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      “What do you mean, someone broke into Moon’s News?” Blanche stood inside her office glaring at her assistant, Roy Beaker, in disapproval. “And the first thing you did was report it to the sheriff instead of calling me?”

      Roy Beaker held several files against his chest as though they would keep him safe from her wrath. “It seemed like the obvious thing to do!” he yelped, defending himself.

      It was late at night, and Beaker had called Blanche frantic. He described what he had found when he arrived at Moon’s News, the local newspaper for Moon’s Landing. He explained the main door of the newspaper office was wide open, and the reception desk’s computer was on the floor and in pieces.

      Blanche had been with Mason and me when she got the call, so the three of us rushed straight here together.

      “I’m not surprised this happened to you.” Doris Gilbert righted a chair to sit down, a sly smile on her face. “I had told you your lack of a security system would bite you in the⁠—”

      Blanche spun in her direction. “What are you doing here, Doris?” She demanded as she raked a hand through her messy blonde hair. “You don’t work here.”

      Doris held her phone, snapping a few photos of the office. The office was in complete disarray. Chairs had been over-thrown, and file cabinets overturned. It looked as though someone had a wonderful time making a mess.

      “You’re lucky I was here,” she stated as she tucked her phone inside her purse. “I’m the one who insisted Beaker call the sheriff. I told him; If you don’t call the sheriff, I will. My readers will love to read all about this in the morning.”

      Blanche looked ready to launch herself across the room at Doris, and I thought it best to intervene. I stepped between them. “Why don’t we look around and list what’s missing?”

      A loud bang irrupted from down the hall interrupted us. Mason was the first to move to investigate the noise.

      I stood locked in place, unable to move, afraid of what or who might have made that noise. “What was that?”

      Mason stood in the doorway leading out into the hall. “Someone’s here.” He stood with his back to me, and I noticed how his light blonde hair caught the overhead lighting, making it look nearly white.

      “What? Who?” Doris jumped out of her chair, clutching her purse to her chest. “I won’t stay here a second longer.”

      Beaker inched towards the main door. “Blanche, it would be best to wait for the sheriff outside.” But he wasn’t willing to leave without his boss and stood rooted near the door.

      Blanche shook her head. “And let whoever it is rob me blind?” She stormed across the room, straight into her father’s office, returning with a golf club.

      “Blanche, what are you doing with that?” I rushed to her side to keep her from doing what I feared. “Don’t even think about going down there. We don’t know who that is.”

      “All of you wait here.” Mason headed down the hallway. Blanche and I followed and made it as far as the doorway. We stood huddled as we observed Mason check to see what had made that noise. He had no weapon — nothing that would protect him from an assailant.

      To the left of the door was a stairwell leading up to the roof, and I felt a chilly breeze glide down and move through my dark brown hair. I glanced up as a flyer flew down to me.

      I snatched it before it flew by. “What is this?”

      Blanche took the flyer from my hand and read it. Her blue eyes narrowed. “What is this doing out here? This leaflet is normally inside our Sunday Paper to advertise our online subscriptions. It shouldn’t be out here.”

      “It came from upstairs,” I explained, but Blanche didn’t hear me; she was too busy running down the hallway to see where Mason had disappeared.

      “I think I hear a police siren!” Beaker hollered over his shoulder as he ran out of the building.

      I don’t know what compelled me, but I headed up the stairs leading to the rooftop. The door swung with the wind. I grabbed the handle as I reached the top of the stairs and peered outside.

      I had forgotten Moon’s News had a bird aviary for the messenger pigeons they kept on the roof. Blanche’s dad, Fred, loved them, although I didn’t think they were used to carry messages anymore.

      The pigeons cooed loudly as they hopped around their aviaries frightfully. Something had them rattled.

      I took one step forward but paused.

      I wasn’t out here alone.

      An angry female voice bellowed across the rooftop. “I don’t care what it takes. I won’t stand for it!”

      “Now listen here,” a man roared back. “We are going to do this my way. Unless you want everyone to know⁠—”

      A gunshot rang out, and I ducked behind an aviary for protection.

      Was that a gunshot? Was someone shot? Who was shot?

      Booted footsteps rang near me, and I froze, hoping not to be seen. The steps paused on the other side of the aviary where I hid.

      The birds began to dart and fly around the aviary, trying to escape. One bird was successful and landed on my back. I nearly screamed, but I clamped a hand over my mouth.

      “Is someone here?” A woman’s crisp voice demanded.

      I peered around the corner of the aviary as she moved away, and I only caught sight of a burgundy boot as she darted around the corner.

      “Birdie? Are you out here?” Mason stood in the doorway, sounding worried. He must have heard the gunshot.

      “Birdie?” Blanche was near, too. “It sounded like a gunshot!”

      I darted out of my hiding place and hurried to them. “She’s still here,” I cautioned.

      “Who?” Mason stepped further onto the roof.

      I pointed to the fire escape. “A woman! She must have gone that way.” But I didn’t run after her; instead, I headed in the direction I had heard the arguing. Worried about the man who had been shot. “Hello?” I asked.

      “What happened?” Blanche was close behind me. I didn’t know where Mason went. He might have gone after the woman.

      The first thing I saw was a pair of legs protruding behind an aviary. “Oh, no.” I hurried to his side to check on him. “Are you alright?”

      “I’ll call an ambulance,” Blanche suggested as she removed her phone from a pocket, rushing away.

      I knelt beside the man. He looked in his fifties, his salt-and-pepper grey hair loose around his scruffy face. A broken pair of tortoise-colored sunglasses lay next to him.

      I glanced up to find Mason hurrying to my side. He knelt on the other side of the wounded man.

      “He’s dead.” Mason notified, his voice dry.

      I stood and shook my head in disbelief.

      Blanche returned to my side. “Oh, no!” She drew a hand to her mouth. “That’s our janitor! Kentucky Marv!”

      “Kentucky Marv?” I asked, finding the name unusual.

      “What was he doing up here?” Mason questioned as he searched Marv’s pockets. “And why would anyone want him dead?”

      “What are you doing, Mason?” Blanche inquired, her eyes narrowing in disapproval.

      Mason stood as more police sirens ranged below us and smiled in my direction. “I’ve got good news for you, Birdie.”

      I thought maybe he had found something in Kentucky Marv’s pockets. “What’s the good news?”

      “The good news is, you’re not a murder suspect.”

      “What’s the bad news?” I asked.

      He pointed at Doris Gilbert standing in the doorway, cell phone in hand, and pointed right at us.

      “She’s going to scoop Blanche on the story.”
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      “What are you doing up here?” Blanche marched over to Doris with her hands firmly on her hips. “Are you taking photos of my crime scene?”

      Doris promptly deposited her phone into her bag and patted the curls of her blonde-grey hair. “Nothing wrong with taking a photo for my blog. You looked great standing there, slightly bewildered.”

      “Give me that,” Blanche ordered, reaching for Doris’s purse.

      Doris stepped back, clutching her purse close to her chest, before running down the stairs to escape Blanche. I was about to follow Blanche to keep her from doing anything too drastic, but Mason called me over.

      “There’s something in Kentucky’s hand.” He declared as he was bent next to the body.

      I crouched next to him, intrigued by what he could have found. “What is it?”

      He began prying Kentucky Marv’s fingers open to retrieve a scrap of paper.

      I heard the noise of footsteps running up the stairs and knew we had little time.

      Mason opened the palm, revealing a scrap of paper. The word 'Dire' and the initials T.D. were written on it. But what could this be about?

      “What’s going on out here?” Deputy Ben Griffins inquired as he stood in the doorway. “Birdie? Mason? What have you got over there?”

      Mason and I both stood. Mason quickly pocketed the note as we exchanged a glance.

      “It’s Kentucky Marv,” I reported.

      Deputy Griffin’s eyes widened in surprise. He quickly went to
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