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“It’s our new neighbor!” Martha Mayfield peeked through the curtains. “She’s coming up the path. She’s going to knock on the door. She’s—”

Rat tat tat.

“Ruff! Ruff!” Teddy, Martha’s fluffy white Coton de Tulear, stretched up on his hind legs, as if he wanted to reach the knob and open the front door. 

“Have you met her yet?” Pru Armstrong asked. 

“Not yet,” Martha admitted. “She only moved in two days ago.”

“Are you going to answer?” She gestured to the front door.

“Oh, yeah.” Martha yanked open the door. 

Pru had just returned home from her job at the local library. She’d been looking forward to relaxing on the sofa and talking about her day with Martha and Teddy, but she had to admit she was curious about their new neighbor. About a year ago, Pru had moved in with Martha and Teddy, as housing was hard to come by in the small northern Californian town that dated back to the Gold-rush era.

She’d noticed the moving van the other day, but she hadn’t gotten a glimpse of the newcomer. 

“Hi,” Martha said cheerfully to the lady standing on the doorstep. 

The newcomer looked to be in her sixties with short gray feathered hair, and a trim figure. She wore beige slacks and a blue sweater with a diamond pattern.

“Ruff!” Teddy sniffed her white sneakers and then her ankles clad in white crew socks. 

“Oh.” The woman took a step back. “I didn’t realize you had a dog. I thought the barking I heard came from somewhere else.”

“Yep, this is Teddy,” Martha said proudly. “I’m Martha, and this is Pru.”

“How nice that you’re living with your mom,” the woman said. “I’m Enid. I moved in next door two days ago.”

“We know,” Martha replied without batting an eyelid. “Pru’s not my daughter, although I wish she were.” Casting an affectionate glance toward Pru, she continued, “We’re roomies – and friends.”

“Really?” 

“Yes,” Pru answered. 

“Ruff!” Yes!

“Won’t you come in?” Martha invited. 

“Well ... just for a minute.” Enid stepped inside. 

“Come into the living room.” Martha trundled down the hall, pushing her black rolling walker. She gestured to the yellow sofa and matching armchairs. “Take a seat.”

“Thank you.” Enid settled back on the sofa. “This is comfy.”

“Thanks.” Martha grinned and took the armchair across from her. “So what brings you to Gold Leaf Valley?”

Pru chose the armchair next to Martha, and Teddy rested in front of Martha’s feet. 

“I thought a small town was exactly the sort of place I belonged,” Enid replied. “I was tired of big city living.”

“I hear you.” Martha nodded. “I’ve been living here for a while now, and it’s great. Everybody knows everyone else. There’s a real sense of community.”

“And what do you do, dear?” Enid turned her attention to Pru.

“Pru works at the Gold Leaf Valley library,” Martha answered for her. “She’s the assistant librarian, but one day she’ll be the head honcho of the whole Californian library system. You just wait.”

“Martha,” she protested faintly, but her friend’s words were heartwarming and inspiring to hear, especially since her aim was to become a library director one day. Maybe she could be in charge of the state library system – if she worked hard and made her way up the ladder.

“That sounds very impressive,” Enid said, but Pru couldn’t tell if she really meant it or not.

“What about you, Enid?” Pru asked. 

“I’m retired, dear.” Enid gave a little laugh. “I worked as a secretary for a button manufacturing company. They gave me a gold watch when I stepped down.” She showed off the timepiece on her wrist. It had a gold wristband, a cream face, and gold hands. 

“It’s lovely.” Pru admired it. 

“They must have thought highly of you.” Martha nodded. 

“Oh, they did.” Enid paused. “So, what do you two do for fun around here?” 

“There’s the senior center,” Martha replied eagerly. “I go to the water color class there, and sometimes I go to the macrame class, too. Then there’s the Norwegian Forest Cat Café – you must get your coffee there. And cupcakes. They’re the best.”

“Anything else?” Enid didn’t sound very impressed. 

“There’s the library,” Pru offered. “I’d be happy to make you up a library card. You just need to show some ID so we know you’re a resident here.”

“And Pru runs a yoga class on Tuesday nights,” Martha added with a flourish. “We had fun last night, didn’t we?”

“Ruff!”

“You teach yoga?” Enid pursed her lips. “Really?”

“I’m not a qualified instructor,” she informed her hastily. “But nobody seems to mind. It’s only a small class – we usually have around eight in it.”

“Teddy and I go, too.” Martha chuckled. “Floaty arms is my favorite.”

“Teddy?” Enid looked across at the small white dog, settled by Martha. “He does yoga?”

“He watches,” Martha told her.

“And helps me take the money at the end of class.” Pru smiled down at him. 

As if sensing that smile, Teddy turned his head to look at Pru, and gave her a doggy grin. 

“Well, maybe I should see all this for myself.” Enid’s tone was one of mild disbelief.

“You’ll be welcome,” Martha replied. “It’s at Father Mike’s church hall. That’s the Episcopalian church. You can’t miss it. It’s a cream clapboard building with a steeple and stained-glass windows.”

“I have been to church before,” Enid said. 

Martha flushed. 

“I’m sorry,” Enid immediately apologized. “I’m tired, that’s all. The movers were supposed to unpack everything and put it into place for me – that’s why I paid extra – but instead they told me they’d run out of time and I’d have to do the rest myself.”

Martha’s eyes widened. “That’s not very—”

“Of course I didn’t go to bed until everything was where it should be.” Enid stifled a yawn. “Perhaps I should have popped in tomorrow to introduce myself, but I was impatient to get to know you.”

“May I offer you some coffee?” Pru asked. “Or hot chocolate?”

“Yeah, I have a hot chocolate mix which isn’t bad,” Martha jumped in. “Of course, it’s not as good as the hot chocolate I get from the café – make sure you ask for Martha’s hot chocolate if you go there – but it does the job.”

“Thank you, but I don’t want to outstay my welcome.” Enid rose. “It was nice meeting you. Perhaps I’ll bump into you at the senior center, Martha.”

“Anytime,” Martha said cheerily. “It’s not that far away, so I bet you can walk it easily.” She eyed Enid’s trim frame. “I can make it there with this old thing.” She patted her rolling walker. 

They saw Enid to the door, Teddy a little subdued.

“See you soon.” Enid smiled at them as she stepped onto the porch. 

They watched her walk next door to the matching faux Victorian, open her front door, and shut it.

“Well, Teddy, what do you think?” Martha glanced down at the small white dog.

“Ruff,” he replied thoughtfully.

***
[image: ]


“I’m still sorry my old neighbor Mary decided to move to Florida with her grandkids,” Martha mourned the next morning at the breakfast table. “Most of the time I didn’t even know she was there, she was so quiet.”

“I thought you liked to be on friendly terms with your neighbor.” Pru gestured to the small house next door.

“Yeah.” Martha nodded. “Mary was nice and all, but she liked her own space. And privacy. And I respected that. Just like she respected mine. So I was excited about meeting our new neighbor – Enid – but – I don’t know. There’s something about her.”

“Maybe she was just nervous about meeting us,” she suggested. 

“Maybe,” Martha said doubtfully. “Yeah, you could be right. I know not everyone likes dogs, but even people who say they don’t, seem to make an exception for Teddy.” She gave him a fond glance. Teddy sat at her feet, and leaned his head against her sweatpants clad leg. Martha gently stroked him. “I don’t know if Teddy liked her, though.”

“Maybe he sensed that Enid wasn’t a big dog person.”

Martha nodded and crunched into her raisin toast. The scent of cinnamon drifted through the air.

Pru had already finished her breakfast – this morning she’d had half a bowl of her fiber rich but flavorless cereal, and a slice of raisin toast. It was a compromise she was happy with, and more enjoyable than a full bowl of her healthy but boring cereal. 

“I’ve got water color class at the senior center today,” Martha commented at the end of the meal. “Maybe my painting will finally be ready! Whatcha gonna do at the library today?”

“The usual,” she replied. “Shelving returned books, opening boxes of new novels, and setting up the room for Greek conversation. Oh, and the art group is coming in today so Barbara—”

“Won’t be pleased,” Martha finished off her sentence. “Yeah. Maybe I’d better get us some cupcakes for when you get home.”

Pru’s boss Barbara was fair, but a stickler, and the art group seemed to be the bane of her existence, due to their habit of being a little messy at times with their pencils, papers, and easels. 

“That would be great.” Even though she’d just finished breakfast, her mouth watered at the thought. Red velvet, salted caramel, lavender, mocha? Which flavor would Lauren bake today?

“Maybe I’ll run into Enid there,” Martha said. “I did mention the café to her.”

“You did.” She rose and took her breakfast dishes to the sink and quickly washed them. “See you this afternoon.”

“You betcha!”
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After setting up the space for the art group, and the room for Greek conversation, Pru turned to one of her favorite tasks – unpacking the box of books that had arrived. She loved reading the blurbs on the back and studying the titles, making mental notes about which ones she wanted to borrow herself.

She’d just finished scanning an intriguing looking murder mystery and placing it on the cart, when a little “Ahem” broke her concentration.

“Enid!” She hoped she didn’t look as surprised as she sounded. Her new neighbor stood at the returns desk, wearing sand-colored slacks and a peach sweater.

“So this is your library.” Enid glanced around doubtfully. “It’s not very big.”

“But it has everything we need here,” Pru assured her. “We have romance, mystery, science fiction, horror, plus a lot of other fiction – and non-fiction, of course.”

“Hmm.” Enid looked at one end of the room and then the other. “Who’s that?” She pointed to a woman with a sharp brunette bob, dressed in a black suit with a white blouse, who gazed at the large computer screen in front of her.

“That’s Barbara, the director. If you have any reference questions, she can help you with your research.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Would you like a library card?” she asked. 

Enid nodded. 

After checking her utilities bill for her address, Pru proceeded to make up the card. 

“Here you are.” She handed it across the returns desk to her new neighbor.

“Thank you.” Enid glanced at it and tucked it inside her beige purse.

“There are some groups that meet here,” Pru told her. “If you want to learn a foreign language or join the art club, there’s a list of gatherings over on the wall.” She gestured to the left, near the entrance. 

“I’ll check it out. Where are the mysteries?”

“Over there.” She pointed toward the middle of the room.

“It’s not a big area.” Enid sounded disappointed. 

“The bookcase is double sided. We can always get books from other libraries for you if we don’t have what you want.”

“Pru.” Barbara suddenly walked over in her silent black pumps. “Are you making progress on unpacking that box of books?”

“I was just making up a library card for Enid,” she replied. “Enid is new to town but she’s also my neighbor. I was just about to show her where the mystery section is.”

“Very good.” Barbara nodded regally, then turned to Enid. “I do hope you enjoy our library. We also have groups meeting several times each week.” She nodded over at the same stretch of wall that Pru had already indicated. “You can find out more over there.”

“Thank you,” Enid replied. “I was just saying to Pru here that your library isn’t very big.”

Barbara looked affronted for a semi-second. “Size isn’t everything. We have everything we need for all our patrons, and there hasn’t been a complaint I haven’t been able to solve.”

“Good. I’m a big reader and I’ll need plenty of books to keep me occupied. From talking to Martha, there doesn’t seem to be much going on in this town.”

“I’m sure Martha can help you with that,” Barbara said. “Perhaps you’d feel more comfortable down at the senior center. They have plenty of classes to keep everyone occupied, and I believe they still offer special lunches there sometimes.”

“They do,” Pru added. Martha had just told her about the Chinese feast she’d enjoyed at the center last week. “And it’s not very expensive.”

“Maybe I’ll go there next.” Enid turned toward the mystery section. “Thank you, ladies.”

They watched her walk over to the large bookcase. 

“Good work, Pru.” Barbara surprised her. “I think you handled things very well.”

“Thank you.” She smiled, pleased at her boss’s praise, which didn’t happen often.

“After you’ve unpacked that box of books, you can take early lunch.” Barbara strode back to the reference desk. 

She should have known that her boss would be all business a second later. But she couldn’t stop the smile from tilting her lips. 

“You look happy.” 

She started at the attractive male voice a few minutes later. 

Jesse. 

“Hi.” She studied his appearance, hoping she wasn’t being obvious. Tall, with dark wavy hair and good looks, he wore dark slacks and a blue button-down shirt.

“Are you free tomorrow night? I thought we could go to the bistro for dinner.”

“That would be great.” They’d been dating for a few months now, but even she had to admit it was at a pretty slow rate. With Jesse’s work as a detective keeping him busy, and her job and yoga classes, sometimes when one of them had some free time, the other had to work. But perhaps it was better this way, than rushing headlong into something. 

“I’ll pick you up at seven.” His lips quirked at the corners.

“Pru, how do I check these out?” Enid walked up to them, a pile of books in her arms. 

“I can take those for you.” She picked up the scanner. “There’s also a self-check-out over there.” She pointed to the red and white machine in the corner.

“I don’t believe in those contraptions,” Enid replied brusquely. She cast a sidelong glance at Jesse who stood next to her. “Who are you?”

“I’m—” His phone buzzed and he pulled it out of his jacket pocket, glancing at the screen. “Sorry, Pru, I’ve got to go.” He nodded to both of them and strode out of the library.

“Well?” Enid sounded impatient. “Who is he?”

“That’s Jesse. He’s a police detective.” Pru hoped she sounded polite. Scanning the barcodes, she handed each novel back to Enid. “Do you need a bag to carry all your books? We sell them for three dollars.” She gestured to a red cloth tote bag hanging on the wall behind her. Gold Leaf Valley Library was printed on it in black font. 

“No, I can manage.” Enid scooped up the books and hugged them to her chest. “My car’s outside.”

She watched her neighbor walk out. Maybe Martha was correct. Maybe there was something not quite right about Enid. Or maybe Pru was just being fanciful.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SENIOR SLEUTHING CLUB COZY MYSTERY BOOK 7

“Sneaky
Snoopmg

\C@ Be Fatal






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





