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      There's something irresistibly mysterious about the mail—the anticipation of an unexpected envelope, the romance of handwritten letters, the knowledge that every delivery carries a story.

      For our first anthology, we invited authors to explore postal, delivery, and communication-themed mysteries: stories involving letters, missing packages, messages from the past, or unexpected deliveries—each leading to murder and mayhem. From over thirty submissions, twelve exceptional tales emerged.

      We're particularly proud to feature a Canadian guest editor alongside six talented Canadian contributors, with stories spanning from Quebec City's cobblestones to British Columbia's remote islands. International voices from the UK, Germany, South Korea, Australia and the US complete this global collection, proving that mystery travels on every mail route.

      You'll meet amateur sleuths who stumble upon decades-old crimes, postal workers turned detectives, and ordinary people forever changed by a single delivery. Whether it's a mislabeled 1944 love letter, a rare stamp worth killing for, or threatening notes revealing family secrets, each story reminds us that the past demands its due—postage paid in full.

      Consider this anthology your invitation to a world where every envelope might contain a clue, and every delivery could be someone's last.

      Happy reading, and remember to always check your return address.

      

      The Publishing Team
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      If you’re a cozy mystery lover, you are in for a delightful treat. And if you’re not, you will be after reading these enchanting stories.

      What is a cozy mystery, you might ask? A story that whisks you away to a charming locale where scenic oceans or babbling brooks, cobblestone streets, museums, flower shops or bookstores play a pivotal role (you get the picture). A story where relatable characters draw you into their world, a world where a delicious mystery must be solved without graphic scenes or explicit language. A puzzle to be unravelled in a safe, comforting place.

      Be prepared to be whisked off to a scenic island off the British Columbia coast, a quaint English village, a plant shop in the US Midwest, charming Montreal and boisterous New Orleans, just to name a few of the settings for enigmas that draw you into their journeys to resolution. You’ll love the feisty characters you will meet: retired friends solving a local time capsule mystery, a headstrong yet intelligent student, a loving grandmother to her postal carrier grandson, a crusty PI jaded by romance, a young woman grieving her lost sister, a widow grieving her recently deceased—or murdered, husband. These relatable characters bring their stories to life, inviting you into their communities to disentangle curious conundrums.

      Many of our twelve authors have won awards in crime fiction, romance and other genres. Their skills are evident in the fabulous tales they have crafted for this anthology. They made my job as editor joyfully easy, and I thank each one of them for their professionalism and kindness. I am awed by their talent.

      Thank you, dear reader, for embarking on these mysteries with us. Pull up a comfy chair, steep your soothing tea, and enjoy Signed, Sealed…Deceased.

      

      Lena Samson, Guest Editor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dead Letter Day

          

          Daisy Landish

        

      

    

    
      The Coeur D’Alene post office smelled like dust, ink, and boiled coffee—a scent that reminded Maddie Moreau of her childhood library, though somehow less magical and significantly grumpier. She tapped her mittened fingers on the counter as the clerk rummaged behind the scenes for her missing package. Somewhere among the bins and sorting carts was a sheet of vintage postage stamps—bright, illustrated beauties meant to accompany a book-themed silent auction next weekend. Maddie had sourced them from a private seller in Maine. Supposedly pristine. Definitely irreplaceable.

      “Sorry, Miss Moreau,” said Mr. Shipley, the clerk with a comb-over as patchy as the carpet. “It got routed through Spokane for some reason. Things get weird when the barcodes smudge.”

      “I understand,” Maddie said, though her tone suggested otherwise.

      Shipley turned back toward the shelf and pulled a padded envelope from the wrong bin. “Here. This was flagged for your box too. Might’ve been what the system logged. Not your name, though… Must’ve been misfiled.”

      He handed her a battered manila envelope, creased at the corners, with a fading postmark and an ornate wax seal that had cracked clean through. Across the front, in shaky block letters, someone had written:

      ‘Return to sender. Deceased’

      Maddie blinked. “Definitely not mine.”

      Shipley frowned. “Odd. Must’ve fallen into your slot when the bin tipped yesterday. We’ve been short-staffed since Marcie’s gallbladder incident.”

      He sighed, rubbing his forehead. “And my niece Tammy keeps stopping by asking for ‘temporary loans.’ Said something about a ‘business idea’ involving true crime podcasts. I told her, I work in postage, not publishing.”

      “Well, if it’s not mine…”

      “Go ahead and toss it in the ‘out’ bin,” he said, waving vaguely toward the corner. “We don’t process dead letters here. They usually get redirected to Boise, but no one knows what happens after that. Black hole, probably.”

      Maddie turned the envelope over in her hands. The return address was smeared. The recipient’s was local, though—Coeur D’Alene. On Oakridge Lane.

      And the stamp. She squinted.

      A violet 1940s stamp, perfectly preserved, featured a winged Victory figure and the words Win the War. Her brows lifted. It was genuine. Rare. The kind of thing collectors swooned over and dealers tried to counterfeit.

      “I’ll… make sure it gets handled properly,” Maddie said, slipping the envelope into her tote bag next to a box of peppermint tea and a paperback mystery with a Yorkshire terrier on the cover. Shipley had already moved on to the next customer, a retiree mailing soap to grandchildren in Florida.

      Outside, snow flurried down in determined spirals. Maddie tugged her hat lower, wrapped her scarf twice, and started the walk back toward Mike’s office. Her fingers itched to open the envelope. She was fully aware that tampering with mail could be a federal offence—but wasn’t it more of a gray area when the mail was already undeliverable?

      Especially if it was about to vanish into a dead letter depot where stories went to die. Maddie was, above all else, a lover of untold stories.

      She paused beneath a lamppost, squinting against the snow, and broke the seal. Inside was a single folded letter. Cream paper. Black ink. The elegant loops of wartime cursive.

      March 14th, 1944

      My darling Rose,

      I shouldn’t be alive. The wreckage was total. But I woke up in a village with no name and strangers who spoke no English. It’s been four months since the plane went down. And all I can think of is you...

      Maddie pressed a hand to her chest. Whatever this letter had meant—whoever had written it—it had never reached Rose. But someone had tried to send it again.

      And now… someone was very much dead.
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        * * *

      

      By the time Maddie reached Mike’s office, the snow was falling harder—wet, determined flakes that clung to her coat and sparkled on her lashes like she’d stepped into a snow globe. She stomped her boots on the mat just inside the door and called out, “I brought tea, gossip, and a federal offence!”

      Mike Malison looked up from his laptop, his dark-rimmed glasses perched low on his nose. “Please tell me you’re not serious about the last one.” She dropped the tote onto the desk between them and plucked out the envelope, now carefully flattened between the pages of the terrier paperback.

      Mike took one look and raised his brows. “That looks... ancient.” He rubbed his temple. “If I’d known going freelance as a data analyst would involve so many cold cases, I’d have stuck to algorithms.”

      Maddie grinned. “You love it.”

      “I love spreadsheets. You love ghosts with postage.”

      “It is. Dated 1944. I found it at the post office. Wrongly routed to my box.” Maddie perched on the edge of her chair, cheeks pink with excitement. “It’s a love letter, Mike. From a man named Edward, presumed dead in the war, writing to a woman named Rose in Coeur D’Alene. It never got delivered. But someone tried to send it recently.”

      Mike set the laptop aside. “How do you know it was recent?”

      Maddie pulled out the envelope again. “The original wax seal is cracked and someone resealed it with clear tape. The ink on the front, ‘Return to sender. Deceased’ is in modern ballpoint. And this stamp.” She pointed. “It’s the real deal. A rare wartime issue. But the way it’s placed? Slightly skewed. Likely added by someone trying to pass it off as original.”

      Mike leaned closer, frowning thoughtfully. “So, someone found this old letter and tried to make it look like it had just gotten lost in the mail? But why?”

      “Exactly the question I asked myself. And why now? Why to a local address?” Maddie opened her laptop and tapped the address into a property records database. “97 Oakridge Lane. Belonged to a Rose B. Whittaker from 1942 to 1985. Died unmarried. Left the house to a distant cousin who sold it.”

      Mike tilted his head. “So, Rose never got the letter.”

      “Or she did—later. But here's the twist.” Maddie opened a second browser tab. “There’s no official death record for an Edward Harrison matching the details in the letter. But there is a military report from 1944 stating he died in a plane crash over the Ardennes. No body recovered.”

      Mike’s eyebrows climbed. “So, he might’ve lived?”

      “Or someone pretended to be him. Or someone found his letter and used it for some other reason.” She sat back, crossing her arms. “Either way, someone went out of their way to put that letter into the system. And now it’s here.”

      Mike stood and crossed to the office kitchenette. “Well, nothing pairs with mystery quite like tea.” He started boiling water.

      “I’m thinking,” Maddie said, fingers tapping the armrest, “we start at the local historical society. See what they’ve got on Rose Whittaker. If there’s any mention of Edward. Diaries, photos, census records.”

      Mike looked over his shoulder. “You think there’s a scandal hiding in a seventy-year-old envelope?”

      Maddie grinned. “I think there’s a story that was meant to stay buried—and someone just tried to dig it up.”

      Outside, the snow fell faster. In her coat pocket, the envelope felt heavier than paper had any right to be.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, the storm had calmed, but the sky hung low and gray like a held breath. Maddie clutched her thermos of lukewarm coffee and pushed through the glass doors of the Coeur D’Alene post office, the same envelope sealed in a clear plastic sleeve inside her tote. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about the letter. Or the stamp. Or the fact that someone had tried to send it again—seventy years late.

      Today, she wasn’t here to snoop. Officially, anyway.

      She wanted to return the letter, document the oddity, and maybe persuade the clerk, Mr. Shipley, to share a little gossip about the lost mail bin. But the lobby was eerily silent. No waiting line. No bell. No cranky muttering about holiday cards arriving late.

      “Hello?” Maddie called gently, stepping around the corner toward the back counter.

      That’s when she saw it.

      The door to the sorting room stood ajar. One of the fluorescent lights overhead flickered. And just beyond the counter, half-concealed by an overturned bin of manila envelopes, lay a pair of polished black shoes. Attached to feet. Attached to…

      “Oh no,” Maddie breathed.

      She darted around the counter. Mr. Shipley was slumped on the floor, one hand clutching his chest, the other resting palm-up beside a tipped cup of coffee and an open bin marked ‘DLB – Dead Letters.’

      His eyes were open but vacant.

      And there, not two feet away, was a corner of the WWII envelope—its twin, or maybe its original—peeking out from the pile of dusty, undeliverable mail. Maddie backed up, heart pounding. “Okay. Don’t touch anything.” She grabbed her phone and hit speed-dial.

      Mike answered on the second ring. “Hey, I was just thinking about that stamp⁠—”

      “I found Mr. Shipley,” Maddie whispered. “He’s… he’s dead. At the post office. You need to call Carson.”

      There was a pause. “On it. Don’t move.”

      Maddie ended the call and glanced around the room. A dark glove lay on the ground, caught beneath a crate. A red smear marked the edge—maybe ink, maybe something worse. A bottle of correction fluid sat uncapped on a nearby shelf, and the sorting machine hummed softly, still cycling mail that would never be delivered.

      She knelt just close enough to confirm what she already suspected: Shipley was gone. A quiet, solitary man who had once told her he’d worked the same post office for thirty-six years and had never lost a package—though he admitted to rerouting a few that ‘didn’t smell quite right.’ Now he’d become a dead letter himself.

      Outside, the wind picked up again, rattling the old glass panes in the front door. And somewhere in the mess behind the counter, someone had left a secret they hadn’t meant to.
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        * * *

      

      By noon, the post office was roped off with yellow tape, a ‘CLOSED DUE TO UNFORESEEN CIRCUMSTANCES’ sign hastily taped to the door. Maddie stood just outside the barrier with Mike, nursing her second coffee of the day and trying not to shiver. Not from the cold, but from the strange feeling that the letter in her tote bag had cracked open something much bigger than a forgotten love story.

      Detective Carson Luttrell emerged from the building looking uncharacteristically grim.

      “Shipley had heart issues,” he said, nodding to Mike. “But the medical examiner’s initial look suggests he didn’t die naturally. There’s bruising along the jaw and trace chemicals on the cup near his body. We’re running tests, but it’s looking like poison.”

      “Poison?” Maddie asked, eyes wide. “From a coffee mug?”

      “Possibly. Or absorbed another way.” Carson glanced at her. “You said he gave you the letter yesterday?”

      She nodded. “By accident. But… I think he knew something about it. He looked surprised when I brought it up. Nervous. And when I came back today, that letter—or one that looks just like it—was lying outside the bin near him.”

      Carson raised an eyebrow. “You think the letter’s connected?”

      “I think someone doesn’t want it traced.” She paused. “Or maybe someone does—but only part of it.”

      Carson scratched his jaw. “The ‘dead letter’ bin might’ve gotten a little too lively.”
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, Maddie and Mike sat in the tiny upstairs reading room at the Coeur D’Alene Historical Society, where Maddie had sweet-talked her way into the private archives. Mrs. Harriet Geller, a retired librarian and expert in ‘local romances and minor scandals,’ pulled a thin folder from the filing cabinet marked ‘Whittaker Family – Oakridge Lane.’

      “Here we go,” she said, adjusting her spectacles. “Rose Beatrice Whittaker. Born 1920. Never married. Worked as a piano teacher until 1983. Attended church socials but kept to herself. No children. No known siblings. Died of natural causes.”

      Mike scanned the death certificate. “No mention of Edward.”

      “That’s the thing,” Maddie said. “According to the letter, Edward Harrison was her fiancé. Presumed dead in 1944. But there’s no engagement noted in her obituary.”

      Mrs. Geller pursed her lips. “Oh, I remember Rose. Lived next to that quiet man with the birdhouses—Mr. Mercer. She used to bring him rhubarb jam.”

      Mike looked up. “What do you know about him?”

      “Not much. Bit of a recluse. Walked with a cane. Kept to himself even more after Rose passed.” She sniffed. “Always smelled like ink and old cigars.”

      Maddie’s eyes lit up. “Ink?”

      “Deep red. Ruined my gloves once when he shook my hand at the post office.”

      Mike and Maddie exchanged a glance.

      “Does Mr. Mercer still live there?” Maddie asked.

      Mrs. Geller shook her head. “No, no. Moved into Riverbend Retirement last year. But he still visits the house sometimes. Says it helps him think.”

      “Think about what?” Mike asked.

      Mrs. Geller shrugged. “Whatever old men think about, I suppose. Regrets. Rhubarb. War stories.”

      Maddie sat back in her chair, heart thudding. A man with red ink on his hands. A quiet neighbour of Rose’s. A potential secret identity.

      She pulled the letter out again and studied the signature at the bottom.

      Yours forever,

      Edward

      “Mike,” she said, voice low. “What if Mr. Mercer wasn’t just Rose’s neighbour… but her missing fiancé?”
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        * * *

      

      Back in Maddie’s sunlit kitchen, the letter lay flat between two bookends, weighted carefully at each corner. Maddie hovered over it with tweezers in hand, a magnifying glass perched on her nose. Mike, seated at the table with a bowl of kettle corn, watched her with mild concern. “You know, this is starting to look like surgery.”

      “I found a seam,” she murmured. “A second fold tucked under the first. Whoever resealed this envelope was careful, but not that careful.”

      Mike leaned forward. “You think there’s another letter inside?”

      “Or a continuation. Something they didn’t want noticed right away.”

      She eased the inner flap free.

      A second page emerged—thinner, more fragile, yellowed by time. Unlike the first, this one wasn’t written in sweeping, romantic cursive. The handwriting was small. Tight. Uneven.

      To whomever finds this:

      If Rose never saw my words, that was my doing. I mailed the first letter—but I came home, too. I took another name, another life. I watched her from a distance for years. She looked for me in every parade, every church pew. And I—coward that I was—stayed away.

      Maddie’s hand stilled.

      I feared what she'd say. What I’d become. I lived as Thomas Mercer. I buried Edward Harrison when I stepped off that train in Spokane with no papers and no courage. But I never stopped loving her.

      She exhaled. “Oh.”

      Mike stood, reading over her shoulder. “So, Mercer is Edward. He survived the war… and hid in plain sight?”

      “He lived next door to the woman who thought he was dead. Who mourned him. Who brought him jam.”

      Mike pointed to the bottom of the letter. “There’s more.”

      I placed this letter in the post box the day Rose died. I couldn’t carry it anymore. I thought maybe it would disappear with the rest. But I never expected it to come back to me. If someone is reading this now… I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt anyone. I only wanted to be forgotten.

      Maddie let the page fall flat. Silence hummed around them, broken only by the soft clink of the radiator.

      “So, it was sent,” she said. “He mailed it after her death. He wanted closure—his own way.”

      Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “But someone found it. And brought it back into circulation. And now a man is dead.”

      Maddie’s eyes narrowed. “And if Mercer wanted to be forgotten… why was the letter in Shipley’s hands again? Why now?”

      Mike’s expression shifted. “Unless someone used it. Someone who found it in the dead letter bin and thought it could be… leverage.”

      “Blackmail?” Maddie said.

      Mike nodded. “If someone knew Mercer’s secret—that he wasn’t who he said he was—it could have been worth something. Or someone might’ve wanted to expose him just to stir things up.”

      Maddie grabbed her coat. “Then I think it’s time we paid Mr. Mercer a visit.”

      Mike held the door open for her, eyes serious now. “Let’s hope we’re not too late.”
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        * * *

      

      Riverbend Retirement Home smelled like lemon polish and distant television. Maddie clutched her tote against her side as she and Mike stepped into the sunroom, where a group of residents played dominoes under a crocheted ‘WELCOME, SPRING!’ banner despite the snow outside.

      “Thomas Mercer usually keeps to himself,” said the aide who greeted them. “He feeds the birds. Doesn’t like loud noises. You’ll find him near the end of the east wing. Room 114.”

      Maddie thanked her and led the way, her boots muffled on the thick beige carpet. Mike walked beside her, quiet.

      “Do we tell him about Shipley right away?” he asked.

      “No. Not until we know what he knows,” Maddie replied. “Let’s see how much guilt he’s carrying first.”

      They knocked gently. The door creaked open.

      Mr. Mercer sat in a worn recliner by the window, a flannel blanket draped across his lap. A wooden cane leaned nearby. He looked up, gray eyes sharp despite the haze of age.

      “Visitors?” he asked, voice gravel soft.

      Maddie offered a warm smile. “Hello, Mr. Mercer. I’m Madeleine Moreau. This is Mike Malison. We’re not police, just… curious citizens. We have some questions about an old letter.”

      For a flicker of a moment, his expression didn’t change.

      Then: “She got it, then. After all these years.”

      Maddie’s breath caught. “Rose?”

      He nodded. “I mailed it the day after her funeral. Thought maybe—just maybe—the universe would do what I never could.”

      “And yet,” Mike said, stepping forward, “it ended up in the dead letter bin. Then somehow back in your hands. Then in ours. And now Mr. Shipley is dead.”

      Mercer stiffened. “Dead?”

      “He was found yesterday in the post office,” Maddie said gently. “Not a heart attack. Poison.”

      Mercer closed his eyes. “I didn’t… I wouldn’t…”

      “Did he know who you were?” Mike asked.

      A pause.

      Mercer swallowed. “A month ago, he came by here. Said he found something strange in the old logbooks. Asked if I was… Edward Harrison. I said no. Of course, I said no.”

      “But he kept asking,” Maddie said.

      “He came again. Said maybe the historical society would be interested. Or the papers. Said it was a ‘patriotic deception turned personal scandal.’ Wanted money to keep quiet.”

      Maddie and Mike exchanged a look.

      “That’s blackmail,” Mike said.

      “I gave him a cheque. Told him it was all I had.” Mercer’s voice cracked. “I was so careful for so long. I kept that letter hidden for decades. I thought I could bury Edward with Rose. But I shouldn’t have mailed it.”

      Maddie knelt beside him. “Did you ever threaten him?”

      “No. I begged him to stop. I think… I think he enjoyed the leverage.”

      “And the envelope?” she asked. “The one you mailed?”

      “I dropped it in the box near Oakridge. Same one Rose always used. Then I came here. That was a year ago.”

      Mike crossed his arms. “Then who took it from the bin and tried to resurface it now?”

      Mercer’s gaze shifted toward the corner bookshelf. “I don’t know. But someone was watching. Someone who wanted me exposed—or punished.”

      Maddie stood. “And that someone may have silenced Shipley permanently.”

      Maddie hesitated at the door, then turned back. “Mr. Mercer… do you think Rose would’ve forgiven you?”

      He didn’t answer at first. Just looked down at his hands, folded tight in his lap like pages pressed shut.

      “She forgave me the moment I stepped off that train,” he said quietly. “I just didn’t have the courage to let her say it.”

      Maddie nodded, her throat tight. “She waited for you her whole life. I think, in her heart… she never stopped.”

      They thanked Mercer and left him staring out the window at the flurries beginning to swirl again. As the door clicked shut, Mike turned to Maddie.

      “I don’t think he did it.”

      “No,” Maddie agreed. “But someone who knew he was Edward—and wanted revenge—might have.”

      Mike’s jaw tightened. “Time to find out who else had access to the dead letter bin.”
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        * * *

      

      At the Coeur D’Alene post office, Detective Carson met them at the back entrance, ushering them past the still-shuttered front. The crime scene tape had come down, but tension lingered like dust.

      “We went through surveillance footage from the last two weeks,” Carson said as he led them through the sorting floor. “Most of the rear cameras were down due to maintenance. Surprise, surprise. But one angle caught someone entering the restricted area late Sunday.”

      He handed Maddie a printout. Grainy, but clear enough.

      “Susie?” Maddie asked, recognizing the dark ponytail and signature red puffer jacket of the part-time clerk.

      “She had the night shift,” Carson confirmed. “Claims she was sorting returned parcels. But what was she doing handling dead letters?”

      Mike looked over her shoulder. “She served Rose Whittaker too, back when she was still active. She must’ve known her from back then. They knew each other.”

      Carson’s eyes narrowed. “Now she works here part-time and was the last person seen near the dead letter bin before Shipley died. You’re thinking personal motive?”

      “She wouldn’t have cared about Edward Harrison,” Maddie said. “But maybe she cared about Rose.”
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        * * *

      

      They found Susie seated in the staff break room, sipping tea from a chipped mug. When Carson entered, she straightened—caught between defiant and afraid.

      “We need to talk about Mr. Shipley,” Carson said, taking a seat across from her. “And about the letter.”

      Susie’s jaw tensed. “I didn’t kill him.”

      “No one said you did,” Maddie said gently. “But you knew about the letter, didn’t you?”

      Susie’s hands tightened around the mug. “Rose was my godmother. She never married. She never stopped waiting for him. I used to help her sort mail when I was little—she’d tell me stories about Edward. Her ghost stories, she called them. Said he’d died a hero.”

      Mike sat beside her. “And then you found the truth.”

      “She gave me a letter Edward never mailed. Not the original, but a copy—something she said she found among his things after he passed. She told me to burn it if she ever died, said it was a piece of her past that didn’t belong to anyone else. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I told myself I was protecting her memory—but maybe I just wasn’t ready to let go.”

      She looked down at her mug. “When I got the part-time job at the post office last spring, it felt like a sign. I didn’t have full access, just the front counter and the return shelves…but I knew the layout, the routines. I’d watched Shipley work those bins for years.”

      “One night, after closing, I slipped the letter into the dead letter pile. Figured it would vanish. Get lost in the void. Like she always joked dead letters did.”

      Carson raised an eyebrow. “But it didn’t?”

      “No. A week later, I panicked. Started imagining someone opening it, reading her words. Judging her. Judging Edward. So I pulled it out when no one was looking. Tucked it behind a stack of undeliverables, thinking that would be the end of it.”

      Her hands trembled around the mug. “No,” she whispered. “Shipley found it. He thought it was a historical curiosity. Started digging. Found Mercer. When he figured it out, he got greedy. Said he’d ‘monetize the drama.’ Wanted to sell the story. Said it would ‘play well with a war hero’s fall from grace.’ ”

      “So you decided to stop him,” Maddie said.

      Susie shook her head violently. “I confronted him. Told him it wasn’t his story to tell. That Rose deserved better. I…I didn’t think he’d really go public. But I swear I didn’t poison him.”

      Carson’s expression softened. “We’ll need to verify your timeline. But the forensic team found red ink on the glove near his body—same brand you use for sorting return-to-sender letters.”

      Susie’s face crumpled. “I only grabbed the bin. I swear. I didn’t touch his coffee. I didn’t even see the envelope until he waved it at me like bait.”

      Maddie leaned in. “Then who else had access?”

      A long pause. Then: “His niece, Tammy. She came by last week. Wanted money. Again.”

      Mike’s eyes widened. “Did she know about the letter?”

      Susie nodded. “Overheard us arguing. I didn’t think anything of it… until he turned up dead.”
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        * * *

      

      Three days later, Coeur D’Alene had returned to its usual rhythm: snowbanks at the curb, paperboys on bikes, and neighbours waving over hedges. Inside the Quiet Grounds Café, Maddie stirred honey into her tea while Mike scrolled headlines on his phone.

      “Tammy Shipley confessed this morning,” he said. “She laced her uncle’s coffee with digitalis—claimed it was just to ‘make him sick,’ scare him into cutting her a cheque. Said she didn’t know his heart condition was that bad.”

      “She didn’t want him selling the story either,” Maddie murmured.

      “Because she wanted to sell it herself,” Mike said. “Only she hadn’t counted on someone else already being emotionally attached to the truth.”

      Maddie exhaled, letting the steam from her cup warm her cheeks. “Poor Susie. All she wanted was to protect Rose’s memory. And Mercer—Edward—he just wanted to be forgotten.”

      Mike leaned back. “Kind of ironic, isn’t it? All those years, he was terrified of someone digging up the past. And in the end, the past came looking for him.”

      “I think Rose would have forgiven him,” Maddie said softly. “She spent her whole life waiting for a ghost. Maybe it’s better she never knew the full truth. It would’ve hurt.”

      Mike reached over and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “You did the right thing, donating the letter to the historical society.”

      Maddie smiled. “With the second page sealed. Let people remember the romance, not the regret.”

      They sipped their drinks in silence for a moment.
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