, not at all. ‘A clear case of hit-and-run’. Case closed faster than Blockbuster after Netflix became a thing.”

      “Oh, honey. That’s unfortunate. I hate to say it, but they could be right.” Radleigh spoke gently.

      I nodded my head. “I know, I know. But this letter–”

      “Tells a different story. Potentially. Let’s not let our imaginations run wild.”

      I grabbed a thumbtack from the bulletin board beside my desk and tacked the letter. “True. But…”

      “Have you ever talked to your dad? You know…his ghost?” Radleigh asked.

      I shook my head. “No. My abilities came in long after Dad passed. I sure wish I could talk to him now.”

      “That’s too bad, honey. But…if I could put my friend hat on here…perhaps it’s best to let the past stay in the past. At least for now?”

      I nodded, sitting at the table and pulling my notebook toward me. “Agreed. There’s not much I can do about it now. Let’s get back to it, Rad.” I smiled. “Thanks for listening.”

      “Anytime, sugar. Anytime.”
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      After finalizing Mr. Thompson’s funeral arrangements, we focused on the upcoming annual Historical Festival. As the organizer for this popular event, I took pride in showcasing Castle Point's rich history.

      As we chatted, the door to the back room swung open, and Morgana Critt—my mother and reason for needing therapy—swept in. Her high heels clicked against the tile floor. They sounded like a swarm of cicadas coming in for the kill—and caused a literal sweat of dread to fall down my back.

      She was dressed impeccably, as always, in a tailored light blue day suit and a string of pearls. "Carrigan, darling," she said, her voice dripping with saccharine sweetness. "I was just passing by and thought I'd pop in to see how you're doing."

      I forced a smile, bracing myself for whatever criticism or unsolicited advice she would offer. "Hi, Mother. We are just preparing for the festi⁠—"

      "Such fun!" she said, cutting me off.

      She looked me up and down disapprovingly over my simple black outfit and cardigan. "Carrigan, must you always dress so... frumpy? You're a funeral director, not a mourner."

      I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. "I'm dressed appropriately for the job, Mother. And besides, it's not like I'm trying to impress anyone."

      Mother's eyes twinkled mischievously. "Well, that has to change. I've arranged for you to go on a date with a lovely young man I met last week at the country club. He's a lawyer from Portland who's just come to town for the festival and to visit his mother. His name is Julian Ravenscroft, and he's absolutely to die for! I think you two would hit it off splendidly."

      Mother’s ongoing desire to marry me off to any man with a pulse never ended. "Mother, don't…"

      She waved a dismissive hand. "Oh, don't be so dramatic, Carrigan. It's just a little dinner. You could use a break from all this death and gloom, don't you think?"

      I exchanged a helpless look with Radleigh, who was trying his best to suppress a grin. "Mother, I appreciate the thought, but I'm not interested in dating right now. I've got too much on my plate with work. The Historical Festival opens Friday evening!"

      Mother sighed, shaking her head. "You're always so focused on your work, Carrigan. Don't you ever think about your personal life? You aren't getting any younger!"

      I took a deep breath and counted down from ten in my head, trying to keep my temper in check. "Of course I do. But right now, my work is my priority. And besides, I'm perfectly happy being single." My eyes flitted to the floor, hoping to hide the tiny lie.

      Mother looked unconvinced but succumbed. "Fine, have it your way. But don't say I didn't try."

      Mom spun on her tiny heel. As she did so, I glanced away, trying to hide my frustration, when my eyes locked with the letter from Dad tacked to the bulletin board. “Mother! Wait.” I pulled the letter from its place and showed it to her. “I found this in Mr. Thompson’s effects. It’s from Dad.”

      Mother snatched the letter from my hand and read it. Her eyes narrowed. A look I couldn’t quite pin down flitted across her face. “What of it?”

      I was gobsmacked. “What of it? Mother, doesn’t this seem…suspicious to you?”

      She waved it away. “Your father and old Thompson were always up to something. Pranksters. It’s a joke. Nothing more.”

      “Mother,” I struggled to keep my voice steady, “what if Dad's accident wasn’t an accident?”

      Mother tossed her head back and laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous! Your father was struck down by an idiotic driver–probably drunk–end of story. Why must you dredge this all up now? Have you no sympathy for my poor nerves?”

      I peered at Radleigh, who rolled his eyes. “Sorry, Mother, forget I mentioned it. Have a lovely day. And no more fix-ups!”

      With a final air kiss, she turned on her heel and exited the room, leaving a waft of heady perfume and me to wonder if I could ever convince her I was content with my life just the way it was.

      Sort-of.

      I mean, a boyfriend would be lovely. But I had Alfie. And my friends.

      Radleigh gave me a sympathetic pat on the shoulder. "Don't worry, Carrigan. Your Mom means well. She wants to forget the past as much as she wants you to be happy."

      I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “I know she does. But sometimes, I wish Mother would talk about my father more instead of sweeping his life under the rug, as much as I wished she would accept me for the mastodon I am!”

      Radleigh nodded and held up a hand. "Preach, sista! And, if it helps, I wish I had your height and stature. Finding gowns for my drag show would be so much easier! Now, let's focus on making this festival the best one yet. We've got a lot of work and little time to do it."

      I forced a smile, grateful for Radleigh's support. He was more than just an employee; he was a genuine friend. "You're right. Let's get back to it."

      We reviewed the festival logistics for the next few hours, ensuring everything was covered. Every detail, from vendor booths to food trucks, was too important to overlook.

      "Alright, Radleigh," I said, closing my notebook and standing up, towering over my gorgeous man-friend. "I think we've got everything covered. Let's get to it!"

      Radleigh stood beside me, a petite frame shadowed by mine. He beamed at me, his eyes sparkling with excitement. "You can count on it, darlin'. It's going to be a week to remember!"

      "I'm heading out for lunch with Trix. Would you like me to grab you something?"

      "Oh, yes, please! A Monty Cristo. In the flesh, if you can find him." Radleigh tittered.

      "I can manage the sandwich, Rad, not the man," I replied dryly as I headed out the door to the café.
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      The familiar jingle of the bell on the door announced my arrival at the Chatterbox Cafe. The cozy interior, with its checkered tile floor and vintage decor, always made me feel right at home.

      Eunice, town gossip and owner of the Chatterbox appeared at my side, a steaming mug of coffee in hand.

      "The usual?" she asked, her bright blue eyes sparkling with mischief. Sunlight gleamed off her bold red bouffant hairdo. I squinted down at her.

      "You know me too well," I replied, gratefully accepting the mug.

      My best friend Trixie spotted me from the seating area and waved enthusiastically. "Carrigan! Over here!" she called out, gesturing to an empty table by the window.

      Trixie, a mad crafter and crochet enthusiast, owned The Crafty Cauldron, the local arts and crafts store. She taught me and Radleigh how to crochet, which ‘hooked’ us, so now we have regular crochet sessions together, calling our little band of merry crafters ‘The Hookers.’

      I never tire of a good bit of wordplay.

      Trixie settled into the chair across from me, her blonde hair brushing the top of her shoulders in loose waves. She wore her signature floral leggings and un-matched top adorned with tiny hummingbirds. A crochet hook resting on one ear jutted out from her hair. I leaned over, snatched it, and handed it to her. She smiled, wrapped her hair up into a small bun, and secured the hook through the bun, holding it in place.

      "So, what's new with the 'Corpse Collector'?" she asked, sipping her herbal tea and crocheting. Trixie never went anywhere without
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