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      "It was that butler fellow that did it. Robbed me blind of ten thousand pounds” Those were nearly the last words of Abigail Rochelle who lived at No. 1 Rochelle Lane, aptly named since Miss Abigail Rochelle was the only resident on the lane. 

      Miss Rochelle was a spinster, a short, plump woman. She plopped a pan of brownies down on the inspector's newly polished desk. The look of satisfaction spread across her face as she told the inspector she loved to bake—an excellent hobby to have, since her portly appearance suggested she also loved to eat. 

      It was Nigel Brown's first case as inspector, having only been promoted the day before. 

      Miss Rochelle arrived at his office early. She stormed in, carrying a pan of brownies, exclaiming, "It was that butler fellow that did it."

      "Pardon me, madam," the inspector apologized. "I haven't had time to move everything in yet." He removed a box from the chair and pulled it up for the woman. "Please have a seat."

      Inspector Brown eased into his own chair, giving Miss Rochelle a once over. Careful observation was important in his job. He sat at his sparse desk, a blank report before him, as he glowed with anticipation in beginning his first case as inspector. He had just taken down the details of the agitated Miss Rochelle when his ballpoint pen gave up the ghost. 

      "Drat! Excuse me, if you please, madam. Might I get you a spot of tea while I'm up?"

      "A bit of milk to go with it, if you don't mind. Tea would go nicely with the brownies. Extra gooey I made them. I'm not one to skimp on the ingredients." She glowed with pride. The inspector picked up a brownie and took a bite.

      "You certainly don't. This may be the best brownie I've ever tasted. I won't be long," said the inspector. Miss Rochelle fanned her face, which had turned bright red with the compliment. 

      "No sugar, though," she said as he was walking away. "I'm watching my weight." Those were the exact last words of Abigail Rochelle.

      Inspector Brown sauntered over to his old desk, rummaging through the drawer and found a handful of pens. "Surely, one of these will do the trick," he muttered to himself.

      Routine habit led him towards the teapot, but he suddenly remembered his new position, and made a sharp detour towards the clerk's desk. "Ralph, if you would be so kind as to bring two cups of tea to my desk, along with some milk.” 

      Upon returning, he found Miss Abigail Rochelle slumped over in the seat, half a brownie still in her mouth. Nigel Brown's first day as Chief Inspector was not going well at all. 

      The one bright spot was they were close to the morgue. Poisoning was ruled out. He had eaten a brownie himself and suffered no adverse effects. That was one blessing if one could call it that. The inspector was not a religious man. Logic drove him, as did a rugged ambition towards not letting a case rest until it was marked solved, which is what got him the promotion. On the opposite side of the coin, his stubbornness in not letting a case rest for even a moment often placed him in the doghouse with Mrs. Brown.

      "It was that butler fellow that did it. Robbed me blind of ten thousand pounds." It was Miss Rochelle's first and only proclamation pertaining to a crime as she entered his office, and it was the closest thing to a statement she uttered before fate played its hand. Other than her address, he knew she made some mighty fine brownies, if not deadly. She took milk with her tea, and she blushed at compliments. Not much to go on. 
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      The autopsy ruled that Miss Rochelle hardly had any passable arteries left. This did not surprise the inspector after contacting and conferring with the next of kin. Miss Rochelle had lived alone for many years and had no one else but herself to eat her fabulous confections. 

      Nevertheless, before her untimely death at the ripe age of fifty-one, Miss Rochelle had somehow been duped out of her life savings of ten thousand pounds. 

      Being a man with a reputation for thoroughness, Inspector Brown could not have a blemish on his record with the first case under his charge. He owed it to the dear departed woman. Of course, how dear she might be was yet to be determined. Before this was over, Inspector Brown decided to make that and every aspect of Miss Rochelle's life his business—whatever it took to bring justice. He pictured the doghouse, once again, in his immediate future.

      The inspector's first order of business was the questioning of Albert Rochelle, brother to Miss Abigail Rochelle. He and his family lived in London, an hour away by train. Mr. Rochelle had been out of town on business for the entire week in question and had only returned home on the morning of the death. 

      Miss Rochelle's sister-in-law was much grieved to hear the news. She was already nervous and anxious, fretting over this and that. Her youngest was leaving for college she explained to the inspector. "I have been in such a tizzy, getting everything ready, you know. Well, Inspector, I should have called to check on Abigail, but I was just so busy—absorbed wholly in getting him ready. And, too, I guess I've been a tad depressed. Empty nest, you know." She looked at her husband who sat rather stoic and stiff with his spine firmly positioned against the back of the chair.

      The inspector offered solace for their loss and for Mrs. Rochelle's state of mind over her son going off. "I have two boys of my own," he said, "although they won't be leaving for college for a while."

      "Well, you should treasure each moment with them," she said leaning forward in her chair while turning towards her husband. "My husband is away on business quite a lot and has missed so much of their growing-up years." Her husband squirmed in his seat and cast his eyes to the floor. "And now, his sister dying. Poor Abigail. Well, just a sad situation." She grasped her handkerchief and crumpled it as if to wring out every drop of sweat coming from her hands. "It reminds us how short life is. Wouldn't you say so, Inspector?" Mr. Rochelle had settled back into his chair, easing back into his same reserved manner except for lowering his eyes a tad. The inspector made a note on his pad—a possible sign of regret. Check out Mr. Rochelle’s financial solvency.

      "Yes, yes, you are absolutely right." The inspector tried not to betray his own guilty face to Mrs. Rochelle. The matter of not spending enough time with his own boys was another item that irritated Mrs. Brown. He vowed to himself, right after this case, he would do better. After all, he had people under him now. What was a new position for if he couldn't use it to his advantage? 

      The inspector made careful notes, continuing to question Mr. and Mrs. Rochelle. Neither had heard anything about a butler, she explained to the inspector, having discussed the sad and strange turn of events earlier with her husband. They both concurred that this must have been some new development. 
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      "Inspector, it was so unlike Abigail. Abigail wasn't one to even go near strange men. She was shy around the opposite sex, never even had any gentlemen callers. I asked my husband. He had never heard of any suitors.” She turned towards her husband. “None at all. Is that right, dear?”

      Mr. Rochelle mumbled, as if embarrassed for his sister, “No, dear, none that I’ve ever known of.”

      “No, Inspector, she read and baked,” Mrs. Rochelle continued. “Yes, that's what poor Abigail did. Oh, this whole incident is just so dreadful."

      “Um,” said the inspector as he continued to write. 

      Inspector Brown noted that Miss Rochelle's brother was on the weighty side. Must be a family trait. Mrs. Rochelle, on the other hand, was as thin as a string bean, much like his own wife. 

      "Poor Abigail, such a messy person," she said shaking her head. The inspector saw that Mrs. Rochelle's place was spic and span. "My husband and I just couldn't believe how neat everything was, everything in its place, not a speck of dust, so unlike Abigail. Well, inspector, we were in shock, I tell you, in shock, but then, this whole episode has been such a terrible upset. Isn't that right, Albert?"

      "Yes, dear," he responded. The husband was definitely the silent type. It was apparent that Mrs. Rochelle was the spokesperson for them both. 

      The inspector scribbled away between questions. "Do you think she might have hired a butler?"

      Mrs. Rochelle eyed her husband and then looked back at the inspector, divulging a troubled face. "She must have. We are at a loss, Inspector Brown, just at a loss." Mrs. Rochelle had a habit of repeating herself.

      "What about the bottle of wine and wine glasses?"

      "Sir, my sister didn't drink," Mr. Rochelle stated resolutely, moving forward in his chair as he did so. "One drink of any form of alcohol would put her under the table. No, sir, she was a teetotaler."

      "Hm, most curious," the inspector said as he continued to make notes, notes that weren't connecting any dots thus far.

      "Yes, Inspector, Albert and I found that most curious as well.”
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      Albert would have been the sole heir to his sister’s estate; however, Albert was a successful businessman and had no need of a meager ten thousand pounds. He had checked on Miss Rochelle’s brother's finances and found him to be on an upward spiral as far as money went. He was indeed solvent. Nor would her house and possessions have been any great inheritance, not that her death was in question. Despite its new cleanliness, it was quite run down and in much need of repair. If anything its disposal would place a burden on the Rochelles.

      Upon further investigation, Inspector Brown found Miss Rochelle's bank account to be devoid of funds. She had only the day before her untimely demise closed it out.

      “I do remember Miss Rochelle." The teller placed special emphasis on the word do. “A short, round, plump woman, her head not coming too much above the counter. She came in alone,” the teller related to the inspector. "Well, how could I forget her? She offered me a cupcake. I passed, making the excuse I was watching my weight. I didn't want to hurt her feelings. I could tell how proud she was of her baking. And she should be.” She leaned across the counter, closer to the inspector, and said almost in a whisper, “It wouldn't be professional to be eating at my teller window. Let me tell you, though. They were indeed tempting. A true artist she was, such fanciful decorations." The teller rolled her eyes, looking over at the doorway of her boss's office. "Sticky pound notes are not something my boss would appreciate.” Her voice returned to a normal pitch. “Anyway, everything was in order. I counted out the notes and said good luck with your home repair. I think it was home repair. I'm sorry. I can't be certain. So many customers, you know. Can't remember every thing they tell me." 

      The inspector thanked the teller for her time, placed his notes in his satchel, at the same time mulling over in his mind what he had learned up to this point. Not much, he concluded, as he walked down the street towards his office, mumbling to himself and stroking his mustache, while glaring off into the distance.
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      The inspector's next course of action was to question neighbors and acquaintances. This was not an easy task as there were few of both. Miss Rochelle's house was at the end of a cul-de-sac, hidden from view by a row of evergreens and a good half-mile away from any other houses. The neighbors rarely saw her out. 

      The inspector, being the man of logic he was, deduced that with all that baking, Miss Rochelle must have been in need of deliveries—eggs, milk, butter, and such. Would not the butler be taking care of this for her? Someone must have seen him.

      The fingerprints he had obtained had not matched up to anyone they had on file. A description might be all that was needed to find this alleged butler. 

      One by one, he spoke to each delivery person. Miss Rochelle was a good customer, they all agreed. They were sorry to lose her business. She handpicked everything. She was meticulous about her baking; only the finest ingredients would do. None of them had seen a butler or a man for that matter. There had been a few smirks on the matter of a man. 

      The mailman told a different story. "She loved romance novels. She ordered them in bulk. The name of the publisher on the brown paper wrapping gave them away." The mailman, wanting to be as helpful as possible, added, "She liked to enter a lot of contests." 

      "Contests, hm, you don't say? What type of contests? Did she ever win any?"

      "No, she didn't win that I know of. She sent stories and manuscripts to publishing contests."

      "And how exactly do you know that she didn't win any prizes?"

      "Thin envelopes. Rejection letters are always thin," he said with an authoritative glance.

      The inspector wasn't sure what bearing this had on the case, but his motto was never to leave a stone unturned. One might not know where it could lead.

      The inspector confirmed that Miss Rochelle had an entire walled-bookshelf filled with romantic novels. The inspector studied his list, trying to make sense of it. She was lonely. She had some money. She was off the beaten track with her only relatives an hour away by train. She was the prime target for a con artist, a romantic con artist who liked to clean. But how did he happen upon Miss Rochelle? Was he a traveling salesman? Inspector Brown ruled that out since none of the neighbors had reported one. So, how did he know Miss Rochelle? She had belonged to no clubs. She more or less kept to herself, baking and reading. There had been no other reports of middle-aged women in the area being taken in by a con man. But then, a con man, posing as a butler, would not be so stupid as to work in the same area.

      Miss Rochelle received a weekly newspaper. Paperboys are out early. If anyone had seen the elusive butler, it would have been him. The lad appeared frightened. He swore that he saw nothing strange at No. 1 Rochelle Lane. The boy's nervousness bothered the inspector, but then young chaps were often nervous around the law. He thought back to his youth, remembering his own scrapes. His parents were both shocked and pleased that he went into law enforcement. He made a note to come back later and question the boy again if need be. 

      Inspector Brown concluded the man in question had been there less than a week and had kept himself scarce upon seeing other people. Maybe he was truly a butler. Maybe he was as shy as Miss Rochelle. More than likely, he was practiced in the art of keeping out of sight, especially if he were playing some sort of con game. The next course of action would be to visit estates and find out if there was any word about new butlers being hired or fired. 
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      Although the flowers brought a temporary smile to Mrs. Brown's curved downward lips so prevalent over the past week, they fell short of their intended purpose. So short that he could feel them drooping towards the floor while still in his hands. The weekend was at hand. She insisted that he take her and the children on a train ride into London as he had neglected them so. For the sake of his marriage, he conceded. A break would do him good. He was getting nowhere on the case. 

      "Dear, I heartily agree. A train trip it is." This brightened her mood. Upon saying the words, he felt something heavy lift from him. The thought of a weekend get-a-way brightened his outlook as well. It would be good to leave the frustration of the case and the neglected workload on his desk for a while. Yes, this would do the both of them good. "Dear, I promise. I will put this case out of my mind during our trip."

      "Nigel, I'm not that naïve," Mrs. Brown said as she rolled her eyes.

      "Yes, dear." He could hear Mr. Rochelle in himself. Perhaps this was the way of all husbands.

      On the train, Mrs. Brown chatted on about all the shops she would visit while the inspector played a game of cards with his boys. The oldest was winning. The inspector's concentration was off. As much as he tried not to, he found he was replaying over in his mind the information he had on case number 1101. He fingered his mustache and rubbed his thinning hair in disgust. 

      The youngest, aged ten, tugged at his coat sleeve. "Papa, can we go to the new bakery in London?" 

      "Yes, yes, I suppose we can," he said distracted. "What is the name of this new bakery?"

      "Abigail's, I think," said his son.

      "All right, if it is okay with your mum." 

      A light bulb went off. The inspector jumped to his feet, knocking the cards in every which direction and bumping his head on the overhead bin.

      "Nigel, what on earth is wrong?" his wife asked in both pity and disgust.

      Inspector Brown registered the two words—Abigail and bakery together. "Tell me Jonathan, how do you know about a new bakery in London?"

      "My friend at school told me."

      "Who is your friend?"

      "Daniel. He was delivering newspapers. A man on his route told him about a dandy bakery that would open soon, and that he should visit it when he was in London.”

      The puzzle pieces were starting to fall into place. “What else can you tell me?" Inspector Brown almost screamed with a wild look in his eyes, while placing his hands on his son’s shoulders. 

      "Nigel! Whatever are you doing?" Mrs. Brown shrieked. 

      "I'm sorry, son," he said removing his hands from the lad and taking a deep breath to calm himself. "This is important."

      "He won't get in trouble, will he?" his son implored with widened eyes.

      “Get in trouble? Son, who do you mean?" Inspector Brown gripped his son's shoulders firmly once again.

      "Daniel's older brother."

      "Why would Daniel's older brother get in trouble?"

      "Because he asked Daniel to take his paper route. He had got sick from drinking and smoking with some other boys the day before."

      This information hit the inspector like a ton of bricks. No wonder the lad was so nervous when questioned.

      "No, son, he won't get into trouble," the inspector smiled to reassure his son and broke into a laugh, removing his hands.

      "I know the street it is on," his son said with relief and pride in pleasing his father.

      "We will go there first thing."

      His wife's eyes iced over, and her mouth protruded downward once again, aware their holiday had taken a detour. The inspector recognized that look and grew uncomfortable. "Cupcakes for everyone!" He shouted which brought cheers from the boys.
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      The paint was still fresh. A pale pink. An Opening Soon sign hung on the door. The children's mouths dropped but not Inspector Brown's. He studied the sign that hung over the window—Abigail's Confections. Inspector Brown banged on the door. As he did so, he apologized to his wife who stood there with folded arms. "Dear, this won't take long, really. I promise I will make it up to you."

      Within a short while, an older gentleman with a paintbrush in one hand cracked the door. "We are not yet open for business."

      The inspector whipped out his badge. Mrs. Brown rolled her eyes, jealous of this man who had usurped their family outing. Inspector Brown's sons, disappointed that they were no longer getting cupcakes, fidgeted behind him. The man with the paintbrush gave a puzzled look and let them all in. He put down his brush, wiped off his hands with a wet rag, and extended his damp hand toward Inspector Brown. "I'm Charles Butler. How may I be of service?"

      Inspector Brown gasped. How could he have been so negligent in missing this possibility? All the while he had been looking for a manservant or someone disguised as a manservant. He observed Mr. Butler whose face registered surprise but not
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