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      I couldn’t remember when I had last been so excited. I had closed on the new house I had bought from my twin sister, Rebecca, and her husband. They were Amish and I was not, but after my husband divorced me to marry a much younger woman, I had lived in the apartment over Rebecca’s cupcake store with two elderly ladies, Eleanor and Matilda, and their cat, Mr. Crumbles.

      Now Matilda, Eleanor, and Mr. Crumbles were moving into my new house with me, and I couldn’t be happier. I was smiling widely to myself when Rebecca burst through the door of her store. “Sorry I’m late, Jane.”

      I looked at my watch. “You’re not late. The shop doesn’t close for another three hours.”

      Rebecca made a clicking sound with her tongue. “Of course I’m late. This is your first day in your new house, and I wanted you to have time off to enjoy it. It’s just that I promised to help Mrs. Graber, and it took longer than I thought it would.”

      I waved her concerns away. “I work for you, Rebecca. I’m not going to shirk my duties just because I’ve bought a house. Besides, Eleanor and Matilda went to the house this morning. They said they’d get it ready for me.” A small tingle of apprehension ran up my spine.

      “Did you have many customers?”

      I shook my head. “A steady stream, but I wasn’t overwhelmed.”

      Rebecca pointed to the door. “Off you go!” Her tone was firm.

      “But, but,” I sputtered, but Rebecca would hear none of it.

      She put her hands on her hips. “I insist!”

      I didn’t need telling twice. “Denki, Rebecca.” I hurried out of the door and strode to my car. This was the first house I had ever owned—well, the first house I had owned all by myself, no cheating husband involved.

      What’s more, I wouldn’t be lonely, not with Eleanor and Matilda. The house was far bigger than the apartment we had shared above the cupcake store, so I wouldn’t be in for any surprises living with them. I hoped not anyway. Mr. Crumbles—he was another matter. That cat was full of surprises.

      I brought the car to a stop and jumped out, smiling once more as I looked at my house. It was all white with a big porch and stood on the adjoining land to my sister and her husband’s farm. They had been only too happy to sell it to me when their renters had given notice. That had coincided nicely with the arrival of money owed to me from my former marriage. The house was in good condition and solidly built, and what’s more, it had electricity unlike other Amish-owned houses in the area. I was glad Englischers had rented it for years.

      I looked over at the herb garden and the vegetable garden, and then all but skipped up the porch steps. I flung open the front door and gasped.

      Eleanor and Matilda had decorated the house. It wasn’t at all my style. I stood there with my mouth open, wondering where they had gotten all the furniture. Over to one side was a leather Chesterfield couch, but instead of being in the typical Chesterfield colors of brown or black, this one sported the brightest floral pattern I had ever seen. I almost needed sunglasses to look at it. Opposite it was a huge wooden table with a slab of marble on the top.

      A huge chandelier hung from the ceiling. It looked antique. I was certain it hadn’t been there before. Bright purple curtains hung from the windows opposite me. I wondered whether Eleanor and Matilda were both color-blind. That was when I turned around and saw what was on the far wall.

      I couldn’t believe my eyes. Swords and daggers and guns covered the wall, collectively forming some bizarre type of decoration. They hadn’t been in the apartment—not as far as I knew—and I wondered where they had been hiding them.

      Matilda walked into the room. She let out a scream when she saw me. “Eleanor, she’s here!” she yelled. To me, she said, “You’re early.” Her tone was accusatory.

      I rubbed my temples. “Yes, I know you wanted to surprise me, but…” My voice trailed away.

      “Well, you have surprised us,” Matilda said.

      It was then I noticed she was covered in soapsuds. I heard a sound like someone being strangled. “Is there somebody else here?” I asked her.

      Matilda looked aghast. “Somebody else here? Have you taken leave of your senses, Jane?”

      “Very probably,” I admitted. I hurried over to her, but she barred the doorway. After some jostling with elbows, I managed to push past her. The noise was coming from the main bathroom.

      I flung open the bathroom door to see Eleanor sitting in the bath with a goat.

      I thought perhaps I was having a nightmare, a rather bad nightmare. Surely, this couldn’t be happening. “Eleanor, why are you in the bath with a goat?”

      “I didn’t do it deliberately,” she said rather crossly. “I was giving the goat a bath. She resisted, and I fell in.”

      The goat let out another mournful sound.

      I took a deep breath. “Why on earth are you shampooing that goat? And isn’t it one of those wild goats?”

      “Gigi was a wild goat, but we are training her, aren’t we, Matilda?”

      Matilda nodded enthusiastically. “She’s the tamest of the wild goats.”

      Some time ago, Matilda and Eleanor had rescued fifteen wild goats for a petting zoo at a fundraising event and had subsequently boarded them on my sister’s farm. The wild goats had caused no end of trouble, and my sister and her husband were thrilled when I said the goats could live with me. After all, the house came with several acres.

      “Why are you washing the goat, anyway? And more to the point, why are you washing a goat in my bathtub?”

      “Where else would we wash her?” Eleanor frowned so hard, her eyebrows met and formed a unibrow. “Don’t worry, we didn’t use your shampoo and conditioner. We bought some specially.” She pointed to the bottle at the foot of the bath.

      I tiptoed across the soaked bathroom floor and picked it up. The label proudly announced, ‘Premium Shampoo for Goats.’ I was shocked. “They actually make shampoo for goats? Who in their right mind shampoos goats?”

      Eleanor appeared quite offended. “We entered Gigi in the goat show.”

      Well, now I had heard everything! I folded my arms over my chest. “You can’t put that goat in a show! Goats need pedigrees and everything like that. People breed them carefully for years. You can’t put any old goat in a goat show.”

      “They introduced a new class this year,” Matilda said from behind me.

      I turned around halfway so I could keep an eye on both her and the goat. I didn’t want any more surprises.

      She pushed on. “The class is called Any Other Variety. They did it to allow anybody to enter any type of goat, because the goat society was trying to get the general public interested in showing goats.”

      Eleanor nodded, causing bits of soapsuds to fly from her hair. “And what a good idea it is too. Matilda, could you hand me that blue rinse?”

      Matilda handed Eleanor a bottle of blue liquid, and she wasted no time pouring it over the goat. I expected the goat to object, but now she seemed to be enjoying the attention.

      At that point, I was very pleased that the house had an en-suite bathroom and that the goat was being washed in the main bathroom. “About all the furniture,” I began.

      Matilda interrupted me. “We had it in storage for so many years and now it can see the light of day. Isn’t it wonderful!”

      “That’s one word for it,” I said. “And what about all the guns on the wall?”

      “They don’t work,” Matilda said cheerfully. “They’re only for show. But don’t worry. The katanas and daggers can certainly be used as weapons. They make a lovely and useful display too, don’t they?”

      I clutched my head with both hands. I was beginning to regret buying the house and wanted to go back to the apartment. I staggered out of the bathroom and headed for the kitchen. I needed to make myself a nice cup of hot meadow tea. I had been raised Amish and left the community after my rumspringa. Some of the Amish ways had stuck with me, such as considering hot meadow tea to be soothing.

      I found Mr. Crumbles sitting under the kitchen table. “I think I should get under there with you.”

      Matilda walked into the kitchen. “Jane, you’re worrying about nothing.” She shook her head and frowned. “It must be the excitement of seeing how beautifully we decorated your house, and the shock of owning your own home and all these lovely acres filled with our goats. And don’t worry about us taking the goat to the show. It’s only a goat show. What could go wrong?”
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      When we arrived at the goat show, I sat in the car, my hands trembling. I had no idea Matilda and Eleanor intended to transport Gigi in my car. I had expected they would hire a goat or livestock transport company. The goat had tried to escape from my car the entire way to the goat show, which had made driving difficult. I’d had to drive slowly to be safe, despite Matilda and Eleanor loudly and insistently urging me on.

      As it was, we had arrived at the goat show plenty early. I took a deep breath and watched as Matilda and Eleanor did their best to encourage the goat to walk into the exhibition building. Just as they had almost reached the entrance, a well-dressed woman walked in front of them. She waved her arms. Even from the distance, I could tell she was angry.

      Matilda managed to get the goat to walk around the woman, even though the woman kept trying to jump in front of Gigi.

      I jumped out of the car and ran to their assistance, but the woman left.

      “What was that incident with that woman?” I asked them.

      “It was some stuck-up, irate woman who said we shouldn’t bring a goat like that to the show,” Eleanor said. “I told her Gigi was entered in the Any Other Variety class, but that didn’t make her any happier.”

      “Don’t let that worry you now,” Matilda said. “Have positive thoughts. What that woman said was simply her own opinion.”

      Eleanor nodded and maneuvered Gigi inside. Goats were everywhere: white goats, multi-colored goats, chocolate colored goats with white markings, and black goats with white markings. None of them looked anything like Matilda and Eleanor’s wild goat, but then again I hadn’t expected that they would.

      I looked up to see Eleanor and Matilda struggling with Gigi. Other goat owners were looking on, their jaws gaping open.

      Finally, they managed to get Gigi into a pen. The other goats were all standing politely in their individual pens while their owners fussed over them and groomed them. Eleanor and Matilda were hanging tightly onto Gigi.

      I walked over to them. “Gigi doesn’t look anything like the other goats,” I said in the most even tone I could muster. At least the smell was pleasant—the combined fragrance of hay and heavily scented shampoo permeated the air.

      Eleanor’s eyebrow shot skyward. “Of course not. She’s in the Any Other Variety class. We told you that.”

      The lady in the next pen apparently overheard because she leaned over to us. “This is a dairy goat show,” she said with a chuckle.

      Eleanor nodded to Gigi. “Isn’t this a dairy goat?”

      The woman chuckled again. “No, definitely not. She’s a crossbred goat, probably a combination of fleece and meat goats.”

      “Someone wouldn’t eat Gigi, surely?” Eleanor said in alarm.

      “I’m Francis.” The woman stuck out her hand.

      “That’s a pretty goat you have there,” I said, shaking her hand.

      Francis beamed from ear to ear. “Yes, her name is Splendiferous Farms Lady Prudence. She’s in the junior goat class.”

      I stared at the goat. “What type of goat is she?”

      “She’s a Toggenburg. They’re the brown ones with white markings.” Francis gestured to pens beside her filled with large and substantial-looking goats. “Next to these Toggenburgs are Alpines, and in the pens beyond are Saanens. They’re the white ones.”

      “What breed are those multi-colored ones with droopy ears?” I asked her.

      “Nubians. And over the back are the LaManchas, the Oberhaslis, and the Dwarf Goats.”

      Something puzzled me. “Why is there an Any Other Variety class at this show? I mean, Matilda and Eleanor told me it was to encourage people to become interested in goat showing, but wouldn’t it be an Any Other Variety class for dairy goat breeds only?”

      Francis shook her head. “There is no other variety of dairy goat outside the classes here. The Any Other Variety class was introduced so farmers could bring maybe an Angora goat or a Cashmere goat. It’s not a recognized, serious class, of course. I don’t think it was meant for crossbred goats, although your goat is obviously full of character,” she added kindly, although I’m sure that wasn’t what she really thought. “Have you had your goat for long?”

      Matilda shook her head. “We’re still trying to teach her to lead.”

      Francis was visibly disturbed. “Oh, that’s not good. The judges expect them to lead very well. All the show goats are very well behaved, just like dogs at a dog show. They all have to walk around politely and then stand for the judge.”

      Matilda and Eleanor exchanged glances. “You don’t have to enter Gigi in the show. We can always go home,” I said hopefully.

      Eleanor was visibly put out. “We’re not going home. Besides, I haven’t seen any other goats that look like Gigi, so maybe she’s the only entrant. That means we’ll get first prize.”

      “That’s cheating!” Matilda exclaimed.

      Eleanor’s face flushed beet red. “How is it cheating, Matilda?”

      Thankfully, Francis interrupted them. “I did see some Cashmere goats on my way in. Never mind—don’t expect to win at your first show.”

      “Do you think you will win?” Matilda asked her.

      “I certainly hope Prudence will win her class. She was Reserve Champion Toggenburg at her last show, which was bigger than this show. The only thing is, Gemma Calhoun’s goat, Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine, always wins Grand Champion.”

      “Does she win Champion Toggenburg goat or champion of all the goats?” I asked her.

      “Both,” she said with a sigh. “She always wins her class and then goes on to win Best of Breed, and then she always wins Best in Show as well. In fact, her goat has never been beaten.” She cast a look around her. “I saw Gemma’s trailer outside, but I haven’t seen her.” She lowered her voice and added, “She’s not a very nice person. None of the other breeders like her.”

      I scratched my forehead. “I didn’t see any trailers when we arrived.”

      “You must’ve parked out the front. All the trailers are out the back. How did you get that goat here?”

      “In my car,” I said with a glare at Matilda and Eleanor. They both looked away.

      “Well then, I had better get Prudence to her class.” She sprayed something all over the goat, which made her coat shine, and then led her out of the pen.

      “Maybe we should have bought some of that stuff.” Matilda leaned over the pen and looked at it. “It’s some sort of spray-on shine for show horses.”

      “I don’t think it will help Gigi,” I said. Both of them glared at me, so I thought it was time to walk away. I walked over to the ring and sat down to watch the entrants. All the goats looked the same to me, but I expect it was like show dogs—there were particulars that only breeders and exhibitors would recognize.

      The goats walked around the ring one after the other. I was rather dismayed when I saw how well behaved they all were. Presently, the exhibitors lined up in the center of the ring and the judge walked along, inspecting each goat. The goats were awarded ribbons and left the ring.

      Next, it was Francis’s turn. All the goats seem to be as shiny as each other. I noticed Francis was looking straight at the judge, maybe expecting the judge to call her goat in first. In fact, that was what happened. This time, the judge took longer to look at the second and third goats, but soon, the ribbons were awarded and Francis’s goat won.

      Then came the announcement I had been dreading. “And now the Any Other Variety Goat, any age,” came the blaring announcement over the loudspeaker.

      I sank back into my seat, trying to make myself look inconspicuous. Some beautifully groomed goats walked in—I assumed they were the Cashmere goats Francis had mentioned, as they had long woolly hair. They too behaved as perfectly as the other goats had. There were some taller goats, but I had no idea what breed they were. Then came Eleanor, half leading, half dragging Gigi. She managed to get Gigi into the ring and behind the others to join the circle. I noticed the exhibitor directly behind her walked out of the regular line, giving Gigi a wide berth.

      The judge this time was a man. I couldn’t see his expression when Gigi arrived, but I could only imagine.

      All the goats walked around politely, all except Gigi who pulled back and then did a couple of jumps forward. Still, it was all going better than I thought. I hadn’t expected that Eleanor would be able to get her to walk on the leash at all.

      I jumped when a voice spoke beside me. I turned to see Matilda. She was rubbing her hands with glee. “They’re doing awfully well, aren’t they!”

      “Um, err, yes,” I lied.

      The judge indicated they should all line up. He indicated Gigi should line up last. Gigi did not want to stand still. She ran around Eleanor in circles, wrapping the leash around her legs. Eleanor fell down face forward and the goat stood on her back.

      “Shouldn’t we help her?” I leaped to my feet, but Matilda pulled me back down. I landed on the hard wooden seat with a thump.

      “No! She’ll be disqualified and won’t win anything if you help her. That’s what happens with Olympic marathon runners. Assistance means disqualification.”

      “But this is a goat show, not an Olympic marathon,” I protested.

      Matilda shook her head and glared at me. “No! I’m sorry, you will have to leave her alone. She won’t win if you help her.”

      “She’s not going to win anyway,” I said. “She’s in last place, and all those other goats are well-behaved.” And much better looking, I added silently.

      When I looked back up, I saw that Eleanor had miraculously gotten herself out of the mess. She was now standing once more and was clutching Gigi around the neck. The judge had now reached her. He bent down to take a closer look.

      “This isn’t good,” Matilda muttered.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Didn’t you notice? The judge asked the other exhibitors to show him their goats’ mouths. We didn’t practice opening Gigi’s mouth.”

      I didn’t know what to say. I watched as Eleanor placed her hands in Gigi’s mouth, encouraging her to open her mouth for the judge. “Why does the judge want to look in the goats’ mouths?”

      “I expect he wants to see their teeth or something,” Matilda said.

      The judge bent down, his long white beard approaching Gigi’s face.

      Suddenly, Gigi jumped forward. She grabbed his beard in her teeth. I don’t know if the judge got a good look at her teeth, but I’m sure all the spectators did. She chewed on his beard while the judge screamed and flailed his arms.

      I jumped to my feet, intending to go to the judge’s assistance, when an unaccompanied Toggenburg goat ran into the ring.

      A spectator behind me gasped. “That’s Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine!”

      I heard a high-pitched scream. A woman ran into the ring and turned to face the crowd. “She’s dead! Gemma Calhoun is dead!”
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      The next few minutes were a blur. People ran around in a panic, and the sound of screams cut through the air. Eleanor somehow made Gigi release the judge’s beard, and she managed to wrestle her back to her pen. “What happened?”

      I clutched my throat. “You know as much as I do. Somebody yelled that Gemma Calhoun was dead.”

      Francis appeared at our side. “It was murder!” Her voice trembled.

      “Are you sure?” I asked her.

      She nodded. “I had been to the bathroom, and then I was buying some coffee when one of the stewards I knew told me Gemma had been murdered. He said nobody can leave the grounds because the police are on their way.”

      Before she could say any more, the loudspeaker sputtered. “Ladies and gentlemen, there has been an unfortunate incident. The police have asked everybody to remain in place until they can question you all. Nobody is allowed to leave.” The microphone crackled and then cut out.

      “But I didn’t hear a shot,” Francis protested.

      Matilda stepped forward. “Maybe the murderer used a silencer. Or maybe the vic was stabbed or garroted.”

      Eleanor piped up. “Or simply strangled. Or maybe she was hit over the head with a blunt object, or maybe she was poisoned. There are many types of poison that can kill quickly.”

      “Honestly, Eleanor, we don’t know if the vic was poisoned,” Matilda said in a scolding tone. “And if she was, then we don’t know that the poison was administered recently. Maybe it had been building up over time.” She turned to Francis. “Did the vic appear healthy? Was her hair falling out?”

      Francis’s face grew paler.

      “We don’t know the method of murder,” I said to Matilda and Eleanor. “I think it’s time to change the subject. Francis isn’t looking too well.”

      Francis sat down on a wooden stool. “I’m all right. I feel terrible that I said nobody liked Gemma, and now she’s dead.”

      “You were simply telling the truth,” Matilda said. “Obviously, somebody didn’t like her, or she would still be alive.” Matilda ignored my warning glance and pushed on. “And Jane, maybe your detective will show up.”

      I rubbed my hand over my forehead. “He’s not my detective.”

      I had not seen Detective Damon McCloud for some time as he had been called away to give evidence on a case. I had no idea if he was back in town yet. While we were not yet dating, I was certain our relationship was progressing in that direction. I was thinking this over when Matilda elbowed me hard in the ribs. “Isn’t that him over there?”

      I looked up but only saw the back of a man’s head disappearing through a door. However, I did recognize the other man, Detective Carter Stirling, a rather unpleasant man with an attitude. “It could be Damon, but I only saw the back of his head.”

      “It was him,” Matilda said. “I’m certain of it. My observation skills are second to none.”

      “The police are going to interview us all!” Francis’s voice rose to a high pitch. “That means they think one of us did it.”

      “But one of us did do it,” Matilda said. “The victim died, I assume, in this very building.”

      “But maybe the poison was administered to her some time ago,” Eleanor pointed out.

      “As I already told you, Eleanor, we don’t know if it was poison yet,” Matilda said. “As usual, you’re jumping to conclusions. And maybe you should feed Gigi some more hay so she doesn’t climb out of her stall.”

      I shot a look at the goat. Indeed, she had finished the hay and was sizing up the wall of the pen.

      Instead of protesting, Eleanor threw some hay in with her. “I don’t think showing a goat was such a good idea,” she admitted. “Maybe we should show Mr. Crumbles instead.”

      “I’m sure they don’t have any classes for Any Other Variety at cat shows,” I said firmly.

      Eleanor waved one hand at me in dismissal. “Oh, it’s perfectly all right, Jane. You don’t lead a cat around on a leash at a cat show. You simply put them in a cage.”

      “I don’t think Mr. Crumbles would take too kindly to a cage.”

      Eleanor nodded slowly. “Yes, I do think you’re right.”

      “You again!”

      I spun around to see Detective Stirling standing there, his hands on his hips.

      “Do you three have to get involved with every murder in this town?”

      Francis gasped.

      “We were simply showing our goat,” I said, my tone angry.

      Detective Stirling took one step forward. “Be that as it may, nobody is allowed to leave until we take everybody’s statements.”

      “Was she shot?” Matilda asked.

      The detective looked somewhat taken aback. “Excuse me?”

      Matilda cupped her hand to his ear and said loudly, “Was she shot?”

      Detective Stirling bristled. “I heard you the first time. You can’t ask me that question. It’s an ongoing investigation.”

      Matilda shook her head. “You haven’t taken my point. My point is that if the vic was shot or stabbed, then everybody here could be a suspect, but if she was poisoned with a slow-acting poison, then it possibly wouldn’t be anyone here at all.”

      A slow red flush traveled up Stirling’s face. He opened his mouth, but before he could say anything, Damon appeared at his elbow. “Hello Jane,” he began sheepishly, but Stirling cut him off.

      “We need to have a word.” He jerked his head to a row of seats over by the wall and the two walked over.

      “I wonder what that’s all about?” I said.

      I didn’t have long to wait because they came back presently. “I won’t be on this case,” Damon said. “Detective Stirling will be interviewing everybody.”

      With a curt nod, Stirling addressed Francis. “And you are?”

      “Francis Smith.”

      “And what are you doing here?”

      “I’m showing my goat, of course.” She pointed to her goat.

      Stirling peered at the goat. “And is that goat in direct opposition to the victim’s goat?”

      “Well, um, well, yes,” Francis stammered. She was quick to add, “But all the goats here are. It’s a competition, a goat show.”

      Damon tapped me under the elbow and led me away a few paces. “I was going to call you. I only got back into town late last night and then got called here on this case. Anyway, it looks as though I’m off the case.”

      “I don’t understand,” I said. “Why would they call you out on the case and then…” My voice trailed away.

      Damon’s ears turned pink and he shuffled from one foot to the other. “Um, Carter, that is, Detective Stirling, um thinks I might be prejudiced on your behalf, and you’re a suspect—in his eyes at least,” he finished lamely.

      I rubbed my forehead and sighed. “I see. Damon, was she shot?”

      He cast a look over at Detective Stirling. “No, she was poisoned, but keep that to yourself.”

      “Surely we’re not suspects? We had never even met the woman. Matilda and Eleanor simply wanted to show their goat. In fact, we had never even heard of the victim until Francis, the lady over there, told us that she always wins.”

      “Look, I’m sure Carter will sort that all out,” Damon said. “I wouldn’t worry about it too much, Jane. He’ll just take your witness statements and then you’ll be able to go. I doubt you’ll hear from him again. After all, as you say, none of you had a motive, and you hadn’t even met the victim.”

      “I’m sure you’re right.” Still, the sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach wouldn’t go away. Detective Stirling was now talking to Matilda and Eleanor, and they looked none too pleased. I couldn’t hear what he was saying to them.

      I was worried why Damon hadn’t called me. Maybe he didn’t have the same feelings for me any longer. Or maybe I had imagined his feelings in the first place. His next words put me at ease. “Jane, maybe I could call you soon and we could have dinner?”

      I tried not to look too pleased, but I could feel my face burning. I was certain I was blushing. “That would be lovely,” I said in the most even tone I could muster.

      Damon smiled from ear to ear. “Then I had better get going before Carter gives me a hard time. I’ll be in touch.” With that, he tapped me briefly on the arm and disappeared.

      Matilda and Eleanor hurried over to me. “Detective Stirling is a fool,” Eleanor said.

      I expected Matilda to rebuke her, but she readily agreed. “He certainly is! Do you know what he said to us, Jane?”

      “No,” I began, but she interrupted me.

      “He said it was a well-known fact that Gemma Calhoun was vehemently opposed to the Other Variety Class at the show and he thinks that gave us a motive for murder.”

      “But there’s no prize money, just a ribbon, and besides, you didn’t have a hope of winning!”

      Both of them appeared quite offended. “Maybe Gigi would have won if she hadn’t eaten the judge’s beard,” Eleanor protested. “Detective Stirling said people enter these shows for the glory, and he said we’re all suspects. Jane, we don’t want the police to look too closely at us.”

      I was puzzled. “What do you mean?”

      Matilda cleared her throat and glared at Eleanor. “She means we don’t want to be suspects. Jane, we have to solve this murder, and the sooner the better.”
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      As soon as I walked into my sister’s house, I relaxed. I remembered my Amish childhood as being a peaceful one, despite the fact I had worked hard. I didn’t remember the stresses and strains of everyday life I now experienced as a non-Amish person, and I didn’t think that was simply because I had been looking through the rose-tinted glasses of childhood.

      “Wilkom,” Rebecca said. “Come in, all of you.” She cast a look at our feet. “Your cat isn’t with you?”

      “No, we thought it would be rude to bring him with us,” Eleanor said.

      Rebecca was visibly relieved. “Then come in. Ephraim is stoking the fire.”

      We walked into the plain living room. Ephraim straightened up when he saw us. “The nights are starting to cool a little already,” he said, to a murmur of agreement.

      “I believe you took one of the goats to a show today?” His lips twitched at the sides.

      “Yes, and somebody was murdered,” Matilda announced.

      Rebecca shot me a sharp look. “You didn’t tell me that, Jane!”

      “I didn’t want to worry you.”

      “Worry me? Why do you always think I’ll be worried?

      Matilda appeared oblivious to the tension and pushed on. “Yes, she was apparently a famous goat breeder. Jane said she was poisoned.”

      I put my finger to my lips. “Hush, Matilda. Damon asked me not to tell anybody. I told you that in confidence.”

      Rebecca’s eyes shot skyward. “Damon? The nice detective?”

      I sighed long and hard. Maybe this dinner wasn’t going to be quite so peaceful, after all.

      Rebecca ushered us to the table. After everyone took their places, I went with her to the kitchen to help.

      “Didn’t you say you hadn’t heard from the detective for a while?”

      I nodded. “Yes, apparently he got back to town last night.”

      Rebecca frowned. “And he hadn’t contacted you in all that time?”

      “No, but he did invite me to have dinner with him.”

      Rebecca clasped her hands in delight. “Wunderbar! Now help me carry this to the table.”

      We carried bowls of mashed potato, chicken gravy, bread, butter, a pot of brewed coffee, and salted pretzels to have with the ice cream for dessert. In this community, desserts that wouldn’t melt during the first course were always put out on the dinner table at the same time as the main meal.

      I took my seat, and we all closed our eyes for the silent prayer which the Amish had before every meal, and in this community, after every meal as well. I always knew when to open my eyes. I had long ago given Matilda and Eleanor the tip to say the Lord’s Prayer and then open their eyes when they finished it. On this occasion, they must have recited the Lord’s Prayer rather quickly because when I opened my eyes, theirs were already open. When they saw me looking at them, they both shut their eyes. I resisted the urge to laugh with some difficulty.

      “Do you like your new house?” Ephraim asked me.

      “It’s wonderful. I’m so glad you sold it to me.”

      “It will be gut having you living so close,” Rebecca said.

      Matilda quirked one eyebrow. “But she was close to you when we were living in the apartment over your cupcake store. You probably spend more time there than you spend here.”

      Rebecca chuckled. “Well, it’s the thought that counts.”

      I ate some mashed potato and then looked up to see Matilda and Eleanor eating their food hungrily. “This is good,” Matilda said when she had finished her mouthful. “What do you call this?”

      “It’s pot pie,” Rebecca said.

      “It doesn’t look like a pie.”

      “It’s probably called pot pie after bot boi, which is the Pennsylvania Dutch name for square noodles,” I explained. “I expect Englischers heard the name and thought it was pot pie, but it’s more like chicken and dumplings—you know, square noodles with chicken and gravy, and vegetables, sometimes only potatoes. I’ve made it for you. Don’t you remember? I laid the strips of pastry out to dry on the back of a kitchen chair.”

      “Ah yes, but you haven’t made it for a while though, Jane.” Matilda shot me a reproachful look. “And I don’t think you ever said the name of it, but yes, it is rather delicious.”

      “So what news do you have of the community?” I asked Rebecca.

      “Oh, it’s the same as usual,” she said. “The bishop and his wife are well. Our children are gut. Everyone is gut.”

      “And I see that your goats haven’t escaped,” Ephraim said with obvious relief.

      “Thanks to you raising the fence,” I told him. “I had no idea goats could jump so high.”

      “Jah, goats can jump quite high from a standstill and wild goats even more so,” he said. “I’m sure that fence will keep them in, and there are those old tree stumps in the center of the field that the goats can stand on.”

      “It’s ideal for goats,” Eleanor said. “They do enjoy standing on things.”

      “And they enjoy eating beards,” I told them. “Did they ever try to eat your beard, Ephraim?”

      Ephraim dropped his fork. “Eat my baart? Nee, but I didn’t get close enough to them. What do you mean?”

      I told them the whole story of how Gigi had devoured the judge’s beard. Rebecca and Ephraim doubled over with laughter. They were still laughing when there was a knock on the door.

      Amish people often visited each other at mealtimes, but still, an uneasy feeling settled in the pit of my stomach. Ephraim crossed to the door and opened it. My heart sank when I heard Detective Stirling’s voice.

      The detective strode in scant moments later, followed by a uniformed police officer. “There is a discrepancy in your stories,” Stirling snapped.

      “My, my story?” I stammered.

      “No, their stories.” He jabbed his index finger in the direction of Matilda and Eleanor.

      Both jumped to their feet. “What nonsense!” they said in unison.

      “You said you had never met the victim.”

      “But we hadn’t,” Matilda protested.

      “I have witnesses who stated that the three of you exchanged words as you were leading your goat to the entrance of the exhibition building.”

      Matilda and Eleanor exchanged glances. “A woman did tell us we had no business having our goat there, but she didn’t give her name, and we had never seen her before,” Matilda said.

      Stirling was unmoved by their protests. “You have to come down to the station and give your statements. Come with me now.” He turned to me. “And you, Miss Delight, we are impounding your car.”

      I was aghast. “My car! Why?”

      “We need to examine it for evidence of a possible crime. It will be returned to you in due course.”

      I grabbed Matilda’s arm as she made to go past me. “Should I call you a lawyer?”

      Matilda patted my hand. “No, leave it to us.” She and Eleanor walked to the door with the detective and the uniformed officer behind them.

      “I asked them to leave their guns outside,” Ephraim said after they’d left.

      “Never mind that,” Rebecca said. “Jane, you had better explain what’s going on.”

      “I must admit I’m at a loss.” I threw my hands to the ceiling. “When we arrived at the goat show, a woman yelled at Matilda and Eleanor. I couldn’t hear what she said because I was in the car, but she waved her arms and looked quite annoyed. They told me she said they had no business taking a wild goat to a goat show. Now, it seems she was the murder victim today.”

      Rebecca shook her head. “But why did they take your car?”

      I shrugged. “The victim was poisoned. Maybe the detective will look for traces of poison in my car. I don’t have a clue, to be honest.”

      Ephraim drew the back of his hand across his brow. “Surely the detective wouldn’t think that two elderly ladies murdered someone because she insulted their goat.”

      “I have no idea, to be honest,” I told him. “Another lady at the goat show said nobody liked the victim. Her name was Gemma Calhoun. Apparently, she was quite unpopular. We were told that her goat always won everything. Maybe another competitor murdered her.”

      “People must take those goat shows quite seriously,” Ephraim said.

      I shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe she was very wealthy and her heir murdered her. Or maybe she was having an affair and the man’s wife killed her out of jealousy. Or maybe…”

      Rebecca interrupted me. “Jane, you’re beginning to sound like Matilda and Eleanor.”

      “Oh.” I knew she didn’t mean it as a compliment. “I hope they’re all right. Detective Stirling is quite intimidating.”

      “Matilda and Eleanor didn’t appear intimidated in the least,” Ephraim said.

      I had to admit he was right. “I wish there was something I could do. You heard Matilda—she said I couldn’t get them a lawyer. I just wish there was something I could do,” I said again.

      “You could pray, of course,” Ephraim said.

      “And you could eat the rest of your dinner,” Rebecca added. “You won’t be of any use to anybody if you starve yourself.”

      I patted my stomach. “I’ve cleaned up my plate already. I hardly think I’m in danger of starving.”

      “Then have some ice cream with pretzels. You need to keep up your strength.”

      I was puzzled. “My strength? What for?”

      “To solve the case, of course,” Rebecca said. “It’s clear Detective Stirling suspects Matilda and Eleanor. And without your detective on the case, somebody has to prove him wrong.” She hesitated and then added, “Why isn’t Detective McCloud investigating the case?”

      “Detective Stirling suggested he shouldn’t because of me,” I said, my cheeks burning.

      Ephraim and Rebecca exchanged glances and then both nodded slowly.

      I could scarcely eat the ice cream with the salted pretzels despite the fact it was normally one of my favorite foods. After we finished, Rebecca insisted I eat some chocolate whoopie pie cupcakes and drink some meadow tea, but my stomach was churning.

      I jumped when my cell phone pinged. I looked down to see a message from Matilda.

      
        
        
        Everything’s fine. Will tell you about it tonight. Please thank Rebecca and Ephraim for us. We’ll go straight home.

      

      

      

      I read the message to Rebecca and Ephraim.

      “See, there was no cause for concern,” Rebecca said.

      I nodded and kept my opinion to myself. I was agitated during the short walk to my house. It was night, but there was a half moon and a strong breeze, and the shadows of branches flittering over the pathway in front of me made me jumpy. I wondered how Matilda and Eleanor would get back, but I figured that since the police had collected them, the police would take them home.

      I unlocked the door, flung it open, and gasped.
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      The wall, where once hung guns, daggers and swords, was bare. Had we been robbed? My blood ran cold.

      I gasped again as someone appeared in the doorway. “Matilda!” I shrieked.

      “Were you expecting somebody else?” She was clearly perplexed.

      I pointed to the wall. “It’s all gone! Everything! The guns, the swords!”

      Eleanor appeared at her side. “Of course. Since we’re suspects in the murder case, it wouldn’t do for us to have weapons hanging on the wall.”

      “You said the guns were just for show.”

      Matilda and Eleanor exchanged glances. “Still, we can’t take any chances,” Matilda said. “We’ve just made ourselves some coffee. Eleanor, go fetch it. Jane, would you like some?”

      I looked at my watch. “What, coffee? At this time of night?”

      “We’re going to need coffee because we have some work ahead of us,” Matilda said.

      Eleanor returned with the coffeepot and three cups. “Let’s get to work.”

      I was almost afraid to ask. Instead, I asked, “Was the questioning rough?”

      “We’ve had worse,” Matilda said with a shrug of one shoulder. “Still, it’s clear that Stirling sees us as suspects.”

      “Just because you had words with the victim?”

      Eleanor nodded. “He seems to be clutching at straws, so we need to find out who committed the murder and fast.”

      Two laptops were already on the coffee table. Mr. Crumbles was sitting on one of them.

      “Mr. Crumbles is upset.” Eleanor picked him up and clutched him to her. “He knows something is wrong.”

      Mr. Crumbles’ expression remained unchanged. I doubted he thought anything was wrong, but I didn’t comment. “What do we do?”

      “You fetch your laptop, Jane. We will all search Gemma Calhoun and see what we can come up with.”

      Eleanor agreed with Matilda. “At this point, we will look for anything we can and make notes. We don’t know where it could lead. There’s a pen and some paper on the table for you, Jane. If you find something interesting, speak up.”

      I did as I was asked. I sat down and wasted no time looking for Gemma Calhoun’s Facebook page. “Her privacy settings seem to be high,” I said. “I can’t see her list of friends. And it appears she has only shared a whole lot of memes.”

      Matilda leaned across the table. “What sort of memes?”

      “Just those silly ones where the color of what you are wearing plus the last thing you ate is your band name,” I told her.

      Matilda nodded knowingly. “No doubt that’s the only public content she has, and she keeps the rest of the content private. She probably posts a lot about goats.”

      I agreed. “That goat of hers is her Facebook header.” I stared at the photo of the goat, her back covered with ribbons.

      “She doesn’t have an Instagram account, but I found her Twitter account,” Matilda said. “There’s somebody on Facebook called Horatio Calhoun-Blye.”

      “Her husband?” I asked.

      Matilda shook her head. “I think he’s her son. He looks quite young. He has a bright yellow car.”

      “That doesn’t mean he’s young, Matilda,” Eleanor said. “Older people can have yellow cars.”

      Matilda rolled her eyes and swung her laptop around to show us a photo of Horatio standing by his car.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but Matilda forestalled me. “I haven’t found anybody by that name on any other social media.”

      Something occurred to me. “I know Damon told me it was poison, but did Detective Stirling give any hints as to the type of poison or anything else?”

      Eleanor shook her head. “Detective Stirling didn’t ask us any questions about guns or knives or anything like that. He did, however, ask us if we were taking any medication and we told him that we weren’t.”

      “And he was quite rude about it,” Matilda said, her tone scornful. “He said it was unusual that women of our age didn’t take medication. How ageist of him! The nerve!”

      I nodded and sipped my coffee before speaking. “Then maybe Gemma Calhoun was murdered by an overdose of prescription medication. Still, I can’t understand why Stirling would suspect you if he believes the first time you met her was when you had that slight altercation at the show. Surely, he doesn’t think you went somewhere to procure poison to slip to her.”

      “Hence why he wondered if we were carrying medication around with us,” Matilda said. “They obviously haven’t identified the poison yet.”

      “Well, I could ask Wanda Hershberger.” I scratched my head. Wanda was an Amish lady whose daughter, Waneta, worked in the medical examiner’s office. She had helped us before, but I didn’t know if this was pushing things too far, given that Matilda and Eleanor were considered to be suspects. I didn’t want to get Wanda’s daughter into any trouble.

      Matilda nodded. “That’s a good idea. So far we only have Horatio Calhoun-Blye on our list of suspects, so we need to find out what he stands to inherit.”

      “You’re right, Matilda,” Eleanor said. “I’ve been googling Gemma Calhoun’s name for ages, and it simply brings up plenty of results from goat shows.”

      “Wait a moment.” I jumped to my feet. “What was the name of her goat, the champion one? That lady, Francis, did mention it.”

      “It’s here on the computer.” Eleanor pointed to the screen. “Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine.”

      I nodded. “Then maybe Gemma bred that goat. Try searching for Liberty Hill Farm.”

      Matilda and Eleanor tapped away at their keyboards as though it were a competition.

      Matilda found it first. She swung the laptop around to show me. “There you are! I found it on an image search.”

      The image showed a sign with bold brass lettering, ‘Liberty Hill Farm,’ on a black iron gateway flanked by an imposing stone fence. Through the gate in the background of the photo was an impressive house. “There! She was wealthy!” Matilda said with satisfaction. “Therefore the main suspect should be the beneficiary of her will.”

      “Let’s get an address,” I said. “It should be easy enough to get an address, maybe from one of the online goat magazines.”

      Both of them tapped away again, but this time Eleanor was the winner. “I found it! Should we go there now?”

      Matilda made a strangling sound at the back of her throat. “Go there now? Are you quite mad? No, it’s too late at night and it’s too dark outside. We’ll go there first thing in the morning before Jane has to be at work. What you think, Jane?”

      “Sure,” I said. “And I think we need to visit Francis.”

      “Do you think she is the murderer?” Eleanor said hopefully.

      “I don’t have an opinion either way, but she would know all the gossip about Gemma Calhoun. I mean, the goat breeders seem to be a rather tight-knit community, so Francis would surely know what was going on.”

      “That’s a really good idea,” Matilda said, looking at me with admiration. “Tomorrow, we will question Francis.”
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      I awoke at the crack of dawn, having been up most of the night due to the oversupply of caffeine pumping through me. I had gotten to sleep about three in the morning, and now I felt groggy.

      Somebody banged on my door. I opened one eye. “Are you awake, Jane? Let’s go!” The voice was Eleanor’s.

      I dressed and staggered to the kitchen. I reached for the coffeepot, but Matilda slapped my hand away. “I’ve made a flask. The taxi will be here any minute—you can drink coffee on our way to Gemma Calhoun’s.”

      Gemma Calhoun’s house was only thirty or so minutes away. The gates were open, but we didn’t like to go inside for a closer look. “That house wouldn’t be cheap,” Matilda said in what was clearly a massive understatement.

      I agreed. “We’ll have to call Francis. But how do we get her number, and what will you say when you call her?”

      “I found her number in the list of goat breeders online,” Matilda said, “and I already called her.”

      I was aghast. “What? You already called her? At this early hour?”

      Matilda appeared unconcerned. “She’s a goat breeder, Jane.” Her tone was lecturing. “Dairy goat breeders have to be up early to milk the goats. I thought you of all people would know that, having been Amish. And didn’t you say your family had a milking goat or two when you were a child? You must know that dairy goats require milking twice a day, just like dairy cows.”

      “Still, I would be annoyed if somebody called me early in the morning, no matter how many goats I had to milk,” I said. “And what did you tell her?”

      “The truth.” Matilda smiled widely. “I told her that Eleanor and I had been taken in for questioning last night. I told her the detective in charge doesn’t like us and he was trying to pin the murder on us. I said we needed her help to discover who the murderer really is.”

      I realized I was frowning hard. “And what did she say?”

      “She said we could drop by early. I told her you had to start work at nine.”

      I didn’t know whether to be irritated or to be in admiration of Matilda for organizing everything. “So, do we head there now?”

      Matilda looked at her phone. “It’s a little early. Let’s stay here for five or so minutes, drink some coffee, and keep a watch to see if anybody comes or goes.”

      I thought her plan a good one. After all, there was nothing else to do. Matilda asked the taxi driver—who no doubt thought we were all a little strange—to park down the road a little way, and she produced a large flask of coffee. I felt halfway normal after consuming a cup and held my cup out for more. “Well, nobody left the house,” I said. “Maybe she lived alone.”

      “Francis would know,” Eleanor said. “Now Jane, please keep your wits about you, because Francis could well be the killer.”

      I drained my second cup of coffee as the taxi drove on. Francis lived a further half hour from Gemma Calhoun’s house. Her property was far more modest than Gemma’s although it was picturesque, a pretty house nestled at the bottom of a hill in the midst of gorgeous, green rolling hills.

      The driver left us outside the house. I got out and headed to the front door, but Matilda put her hand on my arm to restrain me. “She might be in the milking shed there,” she said, pointing over her shoulder.

      She was right. We were halfway to the milking shed when Francis came out. She was wearing old, casual clothes and a worried expression. Still, she offered us a weak smile. “That was good timing,” she said. “I’ve just finished the milking.”

      “Do you have to milk many goats?”

      “Only five does,” she said. “Oh, a doe is a female goat, in case you didn’t know.”

      Something occurred to me. “What will happen to Gemma Calhoun’s goats, um, does? Who is milking them?”

      Francis chuckled. “She didn’t milk her own goats. Gemma never liked to get her hands dirty. She paid somebody to do it for her. Don’t worry about her goats. Anyway, would you like some coffee? Maybe a cold drink?”

      I didn’t want to risk becoming over-caffeinated again, and I’d already had two cups of coffee in the car. I was really in the mood for some meadow tea, but I knew Englischers wouldn’t have any, so I opted for coffee as well. We all thanked her and followed her inside.

      The private deck led to the dining area. It, in turn, led past a movable island to a spacious kitchen. I admired the hardwood flooring. We sat around the big wooden table in the kitchen while Francis brewed the coffee.

      Francis placed a steaming pot of coffee on the table and set a plain white coffee cup in front of each of us. She handed me one, and I immediately noticed the large chip in the rim. In the middle of the tray was a plate of cookies.

      Before sitting down, Francis reached into a narrow drawer in the table and produced a photo album. “This is Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine,” she said. “This is where she won the Junior Champion Goat at the state show.” She shoved the photo under our noses. “And here are her milk test certificates.”

      I had no idea how to read a milk test certificate, but I said, “Wow, that’s fantastic.”

      Francis beamed from ear to ear. “Oh yes, just look at that butterfat content! And the yield! Anyone would think she was a Saanen and not a Toggenburg!”

      “Quite so, quite so,” Matilda said.

      After flipping through every page of the weighty album, Francis put it down and then gestured to the large oil painting of a goat behind her. “And that’s Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine there.”

      I was shocked. “I thought it was one of your goats.”

      Francis seemed to think my statement rather hilarious. “Oh no! None of my goats are as good as Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine.” She chuckled. “In fact, nobody’s goat is as good as Liberty Hill Farm Sweetened Wine.” She smiled and nodded enthusiastically as she spoke.

      Matilda pulled out a notepad and pen. “It’s good of you to help us like this, Francis. I know you’re busy.”

      “I can’t believe the police suspect you. You didn’t even know Gemma!”

      “We actually met her briefly when we were leading Gigi into the exhibition building,” Matilda said, “only we didn’t know it was her. She jumped in front of us and said we had no right showing a goat that looked like Gigi.”

      Francis pulled a face. “Yes, that would be her.”

      “So, can you tell us everything you know about her?” I asked.

      Matilda butted in. “Starting with her son, Horatio Calhoun-Blye? Is that his name? And is he the only sibling?”

      Francis nodded slowly. “Yes, he’s her only child. Her husband died some years ago, and she didn’t remarry.”

      “As far as you know, is Horatio the only one who would inherit anything?” I asked her.

      Francis shrugged. “I don’t know of anybody else. I only know the local gossip and that sort of thing.”

      “Gossip?” Eleanor prompted her.

      Francis fidgeted with her coffee cup, so I added, “Anything at all you can tell us could be really helpful. Poor Eleanor and Matilda are awfully upset about being questioned for hours last night.”

      My words must have done the trick. Francis twirled her coffee cup around and then said, “I don’t know if this is true, but everyone said Gemma was having an affair with Digby Thompson. He’s another goat breeder, you see. He was also opposed to the Any Other Variety class at the show. He and Gemma were the only two who were opposed to it. Everybody else was in favor. They were both furious when the motion in favor was passed.”

      “Then when you say affair, I assume he was married, since Gemma wasn’t?”

      Francis nodded. “That’s right. His wife’s name is Paisley.” Her nose wrinkled. “She’s not a very nice woman, that one. She and Gemma were like peas in a pod.”

      I nodded and shot her a smile of encouragement. “And do you know of any other relatives or any other employees? Like who did the goat milking for her?”

      “I can’t remember the name of the guy who did her milking, but he was also her pool boy. Rumors were she was having a relationship with him too. Still, those could have just been malicious rumors because nobody liked her. Anyway, it seemed the pool boy did anything she asked. It’s not often you see a pool boy milking somebody’s goats.”

      I had to agree with that.

      “And did Gemma have any other friends? Like actual friends of the female variety?” Matilda asked.

      “Not really.” Francis bit her lip. “There was Cynthia, although they had a falling out a few months ago.”

      My ears pricked up. “They had a falling out?” I repeated. I wrote down Cynthia’s name and underlined it a few times.

      “Do you know what the falling out was about?” Matilda asked.

      Francis shook her head. “Not a clue. Cynthia wasn’t a goat breeder, but she used to go to goat shows with Gemma. They always seemed like really good friends, but suddenly Cynthia stopped going to goat shows, and people said they’d had a serious falling out. Still, Cynthia was at the goat show the other day.”

      “And you said Cynthia isn’t a goat breeder?” I asked.

      “No, she’s not a goat breeder. She hadn’t been to a goat show with Gemma for some time. Like I said, the two of them had some sort of a falling out. I have no idea what it was all about.”

      Matilda took over the conversation. “Do you happen to know if Gemma was on any sort of medication?”

      Francis looked blank. “Medication?” she repeated.

      Matilda nodded. “Did she have a heart condition? Diabetes? Or anything else that you can think of?”

      Francis shrugged. “I don’t know. You would have to ask her son, Horatio. I do know that she liked to drink. She always carried a hip flask with her. I think it was full of gin. She was always drinking from it. If you ask me, she had a drinking problem. Everybody said so.”

      I wrote down the word ‘gin’ and underlined it several times as well.

      “So did she always carry this hip flask with her?” Matilda asked.

      “I assume so. Ask any of the other goat breeders. Everybody knew about it. She was always sipping from it.” She set her coffee cup down hard. “Is that how she was murdered? They said it was poison. Did somebody slip some poison into her hip flask?”

      “Yes, it’s entirely possible,” Matilda said. “Only we have no idea of the poison, and the detective didn’t give us any clues when he questioned us last night. Would there be any sorts of poisons that could be lying around at a goat show?”

      Francis’s hand flew to her throat. “Oh no, of course not! A goat might eat it. Oh, don’t get me wrong—I know people say goats will eat anything, but that’s simply not true. Goats are, in fact, very picky eaters. They are browsers, not grazers, so they like to eat things like willow branches and trees rather than grazing in a nice field that a horse or a cow would like. In fact, goats would be less likely to eat something poisonous than any other animals, but I suppose it is possible that a goat could eat something poisonous.”

      As she continued to talk at length in a monotone about what goats would and would not eat, I zoned out. It seemed the hip flask was probably the method of poison. But was it a long-term poison or short-term? I figured the poison had been administered in a large dose just before the victim had died, because she seemed full of life when she was yelling at Matilda and Eleanor. Still, not many poisons can kill so rapidly.

      And as for suspects, we already had a few, so things were looking up. Gemma’s son, Horatio, probably stood to inherit, and as Gemma had been having an affair, both her lover and her lover’s wife were suspects. There was her friend, Cynthia, who was at the show at the time of the murder. And then there was the pool boy who also milked the goats. He maybe stood to inherit something as well. I looked up sharply when somebody said my name.

      “Sorry, I was deep in thought. I didn’t hear what you said.”

      Matilda tapped my hand. “Francis has just told us that the pool boy is multi-talented.”

      Francis interrupted her. “I don’t know whether he’s actually multi-talented. It’s just that I heard he has several part-time jobs.”

      Matilda nodded. “Yes, he milks the goats, and he’s the pool boy, but he also runs classes in town for Pet Protection animals.”

      “Oh.” I didn’t know what else to say. I had no idea where this was going.

      “But don’t you see?” Eleanor’s voice rose to a high pitch. “We have the perfect opportunity to question him.”

      I was completely at a loss. “I’m sorry, I’m really not following.”

      Eleanor clapped her hands for attention. “I’m going undercover. I’m going to enroll Mr. Crumbles in the pool boy’s Pet Protection classes.”
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      “Maybe we should pretend that we’re Amish people,” Eleanor said. “Cynthia wouldn’t be suspicious of Amish people.”

      “But it would take forever to get there in a buggy,” I said.

      Thankfully, Matilda agreed with me. “Honestly Eleanor, we don’t have a week!”

      “It wouldn’t take a week,” Eleanor protested. “And we wouldn’t have to spend any more money on taxis.”

      Matilda put her hands on her hips. “It might as well take a week! Let’s just call another taxi.”

      Thankfully, Eleanor agreed. Matilda and Eleanor had decided we should question Cynthia, Gemma’s best friend. When I asked what their plan was, they had told me to leave it to them, and they had advised me to go along with whatever they said. That was fine with me. I would have rather stayed at home, but it was clear I had no choice.

      I was on the front porch waiting for the taxi, when Matilda and Eleanor walked out of the door. I gasped. They were both wearing deerstalker hats with the word ‘Press’ emblazoned across the top. “Are you both pretending to be Sherlock Holmes or something?” I asked when I had recovered from the shock.

      “Don’t be silly, Jane. We’re obviously from the press.” Matilda winked and pointed to her hat.

      “Does anybody, even journalists, actually wear hats like that?”

      Matilda did not seem concerned. “I have no idea, but I’m sure Cynthia doesn’t either.”

      “But she might not want to talk to the media about her best friend’s death.”

      “We intend to tell her that we’re from a goat magazine,” Matilda countered.

      “But Francis said Cynthia didn’t like goats.”

      “Exactly! That will make her less suspicious of us.”

      I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. The taxi had arrived, and I knew I might as well save my breath. Once Matilda and Eleanor had their minds made up, there was absolutely nothing I, or anybody else, could do about it. I resigned myself to that fact and climbed into the taxi.

      Cynthia’s house was an hour away. It would definitely have taken a few hours in a buggy. Besides, I had no wish to go in disguise as an Amish person to question a murder suspect. I had done it before and had no intention of doing it again.

      After I paid the taxi, we made our way up to the front steps of the house. The house was nowhere near as grand as Gemma’s house, but it was nice, painted in a pretty shade of yellow with a white porch.

      Matilda knocked on the door. For a moment, I wondered if maybe Cynthia wasn’t home and then I also wondered that if she was home, she might tell us to leave immediately.

      The door opened to reveal a well-dressed woman. Waves of French perfume emanated from her. “What can I do for you?” she said rather curtly.

      “I’m terribly sorry to call unannounced,” Matilda said in soothing tones, “but the magazine only gave us your address. They didn’t give us any phone numbers for you. That’s why we took it upon ourselves to risk dropping by. I hope you don’t mind.”

      Cynthia frowned deeply. “What’s this about?” She gestured to the hats. “You’re from a newspaper?”

      “We’re from one of the dairy goat magazines,” Matilda told her. “The editor wants us to do a wonderful story on dear Gemma Calhoun and have her on the cover of our magazine. The committee said you were her dearest friend, so we wanted some information about her.”

      “All right then, please come in.” Cynthia showed us into her living room. It was quite shabby chic with chalk painted furniture side by side with antiques. Items of antique Victorian glassware sat on sideboards all around the room. “You don’t have a cat,” Matilda said.

      Cynthia looked startled as though she had been accused of something. “Why no, I don’t. How did you know?”

      “Because a cat would have knocked over your some of glassware,” Matilda said.

      Cynthia relaxed a little and chuckled. “May I offer you a drink?”

      “Coffee please,” Matilda and Eleanor said in unison.

      “Any sort of herbal tea if you have some,” I said.

      Her nose wrinkled with obvious disgust. “I’m afraid I don’t. Would you prefer something alcoholic?”

      “Coffee will be fine for me then, thank you.”

      She
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