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I woke up to the delicious aroma of breakfast cooking. Even more delicious was the fact that I hadn’t made this breakfast myself. Grayson was a big fan of Southern breakfasts and had converted me from my measly repasts of cereal, toast, and bagels.

My orange-and-white cat was lying curled next to me, but I could hear him purring as he realized I’d woken up. He rolled onto his back and gave an enormous stretch, then an even bigger yawn. He sat up, staring groggily at me. I grinned at him. “You have bedhead,” I teased as I reached over to smooth down a tuft of orange fur that was standing straight up on his head like a horn. I climbed out of bed, stretching a little, too. I could tell Fitz was torn between running to the kitchen or staying with me. From what I could tell, sausage was in the making, which made it an especially difficult choice.

I headed toward the kitchen, and Fitz made his decision. He sprang out of bed and padded out behind me.

Grayson gave me a quick kiss when I walked in. “Bacon, eggs, and waffles okay?”

“I might go into a food coma,” I said. “But what a great way to go. Yes, all of those things, why not? I love being spoiled. What time did you wake up? It must have been a while ago. You’re even showered and dressed.”

“I didn’t sleep so well last night, so I was up around four.” He then set about feeding Fitz, who was wrapping himself affectionately and rather pointedly around his legs. Fitz gave him an appreciative look before delving into his canned food.

Grayson fixed my plate and his own. “If you’ll carry these into the sunroom, I’ll grab our coffees.”

The sunroom was our new favorite place for breakfast. We had a small table in the corner, big enough for two, and the chairs faced the backyard so we could watch the oak tree and the garden beds coming back to life as spring finally came. The windows ran nearly floor to ceiling on three sides, and in the morning the light came in at an angle that made everything look slightly golden. Fitz looked rather golden too, as he finished his breakfast and strode in from the kitchen to join us. He’d claimed the wide sill on the south-facing wall as soon as construction was over. He showed no sign of reconsidering his favorite spot. The room still smelled faintly of fresh paint, a not-unpleasant scent.

I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes before digging into fluffy scrambled eggs. “That couldn’t be enough sleep for you. Did you have a lot on your mind?” Grayson was editor and publisher of the local paper. “I didn’t remember you having a big story to cover.”

“I think it’s the fact I don’t have a big story to cover that’s the problem. Not that I want anything to go horribly wrong just to sell papers.”

“Maybe just a small crisis,” I suggested with a smile. “A loud pet that’s bothering an entire neighborhood. Perhaps a pet with a loudspeaker.”

Grayson laughed. “Or a rooster. One with things to talk about at 4 a.m.”

“And then the neighbors would have things to talk about with the police.”

We smiled at each other then spent a couple of quiet moments eating. I said, “I forgot to tell you that I found something yesterday while I was unpacking.”

Grayson and I had been working on combining our collections of books in our new library/den. I’d discovered my aunt had a couple of small boxes of my childhood books stowed in the attic. Unpacking them was a slow and joyful process, full of rediscoveries and memories.

“What did you find?” he asked as he polished off his waffle.

“My childhood copy of The Wind in the Willows. I’d written my name inside the cover and had a pressed four-leaf clover marking my favorite chapter.”

Grayson said, “Was your favorite part when Toad escaped from prison?”

“No, but now I know what your favorite is,” I said teasingly. “No, I liked the quiet scene in Badger’s cozy kitchen where they ate hot toast.”

“Very snug and safe. I remember that. Hey, I saw your Nancy Drew books in the library. So they were in the attic, too?”

I nodded.

Grayson said, “So you’ve been committed to solving mysteries since you were eight. It was practically predetermined.”

“Well, I guess I was more of a sidekick alongside Nancy. Like Bess and George were. Nancy was the star of the show. She was the one getting the bad guys.”

Grayson said, “And Nancy’s boyfriend.”

“Ned? I don’t think he even reached sidekick status. It was Nancy solving the mysteries. Ned was just there for emotional support. Or, possibly, decoration.”

A sunbeam made its way through Fitz’s window, and he closed his eyes in delight.

“Do you want me to come over to the library for lunch today?” asked Grayson. “It’s looking like it’s going to be a slow day for me at the office. Unfortunately.”

“Sure. How about noon? I can put the leftovers from last night into the breakroom fridge. That way, we don’t have to make sandwiches this morning.”

Grayson said, “Considering we’re having a pretty lazy and prolonged breakfast, that might be good.”

I looked at my phone and yelped. “It’s later than I thought.” I gulped down my coffee. “Better hop in the shower.”

“I’m heading out. I’ll see you for lunch. Hey, maybe we can eat outside today. It’s supposed to be nice.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said as I rushed away.

Although I was running late to be the one opening the library, it wasn’t actually late in the morning. In fact, it was still a good deal before eight. But when I was on the schedule to open up, I liked taking my time. Some of it was me making sure everything was orderly in there. I watered the plants, pushed chairs under tables, made sure the printer was giving some semblance of working. But I also liked simply being in the library when no one else was there. I loved being surrounded by books and the solitude. And I loved the sheer peace of the place. The library had always felt like a second home to me.

I drove toward the square where the library was located. It was a Carnegie library and a real focal point on Whitby’s town square with its Greek Revival style and ornamental lion decoration. Fitz was in his carrier in the backseat of my Subaru. The square, as usual that time of day, was quiet since most of the shops didn’t open until ten. I saw a couple of women walking in workout clothes, chatting with each other as they strode about. Grayson was right about it being a pretty day. The sun was shining a golden light on the old brick buildings.

The square hosted quite a few small businesses. One of them belonged to George Terry, a regular at the library’s film club. He was a typewriter repairman. You’d think it was the kind of job where business would be slow. That would certainly be the case if George were only relying on Whitby, NC clients. But he was always swamped with business from all over the country because of all the customers who reached out to him online.

As I drove up, I saw George was outside his shop, standing very still with his arms against his sides. He was staring toward the interior of the store.

I put my window down. “George? Everything okay?”

He turned, staring blankly at me. His face was gray.

I parked the car in a parallel spot and grabbed Fitz’s carrier since I was getting out. “George? What’s going on?”

He looked at me, but didn’t quite seem to see me. His voice was rough, “There’s . . . inside.” He couldn’t seem to finish.

His phone was on the ground near his feet, apparently dropped and forgotten. I picked it up and handed it to him. Then I walked past George, heading through the open door to the shop. In the dim interior, I could make out a bunch of typewriters, tools, and parts. Then I saw a shape on the floor that shouldn’t be there.
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I hurried closer to check for a pulse, but there wasn’t one. I took a deep, steadying breath. The man had been hit over the head with something, something that wasn’t lying around him. I had no idea who he was. In a town the size of Whitby, you tended to know or at least recognize most people, tourists aside. I walked back out of the shop where George was still standing. I wondered if giving him a job to do might settle him down. I picked up Fitz’s carrier, handing it to George. “Do you mind sitting in my car with Fitz? Here are my keys so you can turn on the a/c.”

I watched as George silently took the cat and the keys and headed to my car. Then I called Burton Edison, the chief of police and a friend of Grayson’s and mine.

“Ann?” he said. “What’s up?”

“Hey Burton.” I swallowed, my throat suddenly feeling very dry. “I’m at George Terry’s shop. There’s a body inside.”

Burton’s tone shifted from easy-going to a strictly business voice. “Got it. I’ll be right there.”

I walked over to see about George. He was looking slightly less gray, but definitely the worse for wear. He was a big, burly guy with a sturdy frame and usually a kind of crusty, tough, demeanor. I wondered if he was in shock and if I should call for an ambulance.

When I opened the car door and sat down, he looked at me. “You saw him too.”

I nodded. “Are you feeling all right, George? You’re not looking great. How about if I call for an ambulance? Maybe they need to check you out for shock.”

He was shaking his head immediately. “No. No, I’m okay.” He looked at me. “I just opened the door, Ann. That’s all I did. I opened the door and saw him.”

I was about to push again for someone to check him out when Burton showed up. He was actually on foot, since the police station was just yards away. He wore his uniform and a grim look on his usually kind features.

George pointed wordlessly to his shop, and Burton strode inside. It wasn’t long before he was back outside again, making a call on his phone, likely to the state police. He rubbed the side of his head as he spoke, then approached my car.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “How are you doing, George? Holding up okay? That had to have been quite a shock.”

Burton’s steadiness seemed to lend itself to George. “Yeah, I guess I’m doing okay. I sure wasn’t at first, though.”

“Do you know who that guy is?” asked Burton. “I didn’t recognize him.”

George nodded. “I do. I think I do. I didn’t look too close, you know. I just made sure he didn’t need a doctor. But he was past that point.”

Burton nodded.

A couple of deputies hurried up with crime scene tape. Burton briefly walked away to speak to them, rubbing his head again as he did.

“Okay,” he said when he returned. “Ann, you’re on your way to work, correct?”

I nodded. “But I can call Wilson and tell him I’m going to be delayed if you need me to.”

“No, no, that’s fine. Can you give me a brief overview of what you saw?”

“I was driving over to the library and saw George standing outside his shop. From the look on his face I could tell something was wrong, so I pulled over. He looked almost like he was in shock, Burton.”

“I’ve called an ambulance to give him a once-over. They should be here in just a moment.”

I said, “I walked into his shop to see what had happened and saw the body in there. I did feel for a pulse, but couldn’t find one. Then I joined George outside until you showed up.”

“Did you see anybody else in the area?”

I shook my head. “Only a couple of women walking for exercise.”

“Can you describe them? I may need to talk to them in case they witnessed anything.”

I did the best I could, considering it was a fleeting glimpse. Then Burton asked in a low voice, “Did George say anything to you? Tell you what had happened?”

“No. He said he’d walked inside the shop and found the body there. That was really it.”

Burton asked, “Did you recognize the victim?”

“I’ve never seen him before.”

Burton said, “Gotcha. Okay, thanks. You’re good to get to the library.” He was called away by a deputy and hurried off, right as an ambulance pulled up.

George had a long-suffering look, but consented to being checked out.

I got back into my car and pulled my phone out of my purse.

Grayson picked up a moment later. “Hey. Everything good?”

“Not great, no. You remember George Terry from film club?”

“Sure,” said Grayson. “Is he okay?”

“He found a body in his typewriter shop this morning. I saw him standing outside looking shaken up when I was driving by with Fitz.”

Grayson said, “What? That’s crazy. Did he know the victim?”

“I don’t know. Burton was talking to him when I left. I’m heading to the library now, but I wanted to let you know.”

“Yeah.” His voice was quieter. “Poor George.”

We hung up, and a minute later I’d unlocked the main door to the library and walked inside with Fitz, locking the door back behind me since it was still thirty minutes until we opened. Now I felt like I needed the relaxing ambiance with its smell of old paper and lemon polish more than ever. I emptied the outside book drop, activated the computers, printer, and self-checkout stations before making a lap watering the plants. Fitz yawned and padded over to a favorite spot near the front windows where the morning sun was the strongest.

A tap on the locked door startled me until I saw it was George. He was still looking pale, but his color looked to be coming back.

I quickly opened the door. “Come on in.”

We walked over to one of the round tables in the reading area and took a seat. “Sorry,” George said. “Hope I’m not taking you away from anything important. I just needed to talk to somebody.”

“No, I’ve gotten everything set up for the day. How are you holding up?”

George gave a short laugh. “Well, I’m not working today, that’s for sure. The cops have taped off the shop as a crime scene.” He rubbed his face. “I just cannot believe this is happening. Finding him in there was the shock of my life.”

“Do you have any idea who he was?”

George was quiet for a few moments. “Yeah, I sure do. He was Martin Vance. He was a dealer in vintage paper, typewriters, and ephemera.”

“I didn’t even know there was such a specialty.”

“You’d be surprised,” said George. “There are avid collectors for it. These people focus on paper goods, vintage office equipment, and literary estates. And this guy was particularly interested in typewriters.”

“As a dealer?”

George said, “Yeah, but also as a collector. Martin kept some of the typewriters for himself. He’d told me he’d been an English major before he dropped out to be a dealer. With that interest in literature, he owns a lot of typewriters used by writers.”

“I see,” I said. “So he’s looking for machines with provenance, not just pretty typewriters.”

“Exactly. Although he’s not opposed to a pretty machine, either. But for the bigger deals, he’d get an Underwood from a minor Southern novelist or a portable Hermes from a literary estate.”

“Was he new in town? I don’t remember ever seeing him before.”

George said, “He doesn’t live in Whitby now, but he grew up here. I think he bounced around to different towns before he ended up in Asheville. His sister still lives here in town. Martin moved away right after he dropped out of college.” He ran a hand through his hair, absently ruffling it so it stood straight up. “This is all bad, though. Burton and the state police were asking me a lot of questions. I couldn’t even answer them. I have no idea why Martin was in my shop.”

“He didn’t have a key or anything, I guess?”

George shook his head. “Nope. I have the only key. But I did leave a window on the back end of the building cracked. That must have been how he got inside.” He sighed. “Burton was asking me for an alibi. Of course, you know I live by myself. I was at home watching a movie.”

I smiled a little. “Anything film club should watch?”

I was glad to see George finally give a chuckle. “Not unless you think the gang would want to watch Tombstone. It’s a movie I’ve watched twenty times, so it’s like a comfort watch for me. Actually, I’m going to watch it again as soon as I get home. I need something to chill myself out.”

I glanced at my watch to make sure it wasn’t time to open the doors. Seeing I still had some time, I asked, “Martin didn’t have an appointment with you to see a typewriter or something?”

“Well, that’s where things get unfortunate. The kind of unfortunate that makes me a suspect. Martin was in town to buy a couple of typewriters from me. At the same time, I hear he was interested in some papers that belong to Dr. Cavett. So he was in town to see both of us. But I’ve got no idea why he’d break into my shop to steal typewriters.”

I remembered Dr. Cavett, an English professor at Whitby College. He’d taught me a class or two and wasn’t a young man at the time. He must be in his late 80s or early 90s by now. Dr. Cavett used to be a regular in the library to find research materials and attend lecture series, but I hadn’t seen him there for a while. I also seemed to remember him playing chess with Linus, one of my favorite patrons.

“I’m acquainted with the professor,” I said. “But I’m kind of surprised a dealer would be interested in buying his papers. Is Dr. Cavett well-known in academic circles?”

“Not that I’m aware of. But in the 60s and 70s, he exchanged letters with some famous Southern writers, Flannery O’Connor and Reynolds Price among them. Those letters are in his papers.”

That made a lot more sense.

George added, “A bigger problem for me was that Martin was pushing me to sell some vintage typewriters that my dad had acquired decades ago. He kept saying my dad had pieces that ‘belonged’ with certain collections. He acted like I was supposed to hand them over to him and be grateful for it.”

“He didn’t offer to buy them?”

George said, “He didn’t at first. I guess he thought I might want to get rid of clutter in the shop. Then, when he realized I wasn’t going to go for that, he finally made an offer.”

“Did you end up selling him the typewriters?”

“No, he was totally low-balling me. I couldn’t believe the offer he was making. I was actually really insulted.” George paused. “And Martin didn’t give up. I was at the coffee shop a few days ago, and he started pushing me again, right in public. I lost my temper even worse that time and raised my voice. I bet half of Keep Grounded heard me. I basically told him to stay away from my shop. That I wasn’t going to be doing business with him anymore. Now he’s dead in my shop, and I’m the one who looks guilty.”

“Nobody would think you’d kill Martin over typewriters, though,” I said. I knew George. He could be a crusty, gruff guy, but I couldn’t see him murdering somebody over some typewriters. “And Burton knows you. It’s not like he’s noticed any homicidal tendencies from you over the years.”

“Yeah, but the incident in the coffee shop really doesn’t help me out, Ann. Plus, my wrench is missing from my workbench. I’m guessing that’s the murder weapon,” said George grimly. “Of course, I didn’t notice it was gone when I first walked in because I was so focused on Martin lying on the floor. But when the cops were inside taking photos, I could see them through the window. I saw them photographing the workbench. The wrench I left there is gone.”

It definitely didn’t look great for George. But I’d known him for a while. He was the kind of guy who seemed tough but was a teddy bear on the inside. I couldn’t imagine him murdering somebody, even if he’d lost his temper. “Do you know if anybody else in Whitby had a problem with Martin? Maybe there’s somebody else who makes for a better suspect than you.”

George considered this. “Well, I’m thinking everyone who ever did business with him, probably. The guy burned bridges like it was a hobby. I mean, the fact I told him not to come around to the shop anymore shows how mad I was. I’ve made good money from Martin over the years.” He thought some more. “One person he rubbed wrong recently is Patty Ogilvie at the antique shop down the street. He claimed something she sold him was a fake and demanded a refund. She was spitting mad when she told me about it. She said Martin would regret it.”

“Anybody else?”

“Well, there’s Dr. Cavett.” George gave a short laugh. “But you know he’s old as the hills. I can’t see him killing Martin with a wrench. Although, I suppose his live-in caregiver might. She’s Diane something. Whenever I’ve seen her, she seems very protective of him.”

“Why would Dr. Cavett want to murder Martin?” I thought about my retired professor. I couldn’t imagine a more unlikely candidate for murderer.

George said, “Like I mentioned, Martin was in town to buy the professor’s papers and my typewriters. I heard through the grapevine, though, that the negotiations weren’t going smoothly with the professor. Considering what happened to me, I’m thinking Martin might have given Dr. Cavett a low offer, too.”

I glanced at my watch again, and George stood up from the table. “I better get going,” he said. “You’ll need to open the library. But Ann . . . I didn’t kill Martin. I know people are going to be gossiping about this around town. Can you maybe put in a word for me when they do?”
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“Of course.”

After George left, a few staff members came in, including Wilson, my director. He looked a little harried which, considering the early hour, seemed odd.

“Everything okay?” I asked him.

Wilson made a face. “Not really. My cousin Monty arrived last night for a visit. It was a rather unexpected visit.” He said it like he was reporting some sort of natural disaster.

“I’ve never heard you mention a cousin Monty before.”

Wilson said, “That’s because I prefer to pretend he doesn’t exist. Monty is a complete nightmare of a human being. He’s always experiencing a personal disaster and many of the personal disasters involve losing a job. He appears to be intent on destroying every system I’ve put in place in my home. Most recently, he consumed my meal-prep lunches.”

I blinked. “All of them?”

“Indeed. For the entire week, mind you. Now I shall have to forage for food for lunch each day.”

I hid a smile at the thought of Wilson as a woodland animal trying to glean food from the hillsides. “There’s Quittin’ Time right down the street. They make excellent sandwiches.”

Wilson blew out a sigh. “I suppose it’s a possibility. But again, I have these systems put into place to make my life easier. Monty is bent on destroying them.”

Suddenly, he peered more intently at me, apparently seeing something in my expression beyond my amusement at his cousin. “What is it, Ann? Is something wrong? It’s not that nefarious copier again, is it? I’m about to lose my religion over that thing.”

“No, it’s something else. You remember George Terry from film club, don’t you?”

Wilson nodded. “Naturally. He’s quite a regular, as I recall. Doesn’t he own that typewriter repair shop on the square?”

“That’s right. When I was on my way into work, I saw him outside the shop. An antiques dealer was dead inside.”

Wilson’s eyes grew big. “Murdered?”

“It looked like it, yes.”

Wilson shook his head. “I did see a bunch of vehicles over by the shop when I drove by. I wondered what was going on.” His phone rang, and he made a face. “I’d better take this. I’m sorry, Ann. Take some time off, if you need it.” With that, he hurried off to his office.

Just then, a slew of people came in through the library door, despite the early hour. A bunch of them were moms with toddlers. Right on their heels was Luna, my coworker. She gave me a brief wave before rushing off to open the community room and prepare for the storytime while the moms were browsing the picture books in the children’s area.

It had been kind of Wilson to tell me to take time, but I often found it was easier for me to deal with my emotions by staying busy. So I answered patron questions, helped a couple of people with our recalcitrant copier and printer, and worked on posts for the library’s social media accounts. Fitz was happy to help out with the social media and posed fetchingly for me. The posts that included Fitz always got more engagement.

A couple of hours into the day, Luna came over to the reference desk to talk to me. “I haven’t even had a chance to talk to you this morning. It’s been nothing but chaos in the children’s section. Do you know what was going on at George’s shop this morning? I saw a bunch of cop cars. It looked like forensics or something was over there, too. Is he okay?”

I gave her a quick overview of what happened. “You’re kidding,” she said, staring at me. “That’s crazy. I’m glad George isn’t hurt. Burton doesn’t think George was involved, does he?”

“Well, George isn’t under arrest. So there’s no evidence, even if Burton considers him a suspect.”

Luna shook her head. “I can’t imagine George killing anybody. Even if he did, he wouldn’t be so stupid as to murder someone in his shop. But I’m sure he’s got to be worried sick.”

“Obviously, this guy, Martin, broke into George’s shop and was probably planning on swiping a couple of typewriters he was interested in.”

Luna frowned. “What? He was going to steal broken typewriters?”

“Apparently, George doesn’t only have
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