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  Blurb


College librarian Doro Banyon discovers the body of her nemesis, Professor Hemet Corlon, near the card catalogues when she arrives for work. Evidence points to a terrible accident, but the new school security officer disagrees. Doro soon falls under suspicion—and she isn’t alone. More than one person wanted to see an end to the professor, whose old-fashioned ideas about a woman’s place is at odds with the new values of America in the 1920s.  But who made his departure permanent? In seeking answers, Doro joins forces with her best friend to solve the mystery of  the catalogued corpse. The campus security officer tries to take over the case, but Doro refuses take a backseat. Soon, the pair joins forces to catch a killer.
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  Author's Note


In this series, Doro Banyon is a college librarian with a Master's degree in library science from the University of Michigan. U of M began offering a course in bibliography during the 1870s. This was a forerunner to the school's library science programs, which began as summer offerings in 1918. By 1926, the school offered both Bachelor's and Master's degrees in Library Science. The master's program took two years to complete. By the time this book begins, some students would have just finished their coursework, but Doro has worked at Michaw College for two years, so I took literary license with the time frame for her degree.  
I also took license with the town of Michaw. There actually was a Mitchaw, Ohio. It was the birthplace of many of my relatives, including my dad. At its height, Mitchaw was an unincorporated village surrounded by farms. Like many other small, rural communities, it has disappeared as a separate entity. Now, it is part of Sylvania Township, and subdivisions have replaced some farms. The town never had a college, nor was it as large and bustling as Michaw in the Doro books. That is a big reason I dropped the "t" to change the spelling. However, Sylvania is a very real city. Since the 1920s, it has gone from a small village of around 2000 to a small city of 19,000. The township's population is approximately 50,000.







  
  Chapter One


Dorothea Banyon pulled her coat collar up, put her head down, and dashed into the swirling rain. The towering oaks and maples dotting the area between Wheaton Hall, the women’s faculty apartments, and College Hall were barely visible. She loved passing the familiar red brick building, the campus’ centerpiece, with its clock tower and ivy-covered walls. Most days, Doro took the winding path to the library, where she served as the first assistant. As a little girl, she had dreamed of being a student here. Then, after graduation, her goal had been to be a faculty member. Now, she was, but whether or not she could continue in that role remained to be seen. 
This blustery Tuesday, she planned to cut through the main building and get a brief respite from the storm. Sidewalks made slippery by wet leaves and numerous puddles impeded her progress. While galoshes kept her feet dry, they did not improve traction. Maintaining a professional appearance was mandatory, something the college president had emphasized at her recent evaluation. At twenty-five, she was the youngest faculty member at Michaw College, a small school in a rural Ohio town. Looking and acting older was wise. Slipping on the wet walkway and getting muddy was to be avoided.
A sigh escaped Doro as she darted inside. For a moment, she savored being sheltered from the storm. The autumn storm, at least. Another type of tempest continued to blow.
Yesterday, she and the head of the English department had clashed, and not for the first time. Since Professor Hemet Corlon planned to bring his senior seminar to the library this morning, she was heading to work early to ensure not one item was out of place, which was often one of his nitpicking complaints. Even a pencil laying on a table could evoke his wrath. So could a card catalogue drawer not neatly pushed into its nook. More than once the man had asserted that “girls your age ought to be married,” but the previous day’s contretemps had involved her role as the faculty advisor to a women’s group on campus.
The bell in the building’s tower chiming seven-thirty shook Doro out of her ruminations and sent her back into motion. She rushed down the corridor, back outside, and almost made it to the library entrance before running into anyone. Unfortunately, that someone was Dr. Samuel Winwood, Michaw’s president. He was as critical as Corlon, and both had strong opinions about a woman’s place, which was far away from a college campus. “Good morning, sir.”
His gray gaze swept over her. “Good morning, Miss Banyon. You seem to be in a hurry.”
Doro smiled and hoped it looked genuine. To her way of thinking, Winwood was a poor replacement for Thomas Adams, who had retired a year-and-a-half earlier after a ten-year stint at the college’s helm. Winwood’s sharp features always made Doro feel like he saw her as prey. Short and wiry, with coal black hair slicked back from his face, he resembled a panther that was ready to pounce. “I’m eager to start my workday.” Not exactly true, especially when facing Corlon was near the top of her agenda.
Winwood’s bushy black eyebrows lowered as the man emitted a harrumph. “I was not aware you started your day an hour early.”
“I don’t always.” As she studied the president’s stern expression, Doro wondered how much he knew about her run-ins with Corlon. Probably more than she would like, since the pair—along with two others—had come to Michaw together. The quartet, not fondly called the Fearsome Foursome by some faculty members, wanted to turn back the hands of time and return the college to its original all-male status. Doro was among the many Maples, alumni nicknamed for the school’s mascot, who disagreed. She fought her knee-jerk reaction to the man and his cronies. When Doro responded, she tried not to sound defensive. “I want to make sure things are in good order. Occasionally, some resource materials are moved from the reserve table to a nearby shelf. I want to ensure they’re all accessible to students and professors. Of course, I always want to be right on time at the reference desk.”
“I should hope so. Now, I have a meeting to prepare for, so I’ll be on my way.” With that, he strode off.
Briefly, Doro chastised herself for making such a paltry assertion. Of course, she was never late, because tardiness would be noted in her file, along with other reprimands from the past year. Petty complaints from Corlon mostly, and a few from Provost Otto Pottiger. Both men had mentioned her habit of having her students pull their desks into a circle instead of keeping them in rows. Doro found discussions flowed more smoothly that way, but Corlon and Pottiger criticized the set-up as too informal. Another criticism was directed at her bobbed hair. Both men referred to it as flapper style—a ridiculous observation, since women of all ages and levels had cropped their locks.
She shook off the gloom and rushed on. When she reached the library door, Doro was surprised to find it ajar. Had her boss come early, too? That was odd. Floyd Quartine would work late today, so she didn’t expect him until noon. Besides, if he was in the building, why hadn’t he secured the door? With rain blowing inside and creating a puddle, Doro moved forward. After she got out of her coat and galoshes, she would have to wipe up the floor. Otherwise, Professor Corlon would issue more complaints than usual. Annoyance filled her before she was ten feet into the building. Wet footprints created a trail in front of the circulation desk and toward the card catalogues, which were behind tall bookcases. Who had created such a mess? Surely not her boss, who held the library in high esteem and worked hard to maintain the space.
Fresh anxiety hit Doro. On Monday evenings, she locked up. Surely, she had secured the door. The mechanism was tricky, so perhaps it hadn’t engaged. Or the janitors had exited that way and left it unsecured. Doro hated to think about the building being open all night. What if some mischief makers had come along? Most of the students were pleasant young people, not prone to vandalism. But an open door might be too much to pass up, and some would see no harm in moving books around, yanking out drawers, and such. Doro braced herself for a mess. At least, she had time to get things restored to normal.
Nothing was out of order in the first section, so she moved on. After a few more steps, Doro froze in place. Lying on the floor near the tall card catalogue, with a plethora of cards scattered around him and one drawer near his head, was Corlon. Doro croaked out his name. “Professor Corlon. Professor Corlon.” When the man failed to respond, she closed the distance between them and bent over for a closer look. A tiny trickle of blood ran from his temple to his cheek. Had he taken a tumble and dislodged the drawer?
After several deep breaths, Doro took a better look. Abruptly, she realized the man wasn’t breathing. His slack jaw and arms akimbo sent fresh waves of shock crashing over her. He couldn’t be dead. Not from bumping into the catalogue. Could he? A mystery aficionado with a vivid imagination, Doro’s mind whirled as fast as her heart raced. Was this an accident? Or a murder?
Almost as soon as the questions arose, Doro pushed them away. If her parents were here, they would chuckle over her fanciful thinking. Her history professor father would say, “Read some nonfiction instead of so many whodunits,” while her mother would provide an alternative, “Why not try the classics, dear?” But they were no longer in Michaw. They were hundreds of miles away in Colorado. Before she got lost in how and why they had left, Doro focused on the scene before her. The drawers, constructed of solid oak, were heavy due to the many cards jammed into them. Just last month, a student had dropped one on his foot and suffered a broken bone. But had the drawer fallen on Corlon? Or had he tripped and tumbled against it? Or had someone used it as a weapon?
As she continued her perusal, Doro noted a stain on one corner. The sharp edge had the potential to do significant damage, and it clearly had.
After long moments and more deep breaths, she gathered herself together and went to the circulation desk. Professor Corlon had probably met with a tragic accident. She would not let herself think otherwise. Knowing it had to be reported, she reached for the candlestick telephone. Her hands shook as she picked it up and waited for the town operator to come on the line. In a quavering voice, Doro asked to be connected to the president’s office. When his secretary answered, Doro said, “Mrs. Jones, it’s Doro, and I need to speak with President Winwood right away.”
“I’m sorry. He’s getting ready for a big meeting. May I take a message, dear?”
Hearing the voice of her mother’s old friend eased some of Doro’s tension, but the response reminded Doro of her earlier encounter with Winwood. She would’ve liked to wait, but that seemed like a poor idea. Corlon’s students might come early, and they shouldn’t see his lifeless body by the card catalogue. “I’m sorry, but it’s an emergency. I really need President Winwood to come to the library right away.”
A pause preceded the woman’s reply. “He won’t like the interruption, but I know you wouldn’t insist if it wasn’t important, and you don’t sound like yourself.”
Doro didn’t feel like herself, either. When the tremors in her hands spread through her body, she leaned against the desk. “No, I can’t wait.” Mrs. Jones had worked on campus for several years. Prior to that, her husband had taught science at the college. When he had suffered a heart attack and passed on, his widow had needed a job. Dr. Ebediah Banyon, Doro’s father, had made sure she got one.
“Of course, dear. I’ll make sure he comes right away.”
Ten minutes later, President Winwood, his expression taut with fury, stomped into the library. “What in the world would make you insist I be called away when I am preparing for a Board of Trustees meeting tomorrow evening? President Adams might’ve jumped to your tune, since he and your father were friends. I will not. Keep that in mind, Miss Banyon. You may have a degree in library science, but you’ve got little experience. Considering how little, I would not have hired you.”
His tirade took Doro aback. The statements revealed what she had long suspected—the man wanted her gone—but now was not the time to argue. “This is an emergency, sir. If you’ll follow me, that will become clear.” Her voice still shook, but she got the words out.
His eyebrows rose. “Lead on.” The two words, clipped and cold, hit Doro like ice pellets. Without responding, she headed to the card catalogues. Before turning to them, she relented and provided a succinct warning. “It’s Professor Corlon. Evidently, he came early and had an accident.” Or encountered a killer.
“What?” Winwood shot Doro a sidelong glance before pushing past her.
She knew the moment he saw the fallen figure, because Winwood gasped in shock. Within a moment, he dropped to his knees and put his fingers against Corlon’s neck.
“He’s dead.” His usual rough voice trembled.
“That’s why I called your office. I was afraid he was.” Almost certain of it, but she had hoped the man was simply out cold.
The president’s eyes became slits as he stared at her. “Did you two argue again?”
The question, an accusation really, stunned Doro. “He was here when I arrived.” She gestured toward the trail of muddy water leading from the front door through the library to where the professor lay dead.
“Hemet would wipe his feet,” Winwood said.
The response opened a new avenue of consideration. Professor Corlon was fastidious, something Doro had forgotten in the shock of seeing him prone on the floor. His penchant for neatness led to him checking out every nook and cranny of the library whenever he visited and was probably a reason for his dislike of classroom desks being moved. Due to those facts, the man was unlikely to leave a mess in his wake. Had someone followed Corlon into the building? The idea made her heart skip a beat. “Maybe another person was with him.”
A harrumph escaped Winwood. “Someone who yanked a drawer loose, hit Hemet with it, and disappeared? That hardly seems likely.” His gaze narrowed on Doro, as if she was a specimen under a microscope. “You’ve been a thorn in our sides ever since we arrived on campus a year-and-a-half ago.”
For a moment, Doro stood in shocked silence. Was President Winwood suggesting she had clobbered Corlon with a catalogue drawer? “Surely, you don’t think I had anything to do with this…” Her voice trailed off as she gestured toward the body.
“That’s neither here nor there.” Winwood waved one hand in the air as he stood. “Our new security officer is on campus, even though he doesn’t start until Monday. I’ll have someone go to his quarters and get him.”
“Aren’t you going to contact Constable Lammers?” Doro asked in surprise.
Winwood’s nostrils flared with a sharp intake of breath. “Another friend of your father. One who should also retire. No. I don’t trust him to do an impartial investigation.”
Doro ground her teeth to hold back a sharp retort. “Mr. Lammers isn’t as old as Dad, who hasn’t retired himself. He’s teaching in Colorado. Wade Lammers has only been on the job here for a couple of years, but he has experience as a security man.”
“I understand about it being a second career for Lammers, but he’s only up to mundane tasks and then, only during daylight hours.”
Winwood’s comments were harsh—typical of him. “Wade has three young children to raise alone, which is why he left his railroad job. After his wife died, he couldn’t be gone for days on end. Besides, he provided security on trains. He’ll know how to proceed with this accident.”
“Accident,” Winwood repeated in a mocking tone. “We shall see. I’ll call the man, but I also want our new officer on the case. I’m going back to my office to contact them both. You need to come along.”
“Professor Corlon’s class will be here soon. I have to explain…” How was she going to do that, when she did not know exactly what had occurred?
“Put a note on the front door that class is canceled. I don’t want you staying here alone and tampering with evidence. Let’s get going.”
Doro wanted to protest that she had no reason to ruin evidence, but the president stalked off before she could. When he paused at the exit to scowl back at her, she rushed to the circulation desk, scribbled a missive, tacked it by the door, and reluctantly followed Winwood to his office.

      [image: image-placeholder]While Winwood holed up, Doro sat in the reception area with Mrs. Jones, who maintained a casual conversation. Doro was too shaken to fully respond.
Within twenty minutes, a tall man with dark brown, close-clipped hair strode into the office. His stern expression and squared shoulders gave him a military bearing. He had to be the new security officer, so Doro watched as the secretary greeted him.
“You got here quickly,” Mrs. Jones said.
“The person sent by President Winwood made it clear I needed to hurry,” he said in a breathless baritone. “The little apartment is nearby, but I needed to change clothes. I don’t have any uniforms yet.”
Doro studied his attire. Dark gray pants, a white shirt with a navy tie, and a fitted jacket all looked freshly ironed. Had he actually pressed his clothes before coming? If so, he’d been quick and thorough.
“Your uniforms should be here before your actual start date,” the older woman said.
“Thank you, ma’am,” was the man’s reply.
Before further conversation could ensue, Winwood stepped out of his office and thrust his hand at the newcomer. “Mallow, I’m glad you’re here. Let’s speak in private.” The president glanced at Doro. “Do not leave yet.”
Doro released a long sigh. She had not been in favor of hiring a campus policeman. The town of Michaw had a constable, which was more than sufficient since few crimes occurred, and even those were minor—occasional thievery was the chief complaint. As far as the college, the biggest case had been a stolen examination a few years back. Doro had helped to find the wrongdoers, which had not involved the local lawman. Solving the mystery had been challenging and intriguing. She would’ve liked to crack other cases—but none had occurred. Until now. And finding a dead body wasn’t intriguing. It was disturbing. Deeply disturbing.
Mrs. Jones’s voice broke into Doro’s thoughts. “Try to relax, dear. You look done in.” Sympathy glowed in the secretary’s gaze.
Upon their arrival, Winwood had provided the basic information to Mrs. Jones. His words had not been a blatant accusation, but the man had mentioned Doro knowing Professor Corlon would arrive early, and Winwood had highlighted a recent argument between the pair.
Doro, shaken to her core, had added nothing. Now, she said, “The professor and I have had cross words a few times. As for being aware of his early arrival, I was. But he was dead when I went to work.” Even to her own ears, she sounded defensive.
“Of course, he was. President Winwood is upset because they’ve been friends for years. He doesn’t think you hit Professor Corlon with a card catalogue drawer.”
Doro wasn’t so sure, since Winwood had been more accusatory than distraught. “I wish Constable Lammers would get here. The new guy seems…well, stiff and solemn.” She paused briefly. “I assume he’s the security officer.”
“He is,” Mrs. Jones replied. “The constable is probably making his rounds. He’ll undoubtedly be in his office by nine-thirty, as usual. I’ll contact him then.”
“Good.” Wade Lammers would investigate without bias. Doro wasn’t sure the same could be said for this new man—Mallow—who had been chosen by President Winwood, Professor Corlon, Dr. Vincent Jerritt and Provost Otto Pottiger. Winwood had hired the other three, who were old friends of his. Each one did the president’s bidding.
“Don’t look so worried, Doro. President Winwood likes to bluster and seeing his old friend and longtime colleague dead…well, that’s enough to upset anyone.”
The comments made sense, so Doro nodded. Her relationships with Professor Corlon and President Winwood had not proceeded smoothly because both found fault with her. She had long suspected why, and the president had confirmed it. He wanted to get rid of her, and probably other female faculty members. At least that was the grist ground out in the campus gossip mill. Her hands tightened into twin fists. Despite Winwood’s assertions, Doro was highly qualified for her job—more qualified than her supervisor because she held a master’s degree in library sciences while he had been an English professor.
“Miss Banyon,” Winwood’s voice cut into her reverie. Doro looked up to see the new security man, still looking solemn, behind the president. “We’re going back to the library. Wait a few minutes before you come along.” He turned to his secretary. “Keep trying the constable’s office. The man ought to be at work soon.”
“Of course,” Mrs. Jones replied in her usual cordial voice.
Doro figured the woman wanted to ease the situation and, while she appreciated the effort, it didn’t work. At least, it didn’t for Doro, whose insides were in tight knots. She jumped to her feet, but Winwood and Mallow were already in the hallway with the door closing behind them. “I don’t see why I can’t go along.”
“President Winwood must have his reasons. It would be best to wait like he wants you to do.”
Following his orders rankled her, but Doro sat back down and passed the next few minutes chatting with Mrs. Jones. Later, she had no idea what they had discussed. Her head was filled with Corlon’s death and Winwood’s accusations. After repeated glances at the wall clock, she saw five minutes had passed and rose again. “It’s been enough time, I think.”
Mrs. Jones nodded. “Take a few deep breaths on your way, dear. And remember, you’re a valuable faculty member at this college. President Winwood hasn’t been here long enough to realize that fact. When he and his colleagues see how much you and other women contribute to the school, he’ll change his stance.”
She didn’t point out that Winwood had been at Michaw College for more than a year, which was plenty of time to notice Doro’s qualifications and contributions. Nor did she think the man would change his mind about higher education being wasted on women, who belonged at home—according to him and the rest of the Fearsome Foursome. “Thank you.”
Doro breathed deeply as she hurried back to the library but overcoming her anxiety was impossible. President Winwood had accused her of murder. Was he now convincing Officer Mallow of her guilt? A shudder ripped through her as she rushed on.






  
  Chapter Two


When she arrived, the two men were at the circulation desk. 
As she drew alongside them, President Winwood spoke. “This is Officer Everett Mallow, who will investigate the crime. Officer, Miss Banyon found the body.”
Doro bit her tongue to keep from asking about Constable Lammers, who should be in charge instead of this young usurper.
Mallow nodded as he retrieved a notepad and a pencil from his jacket pocket. “I want to hear what happened from when you walked into the library until you saw the professor, Miss Banyon. The exact time of your arrival is important, too.”
“Perhaps we could sit down in my office,” Doro said, “instead of standing in front of the circulation desk.”
The officer shifted from one foot to the other, but his expression remained solemn. “I don’t have all that many questions, miss.”
Didn’t the man understand her shock and uneasiness? Should she admit to feeling shaky? Not to Mr. Starched Shirt. And his shirt, peeking out above his jacket, was starched. The material looked stiff enough to stand upright on its own. Details about the newcomer had not reached her. But he was nothing like Wade Lammers, the town constable, whose shirts were clean but rarely ironed. But Wade was always relaxed and affable. Officer Mallow appeared to be his exact opposite. Was that part of the reason Winwood and company had chosen him?
“I’ve alerted the provost, along with the head librarian, who should arrive soon. It might be best if you availed yourself of a quiet place to interview Miss Banyon,” the president said.
“Of course,” Mallow said.
“My work area is over there.” Doro pointed to the corner. The space afforded to her was tiny, but private.
Mallow turned his head to follow her gesture, revealing his strong profile. Without his gaze on her, Doro noticed his good looks—dark brown hair that might have waved if it wasn’t so short, slightly tanned skin, crystal silver eyes, and ebony lashes any woman would envy. Too bad arrogance rolled off him in waves. Not that she was interested in flirtation or courtship. She planned to be a career woman.
Mallow turned to the president. “I want to talk with anyone else who was in the area this morning. Witnesses can lead to a quick solution.”
“I’ll arrange for them to come here, Everett,” President Winwood assured him.
Using the officer’s first name indicated a level of familiarity that only escalated Doro’s anxiety. Had Mallow worked at the president’s previous institution? How well did they know each other? Was the new officer beholden to him?
“Thank you.” Mallow pointed to Doro’s desk. “Lead the way, miss.”
Doro picked up her voluminous leather bag, a high school graduation gift from her parents, which was still on the counter. Before she took a step, Mallow spoke again.
“What’s that?” he asked.
“My bag.” Wasn’t that obvious?
“I’ll need to go through it,” Mallow replied.
The idea set Doro’s teeth on edge. “Student papers are in it. I need to grade them.”
“You teach along with being a librarian?” Mallow inquired.
“I do,” Doro said.
For a moment, he waited, as if expecting to hear more. “What do you teach?” he asked.
Doro released a pent-up breath. “A course on the mystery novel.”
A harrumph left Winwood. “The former president held a loose rein and approved classes that lack substance. Miss Banyon teaches one of them.”
Mallow’s attention riveted on Doro. “Do you fancy yourself an armchair detective?”
The question ignited her anger, which she held in check with effort. “We examine the structure of novels, assess the plots, review character development, and evaluate the mysteries.” Doro did not add how much she personally enjoyed untangling whodunits, since that would only reinforce playing armchair detective.
“The books are hardly classics,” Winwood put in. “Students would be better off studying Shakespeare, Chaucer, and the great poets like Robert Browning and Lord Tennyson.”
Doro noted the absence of women writers but withheld comment. She didn’t need to draw more of Winwood’s fire.
“I’m not in a position to judge the content of courses,” Mallow said, before turning back to Doro. “But I’ll need the bag.”
She thrust it at him before pivoting on her heel and stomping to her office. Once inside, she pointed to one of the two chairs facing her desk. “Please sit down.” After settling in herself, Doro folded her icy hands in her lap. Officer Mallow, his handsome features schooled, offered not a jot of commiseration or compassion. Maybe he was accustomed to seeing dead bodies, although he was too young to have served in the Great War, which had ended in 1918, ten years earlier.
“Miss Banyon, what time did you arrive for work?” Mallow asked.
“Shortly after the tower clock chimed seven-thirty.”
“I see. The library doesn’t open until eight-thirty. Why so early?” His gaze riveted on her.
The query sounded accusatory, which had Doro shifting restlessly in her hard chair. Surely, the man did not suspect her. Or had Winwood slanted information to make Doro look bad? The possibility increased her anxiety, while she also wondered about being forthright. Her main reason for arriving early was to ward off criticism from Professor Corlon by ensuring every nook and cranny of the library was in pristine order. If she admitted as much, would the officer ask if Doro and Corlon didn’t get along? Not that Winwood probably hadn’t bent Mallow’s ear. Since she did not want to reveal the extent of their conflict, Doro formed her reply with care. “A class was scheduled to be here shortly after opening, and I wanted everything to be ready for them.”
He jotted a few notes before looking directly at Doro. “Do you come over an hour early for every class visit?”
His tone and expression revealed doubt. Since Mallow could easily discover she didn’t, or maybe he already knew, Doro answered honestly. “Not always.”
“Only for certain professors? Ones who don’t think unqualified young women should be on the faculty?” His deep voice held an edge.
The two questions hung like a dense fog between them. Evidently, the president had shared details. Mallow’s tone and expression gave away nothing of his own perspective. “I have a master’s degree in library science from the University of Michigan, Officer Mallow. I completed the program in one year, because I worked hard. As for being young, I’m twenty-five and I doubt if you’re much older.”
Color formed two splotches on his lean cheeks. “I’m twenty-six.”
His candor surprised Doro, who found herself at a loss for words.
Mallow did not suffer the same issue. “Professor Corlon sat in on my interview and made no objection to my youth. Neither did the others on the hiring committee.”
The admission did not ease Doro’s mind. If anything, her trepidation escalated. The Fearsome Foursome had hired this man. Would he be their stooge? “Did you know President Winwood before being hired?” Although the question might seem impertinent, she wanted to know.
For a moment, Mallow looked baffled. “No. I never met anyone on the hiring committee until I was interviewed.”
“Just curious,” she murmured. “President Winwood is relatively new here, and he brought several others with him. Professor Corlon was one of them.”
“I know,” he replied.
When Mallow said no more, Doro wondered what else he knew. Or what he had been told by Winwood, Corlon, Pottiger, and Jerritt. A period of silence ensued before the officer broke it.
“From what I’ve heard, you grew up around campus.”
“I grew up in Michaw. My father was a history professor here for almost two decades. He left for a job in Colorado several years ago.”
“And you stayed.”
Doro lifted her chin. Was he so old-fashioned that he thought young women belonged at home with their parents until marriage? “I was a senior, so I finished here before going to library school. Only a handful of colleges offer advanced degrees for librarians. When I completed mine, I was offered a position at Michaw. Since my grandmother lives in Sylvania, which is only a few miles away, I took the job. We have no other family in the area. If I left, she’d be here alone.”
“And she doesn’t want to leave her hometown,” he suggested in a softer tone.
“Not after seventy years,” Doro replied.
Mallow nodded. “Understandable. As for the case, President Winwood said you and the professor often clashed.”
“I wouldn’t say often,” Doro replied. Only whenever they crossed paths.
“What would you say?” he asked.
Doro stared at the top of Mallow’s head as he bent to scribble more notes. Queasiness had roiled inside of her since running across Corlon’s body. She had barely held it at bay when President Winwood levied his veiled accusations. Now, it churned into biliousness. How could she explain without sounding callous? “Professor Corlon and I have disagreed on a few matters. For one, he didn’t like that the library meeting rooms are booked up for the rest of the term.”
Mallow’s brow furrowed as he looked back at her. “Why did that bother him?”
“He formed a committee to review all of Michaw’s longstanding policies. The group has three members, so they could get together many places. But he insists college business should take precedence over student organizations. I’ve repeatedly told him we make reservations at the beginning of the term. He didn’t ask until three weeks later.” Doro squared her shoulders. “I will not banish students for a handful of disgruntled employees.”
His frown deepened. “Disgruntled?”
Wishing she could substitute another word was futile, so Doro plunged ahead while silently admonishing herself to think before speaking. “As I mentioned, a few folks want to review college policies. I don’t know how familiar you are with Michaw, but it became a progressive institution under President Adams. Women were admitted and employed in significant numbers. That’s been the case for over a decade.”
“I’m aware of those facts.”
Did he agree with Winwood and his followers about taking the school back to its roots? Founded in 1880, Michaw College had been “men only” for over thirty-five years. When Thomas Adams took the reins in 1916, after being a Michaw professor for many years, he had wanted to move the institution in a more modern direction. While a few professors had objected, most—like Doro’s father—were enthusiastic about the change. After war was declared in 1917, the idea became popular as many students and employees went into the military, leaving empty spaces across campus. Dr. Adams found almost no opposition to his plan when the school was on the brink of closure. “Most alumni, students, and employees want things to stay like they are now. I’m not alone.” Doro knew she was babbling, but what she said was true.
“I didn’t say you were.” His tone matched hers in terms of defensiveness. Mallow cleared his throat. “Let’s get back to the case. I assume the library was locked last night, but Professor Corlon got in. I didn’t note any forced entry. Did you when you arrived?”
“No, but he has a key to the library. All the department chairs do. You can ask any of them.”
Mallow looked up. “I’ll speak with them.”
Eager to end this interview, Doro asked, “What other questions can I answer, Officer?”
He looked back at his notepad. “You followed the wet footprints to the bookcases and made some of your own.”
“I wiped my feet on the doormat, so I left very few prints and no water,” she replied. “But yes, I went toward the puddles. The front door was ajar, which is unusual. It’s never happened before today.”
“You laid your bag on the counter, right?”
“I did because it’s heavy. I didn’t want to haul it along while I looked to see who sloshed water and mud around.” Why was he asking about something so mundane? Doro did not have to wait long to find out.
“From the wound on Professor Corlon’s head and the position of his body, his attacker snuck up behind him, most likely from the circulation desk side of the library, but maybe from the other way, which I understand leads to a back door.”
The last observation surprised Doro. “I didn’t look beyond his body. Were there muddy prints that way, too?”
A moment’s hesitation preceded his reply. “There were.”
“As I said, I wiped my feet,” Doro repeated, “and I didn’t go toward the back door.”
Mallow looked up from his notepad to study her face. After a long moment, he continued. “What did you do after putting your bag down?”
Hadn’t she made her actions clear? Or was the man trying to trip her up? When Doro replied, her voice trembled. “I followed the footsteps and found Professor Corlon. At first, I thought he was unconscious. When I couldn’t rouse him, I realized he was dead.”
“Take your time, Miss Banyon. I understand how difficult this must be for you.”
Her gaze shot to his face, where sympathy softened his handsome features. Mallow might be stiff and starched, but he wasn’t completely devoid of empathy. “I was stunned when I realized he wasn’t just out cold. For a bit, I wondered if he’d accidentally hit his head.”
For long moments, his steady gaze stayed on her. Finally, he jotted something down and spoke again. “The catalogue drawers are all easy to pull out from what I could tell.”
“They are. Students take them to tables for sorting. Otherwise, a jam can occur in front of the cabinets.”
“That makes sense. Do they ever fall out on their own?”
The question seemed odd, but Doro answered. “No, never that I know about.”
“So, accidentally dislodging one isn’t likely.”
“It isn’t,” she admitted with reluctance, “which means someone used the drawer as a weapon.” Would he confirm her supposition?
Silence echoed in her small office before the officer replied. “If you teach a course on the mystery novel, you know a blow to the head has to be forceful to kill someone.”
She leaned back in her chair and wrapped her arms around her waist. “Fiction writers sometimes play fast and loose with the facts.”
“Sometimes, they do,” he replied, “but wouldn’t you point those instances out to your students?”
“I do. So, I guess it was wishful thinking that Professor Corlon suffered an accident.”
A shrug lifted one shoulder. “I’m still very early in my investigation, so I won’t rule anything out yet.” He tapped his pencil against the notepad. “Let’s go back to the student groups using library rooms, so Professor Corlon couldn’t.”
Doro yearned to say the college existed because of students. She resisted. “All right.”
“What organizations got preference over faculty members?”
The question annoyed Doro, who had already explained library policy. Once again, her stomach churned. Doro was the faculty advisor for the chief women’s group on campus. President Adams had approved the organization, but Winwood wanted to disband it. His friend Corlon was in the same camp. Doro, and some other female faculty members, believed it was a step toward returning the school to its original men-only status.
“Miss Banyon? The meetings?”
Doro cleared her throat and stared directly into his silver-gray eyes. “The Young Women Voters for Equality and Justice.” She thought his gaze widened before the thick, dark lashes swept down and his focus went to his notepad.
“Never heard of it.”
“No, I don’t imagine you have.” Doro didn’t keep the antipathy from her voice. She didn’t even try. Many men looked askance at the group and others like it.
He looked back at her. “I don’t have a college education, miss, but I read widely, and I was a policeman. I’m aware of many ladies’ groups who fought for the vote, and others who are devoted to female rights. Just don’t know about yours.”
Doro studied his face. Reading his schooled features proved difficult, as difficult as figuring out how he felt about women’s rights. Prior to the Nineteenth Amendment being passed and ratified, many suffragettes had been harassed, beaten, and arrested at peaceful marches. Had Mallow been one of the policemen involved in harming the women? The officer would have been young, but he could have been a lawman when the voting rights movement was in its final swing. “It was formed on campus for students and female faculty. We haven’t marched elsewhere, so you wouldn’t have seen us in your work.”
His brow furrowed. “In my work?” Confusion filled his voice.
Was he feigning ignorance or making fun of her? “The police were at all the suffragette marches. Most groups had banners and sashes with their names. This entity didn’t exist until a couple of years ago.”
“Women have had the right to vote since 1920, which is the year I graduated from high school. I wasn’t a policeman until I turned twenty-one. I left the department a year later to work for the Prohibition Bureau.”
The comment surprised her. “You were a federal agent.”
One corner of his mouth lifted a fraction. “Technically, I still am. My resignation won’t be effective until Monday, when I officially begin work here.”
Surely, he couldn’t be about to smile. Doro gazed at him. “I see.” The two words came out sounding like criticism, but she had only meant to make an observation. She opened her mouth to explain, but Mallow reacted first.
His amusement faltered. “If you see me
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