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  Chapter 1
Premature Burial


Thunder rumbled in the distance, and a breeze threatened to steal my baseball cap. I lifted the bill and stared into the dark, starless sky. “I thought you checked the weather report.” 
“Multiple times.” My identical twin sister, Samantha Brown, tested her flashlight and then mine. “Don’t you trust me?”
“I’m no meteorologist, but thunder and thick black clouds hint at a storm.”
“According to the Doppler, the system is supposed to pass us by.”
“I sure hope so; rain puts a major crimp in an outdoor stakeout.”
“Tuesday has a chance for tornadoes.”
“Oh, joy.” I twisted my head to the side. “I guess that means we have two days to wrap this case. No pressure.”
“This mystery isn’t exactly life and death, Lizzie.” Samantha grinned at her witty line.
“Nice one.”
“Because this is a cemetery, and we’re investigating who is digging up graves.”
“Yeah, I cracked that code.” I rolled my eyes. “You ruined the joke by overexplaining.”
The wind swept the corner of the quilt, and I dove to prevent it from blowing away. Our dalmatian, Whodunit, took the move as an invitation to wrestle. Her paws stepped on my back, and her head rubbed across my neck. “Okay, stop, you’re tickling me. I give. Uncle!”
“A little louder, so we make sure to announce our presence to the gravedigger.”
I straightened my cap. “Blame Whodunit. She knows I’m ticklish. You probably taught her how to attack me.”
Samantha fed the pup a treat, practically confirming my suspicions. “Tell me about the case.”
“Miss Photographic Memory didn’t commit every detail to her elephant brain?”
“I only memorize important things.” She shrugged. “Digging holes doesn’t qualify.”
“Are you kidding? This mystery is totally perplexing. Three graves were unearthed in the last week. Stuff like this doesn’t happen in Lake Falls.”
“But nothing was taken, so what’s the point?”
“Exactly.” I snapped my fingers. “Why is someone bothering to dig up a cemetery if they aren’t graverobbers?”
“Possibly a prank or a dare. Our investigation would be better served to interview classmates or the students at the local college.”
I wagged my finger. “Never underestimate the power of a stakeout.”
“It doesn’t make sense why anyone would bother with this. Hours of work for no reward.”
“How long does it take to dig a grave anyhow?” I asked.
My sister knew all sorts of useless facts, perfect to win Trivial Pursuit or Jeopardy.
“It varies based on a number of factors such as soil and depth of the hole but in ideal conditions, six hours.”
My jaw popped open. “That long?”
“On average, for a professional gravedigger, by hand.”
“Gee whiz, no wonder this guy is only digging one hole per night. I suppose the culprit may be using a machine.”
“Like a backhoe?” Samantha asked. “That would cut the time to an hour, but it’s quite noisy.”
“No go. The authorized gravedigger/caretaker, Mr. Abaddon lives across the street, so if anything were amiss during the night, he would know.”
“The gravedigger lives across the street?”
I nodded. “Creepy, right?”
“No, it sounds rather convenient for his commute.”
I sighed. “Anywho, refilling the graves every morning is irritating enough for him to hire detectives. It’s up to us to find the culprit and bring them to justice.”
“But he hired Dr. Watkins, not us.”
“Technically, if you want to split hairs.” In my mission to join the FBI after college, I picked up hours working as an intern for the local private investigator. Most of my assignments involved recordkeeping, so I quite enjoyed it when he sent me into the field.
“I’m surprised Dr. Watkins agreed to work with us after the incident over Christmas break.”
“We got our guy; that’s what is important.”
“And we nearly burned down the bookstore in the process.” Samantha opened her backpack and retrieved night vision goggles.
“Why must you always focus on the negative?” I motioned to her new toy. “Where did those come from?”
“I ordered them online.”
“Do you see anything?”
She scanned the nearby forest. “An opossum, barn owl, and a raccoon.” She rubbed Whodunit’s head. “You’re not much of a hunter, are you girl?”
I wrapped her leash around my hand, just in case. “How about something less critter-y and more related to our mystery?”
“Would you like me to fabricate a clue, so you aren’t disappointed for wasting our time?”
I crossed my arms. “Why so grouchy tonight? Usually, you love hanging out in graveyards. They’re quiet and secluded, and the chance of running into any people is slim to none.”
“You make a decent point.” Her head twisted to the side. “Perhaps Mr. Abaddon has the right idea.”
A rustling in the bushes made me lurch from the picnic blanket. “Is your raccoon on the move?”
Samantha slid her night vision goggles into place. “Someone is headed this way.”
“Who?”
“They’re wearing a toboggan.” She frowned. “Whoever it is, they’re tiny.”
“Like a kid?” I arched a brow. “You might be on to something with your dare theory.”
“The person is carrying something.”
“A shovel?” I lifted my arm as Whodunit circled and hid behind me. “Way to be brave, Scooby-Doo.”
“No, a tray…” Samantha laughed and discarded the goggles. “False alarm.”
Becky Robinson, one of our closest friends, hunched through the bushes. “Hey y’all, sorry I’m late. But I brought treats.” She extended the platter of Dairy Queen Blizzards.
I snagged the Oreo. “Yum, thanks.”
She removed her ski cap and fluffed her chameleon-colored curls. “The ice cream machine at work exploded again, and guess who had to clean it up?”
“It what?” I froze, spoon midway to my mouth. “And this batch came from…?”
“After we cleaned up. Don’t worry, it isn’t leftover floor ice cream or something.”
Samantha returned her attention to the cemetery. “Is this a stakeout or a picnic?”
“So, you don’t want your Blizzard?” Becky asked.
“I’ll take it!”
Samantha dropped her binoculars. “I didn’t say I didn’t want it. I just would prefer everyone stay on task and not act as if this were an ice cream social.”
“Five minutes ago, you called this a waste of time.”
She glared at me. “But if I’m going to do a job, I want to do it well.”
I scootched and switched my attention to Becky. “How did you find our hiding spot?”
“I followed the bickering. Didn’t anyone teach y’all to use your indoor voices?” She fed Whodunit a dollop of whipped cream. “I wouldn’t be surprised if the bad guys heard you and skedaddled.”
“I texted her our location,” Samantha said. “Though I’m shocked she agreed to come to a cemetery at night.”
“My dad is testing out a new invention at home, so it was either sleep in a potentially haunted mausoleum or risk an automatic vacuum cleaner catching fire and waking up to singed eyebrows.”
“Tight race.”
Samantha checked the time. “If the graverobber doesn’t show soon, he won’t have enough time before sunrise.”
“Is there a connection between the previously dug graves?” Becky asked. “Are they from the same family? Resting in the same aisle? Born under a certain astrological sign?”
I opened my notebook and reviewed the facts. “They are in the same general area but on different rows. Two men and one woman. And none of the people are related. Pattern appears random.”
“I suppose a link would be too much to ask.” She scrunched her nose. “What about their ages or birthdays? Or maybe a symbol on the headstones?”
Samantha’s head jerked. “That’s an interesting thought.”
“Really?” Becky perked up. “Which one?”
“Lizzie, can I see the photos of the gravesites?”
“Um, well…” My head drooped. “No one took any pictures of the crime scene.”
“So, we don’t even have proof a crime was committed?” Samantha huffed. “Give me the names, and I’ll find the stones myself.”
“What about the gravedigger? We’re supposed to lie low and catch him in the act,” I said.
“After three nights this week, he probably took a vacation day.” Samantha flicked on her flashlight. “If we’re going to close this case, we should be more proactive.”
“Nothing will solve it faster than catching the guy in the act.” I snagged her arm. “Besides, this is my case, and I call the shots.”
“You’re always so bossy,” Samantha said. “You’re in for a rude awakening at the FBI.”
“What is that supposed to mean? I’m going to make an awesome agent.”
“Not unless you overcome your issues with authority.”
I balled my fist and attempted to diffuse my anger. No one pushed your buttons like a twin sister. “You make me sound like a delinquent.”
Becky and Whodunit buried their faces. Neither one liked conflict.
“Not my intention,” Samantha said. “You like to be in charge and give the orders. When someone tells you to do something, you debate the issue instead of putting your head down and getting to work. It stems from a need to be in control.”
“Thank you for the analysis, Dr. Freud.”
“Actually, I’m using the Myers-Briggs Personality Test to assess you. Meaning you should direct your thanks to Katharine Briggs and her daughter, Isabel Briggs Myers, who developed the original questionnaire.”
I made a snoring noise. “Oops, sorry I fell asleep for a second there.”
“I think you both would be killer FBI agents.” Becky’s face contorted. “That didn’t come out right. I meant to say you would excel in the Bureau.”
“At least someone thinks so.” I motioned to my sister. “But don’t give her any bright ideas. We spend enough time together.”
Samantha shushed us. “Someone’s coming.”
“Did you invite any of our other friends?”
An intense spotlight borrowed from a nightshift road crew flickered and illuminated the graveyard. I hit the deck. Even the cover of bushes couldn’t help us now.
Becky splattered ice cream all over her Dairy Queen uniform as she dove to the ground. “What now?”
“Be still,” Samantha whispered.
I peered through the bush, hoping for a peek at the suspect. A shovel stabbed into the earth and then another. Two pairs of boots meant two graverobbers. That probably cut the dig time in half.
I shifted for a better view of their faces, and panic raced through my body. The man looked like death warmed over in a black suit with long tails. The more I stared, the more convinced I became of his identity. But why would Edgar Allan Poe be digging up graves in Texas… in the twenty-first century?
“We should call the police,” Becky whispered. “This is our proof.”
“And when we tell them the author of The Raven is exhuming people at the cemetery, they’ll hang up on us.”
“That’s why he looked familiar.” Becky shuddered. “And why the rubber mask looks so creepy.”
“What about the woman in the bonnet and dress?” Samantha asked. “Not exactly the proper attire for this activity.”
I turned my attention to the female gravedigger. Oddly enough, she resembled another famous writer.
“Uh-oh.” Becky waved a hand in front of her face.
Sensing the pending sneeze, I pinched her nose. Instead of a quiet ahchoo, she released a blow that sounded like a balloon stuffed in a tuba.
We froze in place. No way the gravediggers thought the noise came from an owl. We weren’t that lucky.
The light bent to the bushes. “Someone there?” Poe asked.
The shovel clattered to the ground, and the writers took off running in opposite directions. We sprang from our hiding spot in hot pursuit.
I hurdled a tombstone and raced after the master of the macabre. He ran with stiff limbs and an upright posture but was quite spry for a guy over 200 years old.
He peered over his shoulder at me and missed the angel statue blocking his path. Archangel Michael popped Poe right in the kisser, knocking him to his backside. Whodunit sped around me and grabbed the gravedigger by the tail of his suit.
“Get off me,” the man yelled.
I slid across the wet lawn like a skater braking on the ice. “Don’t move. The police are on their way.”
He rolled to his feet and swung a crowbar at my legs. I fell backward, and my head hit the grass with a smack. My vision blurred, and everything spun as I tried to stand.
My sneakers splashed in a puddle as the chase continued into the street. But my recovery came too late. A pickup squealed to a stop just long enough for Poe to dive into the bed.
I stood at the curb, amazed at what had transpired. “Edgar Allan Poe is the graverobber.”
Whodunit twisted her spotted head.
“I know, right?” I arched an eyebrow. "Believe nothing you hear and only one half that you see."
She dropped a piece of paper at my feet.
“Good girl.” I rubbed behind her ears. “At least one of us didn’t fail miserably tonight.”
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  Chapter 2
Persuasion


After failing to catch Poe, I returned to the cemetery in search of my friends. Whodunit led the charge, either following their smell or chasing a butterfly. I wasn’t sure which. 
I released a breath when I finally spotted them at the scene of the crime. “I’m guessing y’all struck out with your gravedigger too?”
“We were hot on her trail,” Samantha said. “Until Becky fell into a grave.”
My eyes widened. “Oh, no!”
“One of my worst fears almost came true tonight.” She clutched her heart. “The good news is we saved this poor woman from being exhumed.” She gestured to the shovel stabbed into the earth.
I unfolded the torn piece of paper Whodunit stole from Poe. “A name is coming to me. Might the intended victim be Emma Jean Stewart?”
Becky’s gaze darted from the tombstone to me. “How did you guess?”
“Edgar Allan Poe has a list of names. All the previously dug graves are marked out. Emma Jean is the second from the end.”
Samantha squinted at the last entry. “This one is incomplete.”
“Whodunit ripped and smudged the rest, unfortunately.” I twirled her leash. “How many Johns do you suppose are buried here?”
“Wait, are we going to completely ignore the fact the graverobber dressed as a fictional character?” Becky asked.
“Edgar Allan Poe is an author. A dead one but real,” Samantha said.
“You know what I mean.” She waved away the clarification. “What about the lady in the Victorian Era costume?”
I shrugged. “Looked very Jane Austen to me.”
“In that case, you are referring to the Georgian Era or, more specifically, Regency, as Jane Austen died twenty years before the Victorian Era began,” Samantha said. “It is a common misconception.”
“Okay then.” I grabbed my melted Blizzard and almost took a bite before thinking better. “What are Jane Austen and Edgar Allan Poe doing digging up graves in our cemetery?”
Samantha crossed her arms. “I guess this mystery isn’t as boring as I originally thought.”
Thunder rumbled and lightning zapped the western sky. A raindrop pelted the top of my head. “Not the only thing our resident weather girl was wrong about today. Right, Rainy Storm?”
Samantha snapped a photograph of the tombstone. “We need to compare her stone with the other victims.”
“Can this wait until morning?” Becky asked. “When it is sunny, and I’m not worried about being struck by lightning.”
“It will only take a minute if we split up.” I consulted the map Abaddon gave me. “Here, here, and here.”
Becky sighed. “Fine.”
I weaved through the cemetery and located the resting place of Grover Otto Blackwell, who died at nearly a hundred years old. He had a simple headstone with a name, date, and no fluff. Why did they pick old Grover over anyone else?
The rain picked up and soaked through my thin jacket. I shivered as a chill raced up my spine. I loved a spring shower but getting caught in the middle of one hit a little differently.
Our trio and Whodunit piled into the car, and I cranked the heat. “What’s the verdict? Any connection?”
Samantha examined the photos we sent her. “Becky’s came out blurry.”
“Sorry but traipsing through a cemetery alone gives me the creeps. Especially with the Ghostwriters lurking around.”
“Love the moniker.” I high-fived her.
“Thank you. I thought of it the second we split up.”
“Found a connection,” Samantha said. “All the victims died in March 1934.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning, I went to work to update my boss on our findings. In addition to being a licensed private eye, Dr. Watkins owned the best bookstore in town.
The bell chimed as I entered The Wordsmith. “Dr. Watkins? Are you here?”
“Of course, I am. It’s Saturday, we’re open on Saturdays, so where else would I be?” His aristocratic Boston accent gave additional bite to his words.
“I wanted to fill you in on the gravedigger case.”
He combed his gray mustache. “You’re still working on that? I assigned it to you Wednesday afternoon.”
“It was a school night…”
“If you want to be a decent detective, you must learn balance. Just because you’re a student doesn’t mean you should goof off in your free time. You’re either committed to this job or you aren’t.”
“I am, sir.”
“Alright.” He folded his arms into his knit cardigan. “Do you have a suspect?”
“No, but we…”
“Then why are you bothering me with an update if you don’t even have a suspect?”
“The graverobbers dressed as Edgar Allan Poe and Jane Austen.”
“Yes?”
I cleared my throat. “Which is an odd choice.”
“You’re boring me, Miss Brown. And I have customers.”
“All of the victims died in March 1934.”
“On the same day?”
“No.”
He shrugged. “Then you have nothing.”
“Isn’t it strange they all…”
“Coincidence does not make a clue,” Dr. Watkins said. “In the words of the marvelous Hercule Poirot – ‘One coincidence is just a coincidence, two coincidences are a clue, three coincidences are proof.’”
“By that logic, this coincidence is proof.”
His bushy brows arched. “Please enlighten me.”
“Four graves were robbed, and they all died in 1934. Two people is a coincidence, three people are a clue.”
“The fourth is proof.” He hooked his arms behind his back. “Well done, Miss Brown.”
“Thank you.”
He grabbed a stack of books to reshelve. “I’ll research March 1934 for any unusual events in Lake Falls.”
“What about the Ghostwriter costumes?”
He dropped his books on the shelf. “Shall I solve the entire case for you? Sometimes I think you forget you are the assistant and not the other way around.”
“I’m only wondering if Mr. Abaddon mentioned the disguises.”
“He never got a look at who dug the graves. If he had, he probably would have shot first.”
“Alrighty, I’ll uh, hit the streets and investigate.”
“Terrific plan.”
I hustled from the bookstore and navigated the busy Town Circle – our version of a town square. After the thunderstorm the previous night, residents embraced the beautiful day with a morning walk and a shopping spree.
I sucked in a breath and tried not to take my boss’s words to heart. Most people found it difficult to move beyond Dr. Watkins’ judgmental façade. Despite that, I enjoyed my job. Before he retired to Lake Falls and opened his business, he was a renowned criminology professor at Stanford University. He reached the height of his career consulting on a serial murder investigation. I put up with his ego and condescending attitude to work for the best.
A text message vibrated in my pocket.
SAMANTHA: Chamber of Commerce called an emergency town hall meeting to discuss a string of local robberies. I think they are connected to the gravedigger case.
LIZZIE: K on my way
I grinned at the small defiance. One of my sister’s biggest pet peeves was bad spelling and grammar in texts. Skipping periods and shortening words was the perfect way to get her goat from afar.
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  Chapter 3
American Claimant


When I arrived at the town hall, the meeting was already in full swing. Which, for our town, meant everyone in the chamber of commerce shouted over each other. 
Representatives from most of the businesses on Main Street turned out, with a few exceptions.
After a quick scan of the crowd, I located Samantha in the front row. “Why are we sitting up here? We can’t talk or make fun of the ridiculous new proposals while within earshot.”
“You answered your own question.” She nudged her chin to the stage. “Listen.”
Deputy Durwood Perkins hiked his utility belt. “Rest assured, folks, I am on the case.” His chubby cheeks puffed. “I’m as worried as you about this hooligan, trust me.”
I raised my hand. “I came in late. What’s the deal with the hooligans?”
“A dangerous burglar is wreaking havoc on our town, and Deputy Durwood is refusing to get tough.” Sweet seventy-year-old Mrs. Graham smacked her fist into her palm. “They broke into my ice cream parlor, and that is a declaration of war.”
“Now, hold on a minute.” The deputy held out his hands. “We don’t want to act rashly. So far, the thief hasn’t taken anything at any of the places he’s busted into.”
“What about my broken window and all the product I lost when the freezer was left open?” Mrs. Graham asked. “Who is going to pay for that?”
“The crook hit my family business, too, so I understand your pain,” Durwood said.
I gasped. “Not Woody’s Hardware and Bait Shop.”
“Thank you for the colorful commentary, Lizzie.”
I again raised my hand. “How many places did the delinquent break into? And why was nothing missing?”
“Three businesses fell victim so far including the Royal Crown Theater. And this isn’t an open forum or a question-and-answer type thing.” He scratched his black mustache. He thought the facial hair made him look like Thomas Magnum when, in reality, he was a dead ringer for Paul Blart, Mall Cop.
I leaned closer to Samantha. “How is this connected to the gravediggers? Aside from the lack of thievery at both crime scenes?”
“Wait, you’ll see.”
My shoulders slumped. “Why can’t you tell me?”
“What are you doing to catch the guy?” Mrs. Graham asked. “Do you even have suspects?”
“Pft… yes. I got loads of them.” Durwood sniffed, a clear tell he was bluffing.
“What are you holding back, Deputy?”
“Nothing.” His eyes lifted to the rafters. “We have an eyewitness account, and we’re running theories as we speak.”
“From whom?” Mrs. Graham asked. “The shops were closed when the crooks struck.”
Samantha elbowed me. “Here it comes.”
“Fine, I saw something at the hardware store.” Durwood’s gaze narrowed. “Happy?”
“What did you see?” I asked.
“A guy with wild Albert Einstein hair, dressed in a Colonel Sanders white suit.” He rubbed his hands over his face. “And I’m not crazy. Putting that out there.”
The description brought to mind a specific persona. “Um Deputy, are you sure the man you spotted fleeing the hardware store wasn’t Mark Twain?”
“Yes, because he’s dead.” He waved at me. “No more questions.”
I crossed my arms and stared at Samantha. “The Ghostwriters didn’t limit their crimes to grave robberies.”
“But why aren’t they taking anything?”
“Perhaps they’re training for the B&E games.”
Durwood cleared his throat. “If you two are quite finished whispering, we would like to get back to our meeting.”

      [image: image-placeholder]We snuck out of the town meeting a few minutes early and dropped by the Royal Crown Theater to interview the owner.
“Why wasn’t he in attendance?”
Samantha lifted her shoulder. “Because the Chamber of Commerce never discusses anything important.”
“You don’t find his absence suspicious?” I asked.
“Should I?”
“Perhaps he faked the robbery of the Royal Crown Theater to deflect suspicions.”
“Why don’t we interview him before jumping to ridiculous and baseless conclusions?”
“Sounds like a plan.”
“Where do you suppose he is?”
I pointed to the ticket window. “Found him.”
Despite his posh, royal name, Spencer Wellington was the cheapest man in Lake Falls. If he found a penny in the street, he pinched it.
His tight-wad tendencies caused the movie theater to operate with as few employees as humanly possible. Which meant the owner took on most of the jobs.
I leaned into the microphone. “Hi, Spencer.”
“Two tickets?”
“We aren’t here for a movie,” Samantha said.
His tall, skinny body straightened. “Then why are you blocking my line?”
I glanced behind me. “We’re the only ones here.”
“And perhaps you are discouraging folks who don’t want to wait in a long line.”
Samantha shimmied in front of me. “We need to talk to you about the robbery the other night.”
“I’m on the clock. Come back later.” He scrunched his hand. “Next.”
I left the window and retraced my steps through the rope line. “Hi, Spencer. Can I have a ticket to whatever Marvel movie is playing?”
“Eight dollars.”
I snagged a ten-dollar bill from my pocket and slowly unfolded it. “While I have you here, perhaps you can tell me about the robbery the other night.”
He scraped a hand through his buzzcut hair. “My, my, don’t you think you’re smart trying to bribe me?”
I ironed out the bill’s wrinkles. “I don’t have any idea what you mean. I’m just trying to see my favorite superhero movie.”
Samantha crossed her arms. “We can play this game all day, Spencer. The film plays until ten.”
He sighed. “As I told Deputy Durwood, there’s nothing to tell. I didn’t witness anything, and nothing went missing. The only reason I called the police was because of my insurance claim from the broken latch.”
“Was anything disturbed?” I asked.
“The hoodlum tore up a section of carpet in the projector room, which is not covered under my policy.” A muscle in his skinny neck twitched. “Why do I even bother with insurance when they refuse to pay out?”
I handed over my money. “Was that so hard, Spencer?”
“As excruciating as a hostage situation.”
Samantha snagged the ticket and handed it to the kid in line behind us. “Here you go. We already saw this one. Regular guy gets powers and a suit, and the entire city is destroyed by explosions.”
“Cool, thanks!”
Spencer threw his hands behind the glass. “You cost me a paying customer.”
“Serves him right,” Samantha mumbled.
I hooked my arm through hers. “Can you handle the interviews of Mrs. Graham and Durwood by yourself?”
“Of course.”
“Aren’t you curious about what I’m doing in the meantime?”
She shrugged. “Not particularly.”

      [image: image-placeholder]I left Samantha to interview the other robbery victims while Becky and I drove to the costume shop in the neighboring town.
“This Ghostwriter thing is so strange.” Becky crossed her short legs in the passenger seat. “And elaborate. Why did they choose such memorable costumes when a simple mask wouldn’t raise so many eyebrows?”
“I think that’s the point. We came within a few feet of Poe and Austen, and we can’t remember a single distinguishing feature aside from the costume.”
“So, by standing out they manage to go unnoticed.”
“Correct.” I parked the car and debated grabbing my umbrella. “I’ll make a run for it.”
Becky followed my lead and stumbled over a slick step. Her heels rolled down the first flight, and she caught herself at the basement entrance.
“You okay?”
“Yeah, but my life flashed before my eyes.”
I approached the kid at the checkout register, dressed as a Lord of the Rings elf. “Hello, I called about the Mark Twain costume.”
He shook his head and almost lost an ear. “I told you over the phone, we sold out a week ago. Why… uh… why did you bother coming by?”
I leaned on the counter. “This is going to sound desperate, and I’m not above begging, but we have a school project on Mark Twain due Monday, and we really need the costume.”
“I can’t make one appear. Trust me, I wish I could.” His cheeks blushed. “What if I call the other stores?”
“This was our last hope.”
“Hey Liz, what if we borrowed the costume from the person who bought it? If we explained the situation, I’m sure they would help us out.”
I twisted to the elf. “Oliver? Are you able to look up the purchaser on your computer?”
“Uh-huh, it was a delivery. But I’m not supposed to give out information.”
I interlocked my fingers. “Please, Oliver, we’re at risk of failing Senior English if we don’t ace this project.”
He scratched his pimply forehead. “Okay, but I’m only giving this to you because I know the buyer, and I’m certain it would be alright with her.”
“You’ll be our hero, Oliver.”
“The Wayne City Librarian purchased it for live readings.”
Becky’s brows rose. “Did she buy any others?”
“Why? Isn’t your project on Mark Twain?” Oliver asked.
“Hers is, but I’m Jane Austen.” Becky cleared her throat. “Any of those?”
“Two in stock, I’ll get it for you.” He grinned and ran to the back.
“That didn’t go as planned.” Becky buried her face. “Think we can run before he comes back?”
I shook my head. “But he was so excited to help.”
The curtain parted, and he dropped the hanger on the counter. “You’re in luck. This one is on sale for fifty.”
Becky rummaged through her wallet. “Forty-seven and thirteen cents…”
I fished three dollars out of my pocket. “Wouldn’t want you to fail English because you were a few bucks short.”
She held the costume in front of her and tangled her feet in the skirt. “I suppose I can hem it, right?”

      [image: image-placeholder]“What’s our story for the librarian?” Becky asked. “Still the school project bit?”
“I think we should confront her about the investigation.”
Her eyes expanded. “You think the librarian is behind the break-ins?”
“If the costume fits.”
“But if you’re suspicions are correct, shouldn’t we be a little sneakier?”
“I always found the Columbo approach quite effective.”
“Ooh!” As our resident expert in anything and everything TV-related, Becky lit up. “Love it. I’m in.”
After
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“I do not want people
to be very agreeable, as
it saves me the trouble

of liking them a great
deal.”
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“It is better to keep your
mouth closed and let
people think you are a
fool than to open it and

remove all doubt.”

Marke Swain
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