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In loving memory of my sweet Izzy, the inspiration for Tee, and a doggie detective in her own right.

See you, and the rest of the family (people and pets)  over the Rainbow Bridge.








  
  Prologue


Mid-April 1930 
Shortly after midnight on Sunday
As Dorothea Banyon, Everett Mallow, and their little dog Tee ambled through the Michaw College campus, she took a deep breath of cool air and blew it out. At the same time, Doro clasped Ev’s arm more tightly. Walking beside him in the quiet of late night with only the moon and post lights to dispel darkness usually soothed her spirit. But not tonight.
“That’s a big sigh,” Ev murmured as he patted her hand. “Releasing pent-up stress?”
“Trying to, I suppose.” But tension remained. Would the final event of Founder’s Day weekend, this afternoon’s brunch, be spoiled? That seemed all too likely.
“How about a walk in the park? We could head over to where the pool is going in. It’s supposed to open on Memorial Day, so progress should be noticeable by now.”
The suggestion, Doro felt sure, was meant to distract her, and any distraction was welcome. “I’d like to see it. I haven’t had time to look for the past couple of weeks.”
The pair, along with Tee who led the way, continued to the far end of the park. Doro relished the feel of her soft hand in Ev’s callused one, and seeing their small canine at the end of the lead in her free hand brought a smile to her lips. Dogs delighted in the present moment. People should, too, so Doro tried not to think about the crime casting a dark spell over the college’s big celebration. Perhaps, they would solve it before brunch. But how?
When they reached the place where new post lights had been erected, but were not all on, Ev spoke again. “We need to watch where we’re going, since it’s dimmer over this way. With the construction, there could be ruts. Even though we changed out of our party duds, we don’t want to walk through mud, and there could be some after last week’s rain.”
Doro chuckled. Her dancing shoes were in her closet, but her current footwear, sturdy Oxfords, was not perfect for traversing rough ground. Boots would be better. She clasped his hand tighter. “I’ll lean on you.”
“Good.” The single word echoed with emotion, but he said nothing more.
As they went on, Doro noted the lamps near the pool area provided some illumination, enough to see concrete had been poured as decking. “It’s a nice size.”
“It is,” Ev agreed. Before he could say more, Tee yanked hard on the leash. Doro tried to hold her back, but the little dog pulled free and darted toward the pool. “Oh, no. She’s so curious. What if she falls in and hits the concrete bottom?” Tee could be seriously injured, or worse. The idea made Doro sick at heart.
Ev whistled, but Tee kept running. Both he and Doro called out to no avail. The pup kept racing toward the unfinished pool.
“I’ll get her.” With that, he dashed off.
“She never acts so wild,” Doro called as she followed him.
“No, she doesn’t, but she’s intent on whatever is laying on the downslope. I can’t see exactly what it is. Maybe some trash. Or an animal. I hope it isn’t an injured raccoon, because Tee would come out on the bad end of any battle with one. I’ll have to climb down. Otherwise, I can’t get close enough to grab her leash.”
Ev shed his shoes and rolled up his pant legs. Meanwhile, he kept talking to the little dog, who continued to yip and jump around. Although Tee was always energetic, her behavior was unusual. Why was she so agitated? With her pulse pounding in her ears, Doro stared into the semi-darkness. When Ev reached the pup, he petted her and then, froze.
Doro watched with growing trepidation. Even in the dimness, she saw him move further into the pool and bend down. The dog disappeared, only to resurface dragging a man’s shoe along. A very distinctive shoe. A two-toned brown spectator wing-tip. A gasp escaped Doro. Over the last few days, Doro had only seen two people with that type of footwear. Those men, whom she had known as a coed, had been two of the Michaw College alumni attending Founder’s Weekend. Only an hour or so ago, she had seen them both at the dance. “Is he all right?”
After turning to look over his shoulder at Doro, Ev shook his head. “No. He’s dead.”






  
  Chapter One


Thursday afternoon 
Two cups of coffee failed to lift the weight of fatigue from Doro. Despite the fog lingering in her head, her mind churned with a long list of duties yet to complete before she left the library. A glance at her wristwatch showed the time to be three-thirty. She needed to press hard to finish everything, but she would because leaving late was not an option, not when she and Ev were going to dinner and a movie in nearby Sylvania. Anticipation spread through Doro as she imagined an entire evening with her sweetheart. She couldn’t repress a grin. Sweetheart. He was sweet, and he was definitely in her heart.
“You look mighty happy for someone sitting behind a desk stacked with papers.”
Doro looked up to see her best friend, Agatha Darwine, standing in the door of her office. “Come in and sit down.”
After removing a stack of books from a chair facing Doro’s desk, Aggie took a seat. “So, are you happy for any particular reason?” Amusement shone in her hazel eyes.
“I am,” Doro replied with complete candor. “Ev and I are going out tonight. Just the two of us. We haven’t spent much time together for the last couple of weeks.”
“Because you’ve been occupied as chairwoman of the Founder’s Day celebration.”
A sigh escaped Doro as she leaned forward to brace her elbows on the desk. “You’ve been working hard, too.”
“But not as hard as you,” Aggie observed. “Everyone comes to the chairwoman with questions—large or small—and you handle them all.”
“I can’t deny fielding various concerns, but others have pitched in,” Doro agreed. “Now, almost every detail is in place, and we’re ready to welcome alumni and former professors starting tomorrow morning.”
The jangling of the telephone on Doro’s desk interrupted. “I’m regretting that a phone was put in here,” she murmured before picking it up. Just hearing the name of the caller, after the operator made the connection, had Doro gripping the earpiece and candlestick base tighter. Listening to the woman’s long diatribe had her stomach knotting. Whenever her caller took a breath, Doro squeezed in a “Yes, ma’am.” Or a “No, ma’am.” Whichever fit the gap. When the conversation came to an end, the telephone nearly slid out of her sweaty palm.
“Who was that?” Aggie asked.
“Mrs. Smith.”
“The woman who’s donating the valuable book?”
“Yes. She just spoke with President Adams, but I need to know her wishes, too. Or so she said. A decision has been made, by her, about placing the manuscript in the glass cabinet in the entrance of College Hall for two days. I knew it was under consideration, along with precautions to keep it safe, but I hoped she’d change her mind. She hasn’t. And she won’t. In addition, she made it crystal clear that, if I want her support when my boss retires, I won’t lodge further objections.”
Aggie’s eyes went wide. “She threatened to stop you from becoming library director.”
“Exactly,” Doro released a pent-up breath. “Mrs. Smith wants the priceless treasure, her words, to be seen by as many people as possible, and she expects the college to provide security while it’s on display. I knew she told President Adams that yesterday, which is when I objected. Anyhow, there was a break-in at her home last month. The book was in their safe, but the first floor was ransacked. She’s sure it will be fine here.”
Aggie nodded. “I recall hearing about it. Until the formal gift giving, you’d think Mrs. Smith would want the book kept in President Adams’ safe instead of in a glass showcase in a very public place.”
“Both Mr. and Mrs. Smith want it displayed, according to her,” Doro replied. “Maybe they don’t figure they’ll get enough credit for donating such a valuable item if it’s not on display during the entire weekend.”
Aggie pursed her lips. “The Smiths want plenty of credit for their generosity.”
A smile tugged at Doro’s mouth. “They’re giving a priceless book to the college, and they want everyone to know. President Adams will try to change their minds, I think, but I won’t voice my opinion again. If it’s in the showcase, and that’s quite likely, guarding it will fall on Wade and Ev. They already discussed it with our president.” Wade Lammers was not only the town constable, he was Aggie’s fiancé.
All amusement left Aggie’s expression. “Then, they won’t have free time this weekend, but neither will we.”
“President Adams still has an opportunity to dissuade her. When I spoke with him earlier, he planned to point out that the book will be in the locked case behind the library’s circulation desk after the presentation, so people can see it there. Just not in such a close-up, high-traffic, unmonitored spot as College Hall.”
Aggie nodded. “To my way of thinking, it’s a safer location, since the desk here is always manned when the library is open. After hours, the building is more secure than ever with the new locks on all doors.”
Doro nodded. “President Adams insisted on that. The book is rare and valuable, and he doesn’t want anything happening to it.” Worry clutched at her insides. Neither did she. “It’s a generous gift. As of yesterday, the plan was for Ev and Wade to take turns standing guard. Ev told me last evening that they were preparing, but you must know that.” 
“Wade mentioned it in passing, but he didn’t give details. We barely had a private moment because his children were filled with school news when I stopped by the office. We haven’t talked since then.” Her lips pursed. “The Smiths donate a lot of money to the college, which puts our president in a pickle.”
“It sure does,” Doro agreed. Now, she was in an equally tenuous predicament. Further objections would put her lifelong goal of being library director completely out of reach.
A sympathetic expression blanketed Aggie’s face. “It seems like an odd donation,” Aggie murmured. “As an English professor, I appreciate its value, but I would’ve given it to a major museum.”
“I see the logic in having it here. The author was a graduate of Michaw College, and he went on to teach here before becoming a full-time writer. This book is a first edition of his first book, which was highly acclaimed. Only two other copies still exist.” The anxiety plaguing Doro surfaced in her tone and in her next words. “Other valuable books have been stolen and sold in New York City. While Michaw isn’t a big town, the thefts along Book Row were well publicized in many quarters.”
“I’d love to visit there some day. Blocks of book shops appeal to me,” Aggie murmured.
“Me, too,” Doro said. “And it’s the center of the antiquities market, so the theft ring working there made sense.”
“True, but who in Michaw would be involved in that?”
“Word has spread that the book will be here. I know theft seems unlikely, but it is valuable. Priceless almost.” Although the possibility of the manuscript being stolen seemed all too real, Doro forced a smile. “Once it’s in the library, I’ll rest easier, although probably not until the term ends.”
“We can all rest then,” Aggie agreed.
After another scan of her cluttered desk, Doro looked back at her friend. She drummed her fingers on her desk as she considered how to relay some news—probably unwelcome news. “A couple more RSVPs arrived in this morning’s mail. They were waiting for me after the committee meeting, so I haven’t had a chance to tell you.”
A puzzled expression covered Aggie’s face. “I’m only in charge of decorations. Since the dinner tomorrow evening and the dance on Saturday night will both be in the auditorium, we’ll only need to move tables in-between and freshen bouquets. The Sunday afternoon brunch will mean decorating the main dining hall on campus, but a few more people won’t alter plans for any of those events. The town bakery will provide sweets for the refreshment table at the dance. If there are a lot more people, we can increase the order, but a couple of extras won’t matter.”
Doro pressed her palms together and put her hands to her chin. “It’s not the number of extra people, and I’m sure who’s coming won’t make a difference after all this time.” She smiled. “You’re happily engaged to Wade, and you’ll be married soon.” Although her friend and the town constable had not set a date, the pair had become betrothed at the town and college’s annual Sweetheart Ball on Valentine’s Day.
“In the near future, we will,” Aggie agreed, “but what does that have to do with more RSVPs?”
Doro took a deep breath and folded her hands on the desk. “One was from Rudyard Ingram, which I’m sure doesn’t matter to you. I mean, you and Wade are deeply in love, so an old beau is of no importance. None at all.” Realizing she was blathering, Doro stopped. When her friend made no reply, Doro studied Aggie’s face, which had lost its fair color. Did she still have some feelings for Rudyard? “Aggie, are you all right?”
Several seconds of silence preceded Aggie’s response. “Of course. I’m just surprised. Rud has never been to any campus events since he graduated. I wonder why he’s coming this year.”
“Hard to say, but he scribbled a note on his card saying he’s looking forward to renewing old friendships.”
Aggie gripped the chair arms until her knuckles showed white. “Interesting.”
“That’s a ubiquitous word.”
“It fits the situation. Rud was involved in many campus activities as a student, so I’ve always found it odd that he’s never returned. Maybe he kept in touch with others by mail.”
Although Aggie had not mentioned Rud in years, Doro wondered if her friend was really so unaffected. She had not been a decade ago. Back then, and for months after Rudyard’s graduation, Aggie had been upset, almost bereft, at his lack of communication. “You haven’t brought him up in a long time, but I thought you should know he’s coming.”
“I’m glad you told me, although it makes no difference.” Aggie moved her hands to her lap, where she clasped and unclasped them.
“Seeing Rud won’t bother you?”
“Why should it?”
Aggie’s terse tone, so unlike her, caught Doro off-guard. “It shouldn’t. I just wondered.” Doro let her voice trail off. Something was amiss, but what?
Aggie’s knuckles went white. “It isn’t what you’re probably thinking. I have no feelings for Rud any longer and haven’t had for years. It’s more being embarrassed that I ever did. No one likes being reminded of foolishness.”
While the statements did not reveal the heart of the problem, they offered reassurances that Aggie was over Rudyard Ingram. “Why be embarrassed? The two of you got close after he worked with us to clear your name and save your scholarship.” As always, when she thought about first meeting Aggie, Doro smiled. “It was terrible when Professor Folsing accused you of negligence after his test went missing, but something wonderful came out of it. You and I met.”
An answering grin lightened Aggie’s countenance. “I was terrified when Folsing ranted and raved about me not doing my job as a student worker properly. The professor was set on getting my scholarship revoked. If he had, I wouldn’t be here now, because I couldn’t have afforded to stay in school. I’m not sure I would’ve fought back without your assistance, and your dad’s, too.”
“Dad being a professor in the same department as Folsing was a good thing.”
“It was,” Aggie agreed with another smile. “Your father hiring me as his student worker for the rest of my undergraduate studies was also great. So was rooming with you.”
Although Doro was a year younger than Aggie, the two had shared quarters for three years. During that time, they had grown as close as sisters. And they still were, which was why Doro was puzzled by Aggie’s mention of embarrassment. “Rud played a role, too, and you two spent time together.”
“I’m grateful for his help, so it will be nice to see him again.” The lack of emotion in her voice failed to support the assertion.
Her friend’s reaction confused Doro. “You seemed smitten with him. And he with you. You never said exactly what happened, but you were upset.”
“I imagined there was more to our friendship than was real.” A genuine smile chased the shadows from Aggie’s face. “It was a long time ago. What I felt for Rud was a girlish crush. Besides, we were from completely different families and circumstances. It was never meant to be. And I love Wade. I can’t wait to share the rest of my life with him and his family and create a bigger family.”
A pleasant possibility popped into Doro’s mind. “Maybe you’ll announce a wedding date this weekend.”
Aggie chuckled. “You’d like me to spite Rud?”
“Of course not.” When her friend’s eyebrows shot up, Doro shrugged. “At least he’ll see you have a good man now.”
“I have a wonderful man, and so do you.”
Tenderness spread through Doro. “We’re lucky.” A tap at the door interrupted, and she glanced up to see Ev. When he swept his cap off, his clipped brown hair became visible. With one hand, he brushed an errant lock off his handsome face. Doro’s heart fluttered. Clad in his charcoal gray campus security officer uniform, he was every inch the lawman he had been all his adult life.
“The two of you are lucky?” he asked. “In some new way?”
Although she and Ev had shared their feelings for one another, Doro hesitated to blurt out a reply. Her friend had no such qualms.
“We’re lucky to have good men in our lives,” Aggie told him.
Ev’s silver gaze, glittering with satisfaction, moved to Doro. “Wade and I are the lucky ones.”
His sincerity was echoed by Doro. “All four of us are fortunate.”
“Undeniably true,” Aggie added.
“What brought the idea up?” Ev asked as he looked from one young woman to the other.
Uneasiness replaced pleasure inside Doro. Had Aggie ever mentioned Rud to Wade? Since she did not know, Doro made a banal remark. “Just chatting about various couples.”
“We were,” Aggie agreed before jumping to her feet. “I’ll give you two some privacy. See you tomorrow morning at the welcome desk, Doro. You and I have the first shift.”
Doro nodded. “See you then.”
After Aggie left, Ev folded his tall, lean frame into the seat vacated by her. “What other couples were you discussing?”
The query was natural enough, but Doro hesitated to answer. Even if Aggie had discussed Rud with Wade, would she want her prior connection to him being broadcast? The question swirled through Doro’s mind. Before a solution arose, Ev spoke again.
“Is there something you don’t want to tell me? Some confidence between best friends?”
For a moment, Doro searched his face. Was he upset, hurt, curious? She was uncertain. “Do you and Wade keep secrets between you?”
A grin kicked up the corners of his mouth. “Didn’t someone once say answering a question with a question is an equivocation?”
Doro laughed. “I’m the one who has said that, and more than once.”
As he lifted his chin, the light of amusement glittered like quicksilver in his gaze. “That’s right. It was you.”
His reaction lifted Doro’s spirits. “So, do the two of you discuss things privately?”
Ev’s shoulders went up and down. “In regard to what we’re talking about right now, Wade and I seldom comment on various couples. However, we’ve both shared how fortunate we are to be courting such extraordinary women.” As he spoke, Ev leaned forward, reached for her hand and brought it to his lips. After a quick kiss in the palm, he released his hold and sat back. “Not proper in the library, I know.”
Her hand tingled from the featherlight caress. “Perhaps not, but we’ll be together later.” By current standards, the comment might be considered brazen, but Doro—while not a flapper—was a thoroughly modern young woman. Although Ev was her first beau, she did not feel shy with him. Not any longer.
He grinned again. “After such a busy week, I’ll be glad for us to have some time to ourselves.”
“It’s been hectic,” she agreed.
His gaze went to her cluttered desk. “It looks like you have more work to do before leaving.”
She put a hand to her forehead. “Unfortunately, I got behind with library duties due to being chairwoman for this weekend’s events. We had our last meeting this morning, so everyone is set for the arrival of guests tomorrow.”
“From what I just heard, you and Aggie are still greeting the first wave?”
“We are.” Anxiety filtered through Doro as she considered who would come while she and Aggie were on duty. Rud’s note indicated he would be among the early arrivals. Was Aggie really as unaffected as she claimed? Doro hoped so.
Ev’s gaze narrowed on her. “You don’t seem enthusiastic about it. I thought you’d be happy to see old schoolmates and former professors. Your family has a long history with the college.”
What he said was accurate. Her great-grandfather, grandfather and father had all attended Michaw College and, for years, her dad had been a professor. Only her mother contracting consumption, and needing a different climate had taken her father away. Since Doro’s uncle had lived in Colorado at the time, her mother went to a sanitarium near her brother’s home. When her health improved, she had stayed on, due to physicians’ advice. At that point, Dr. Ebediah John Banyon had taken a teaching position at Colorado College while Doro had opted to stay in Michaw. Her choice was partly because her Gramma Rose lived nearby, and also because the town was home in a way Colorado Springs could never be, despite her parents living there.
“We go back several generations, and it’ll be lovely to see familiar faces again.”
“Are you disappointed because your parents aren’t coming?”
Although that was not the reason for her current state of mind, Doro wished her mother and father were present. “I understand why they aren’t. Mother’s health is much better in the Springs, and coming home might trigger another downturn. None of us want that. This time of year can be chilly and damp here, which would be bad for her.” 
“But you’d like to see them.”
“I would.”
For several moments, Ev watched her as if looking for some telltale sign. “You haven’t mentioned visiting them this summer.”
The comment surprised Doro, mostly because she had not given the idea much consideration. “No. I haven’t thought about it.”
Tension laced his lean body as his gaze searched her face. “You’ve been going every summer since your mother left Michaw, right?”
Why was Ev asking when he knew the answer? “I have, but things are different now. You and I are courting.” When his shoulders slumped, Doro realized he had been rigid with doubt. “You didn’t think I’d be away for three months, did you?”
A long sigh escaped him. “You went away on a couple of days’ notice last summer.”
Regret traced her spine. “At the time, we weren’t courting. We weren’t even stepping out.”
A bleak expression blanketed his features. “Because you didn’t want to,” Ev pointed out in a grim tone.
“No, not because I didn’t want to,” she reminded him. “Back then, I still put being library director ahead of everything else. It’d been my dream as far back as I could remember. Since the college didn’t employ married women, I resolved to stay a spinster. At least I did until last summer. We’ve discussed that.” After a glance at the door, Doro laid her hand on his arm. “In August, when I was kidnapped by the killer on our train, I didn’t spend time thinking about my job or about being promoted. I thought about you and how much I wished we’d parted on better terms.” While Doro had told him as much in the past, she wanted to dispel any lingering doubt on his part. Although their courtship might not progress to engagement and marriage, Doro didn’t want misunderstandings to linger.
He smiled. “I’m glad about that, but I’m just as glad the college changed its policy last term. Now, you can be a wife and the library director.”
“I’m beyond lucky to have a man who doesn’t think women belong at home.”
Ev winked. “You belong wherever you want to be, but none of this explains why you seem troubled. And Aggie did, too. Wade acts as happy as ever, so I wouldn’t think there were problems between the two of them.”
“Not at all.” Doro squeezed his hand. “Aggie is uneasy about someone who’s coming this weekend, although she claims it’s fine.”
Ev’s forehead creased. “The professor who threatened her scholarship? I thought he passed away.”
“He did,” Doro replied. After hesitating for a heartbeat, she went on. “There’s a fellow from our undergraduate days who is attending. This is the first time he’s been back since his graduation.”
A perplexed expression covered Ev’s face. “Was he mean to Aggie? I know she can be sensitive, and I assume she was even more so as a girl.”
The observations were more evidence that Ev was astute. “Rud wasn’t precisely mean. In fact, he helped us solve the mystery of the lost exam, which we’ve mentioned to you and Wade. Back then, he was sweet on Aggie.”
Ev sat up straighter. “Was she sweet on him?”
His direct question made Doro shift restlessly in her chair. She released his hand and returned to the seat behind her desk. Gathering her thoughts was easier when she was not so close to him. Before she formed a response, Ev braced his elbows on his knees and put his head in his hands.
“She was and still is,” he murmured.
“No, not at all,” Doro rushed to say. When Ev caught her gaze, she continued. “They studied together, went to some football games, took in movies in Sylvania.”
“They stepped out often.”
“Off-and-on,” Doro murmured. “Now, she says it wasn’t serious, but she was upset when Rud didn’t stay in touch. Just now, she mentioned not being from the same background. Whether Rud ever said as much is a question mark. I should’ve asked what she meant, but the conversation moved on.”
“I suppose a first love is hard to forget.” Dismay clouded Ev’s gaze. “Does Wade know about Ingram? He never mentioned the name to me.”
Doro drummed her fingers on the desk. “Aggie didn’t say. My guess is she hasn’t told him, because he might be upset.”
“Wade is a widower, so I doubt he’d be bothered that Aggie was smitten with a college boy years ago. If she still cares for the guy, that’s a different story.” He narrowed his gaze. “You’re sure she doesn’t?”
“She doesn’t, and she says what she felt for Rud was only a crush, not real love. Thinking back, she was lonely and alone. Her dad died shortly before she started college, her mother had been gone for a few years, and her brother stayed in France after the war. Rud gave Aggie a sense of security, I think.”
Ev clasped his hands in front of him. “That makes sense, but you’re certain she isn’t carrying a torch for the guy?”
“Absolutely sure. She loves Wade.”
His features relaxed. “Good, because he loves her.”
Despite the reassurance, anxiety assailed Doro. “You won’t tell him about Rud.”
“Certainly not, but Aggie should—if she hasn’t already.”
Since she agreed, Doro nodded. “I’ll speak with her when I get back to Wheaton Hall. I don’t know if she ever mentioned Rud to Wade, but I’ll find out.” With reluctance, she moved to a different topic. “Now, as much as I’d like to chat more with you, I should finish my paperwork, so I can have tonight and the weekend free—except for Founder’s Day events.”
A smile lifted one corner of his mouth. “Considering the fact that you’re the chairwoman of the whole shebang, you’ll be busy. Unfortunately, so will I.”
His assertion reminded Doro of the rare manuscript. “President Adams will try to convince the donors not to have the book put in the entrance of College Hall. If he does, you and Wade won’t have to stand guard duty at night on top of your regular work.”
His lips flattened. “From what I know, that’s unlikely. The Smiths are set on as many people as possible seeing her donation.”
Simmering anxiety bubbled to the surface. “I know. She called me a few minutes ago to say I need to end my objections.” Doro did not mention the woman’s threat.
Ev’s gaze narrowed. “Will you?”
With reluctance, she nodded. “Saying more won’t help at this point. President Adams will make another attempt, but he isn’t apt to succeed.”
“I agree. Doing what big donors want is important, especially in tough times. Evidently, the October stock market crash didn’t affect the Smiths, but plenty of others lost a lot of money.”
The observation reignited Doro’s concern. “What about the book being taken? We didn’t have a chance to discuss that yesterday.”
He rubbed the back of his neck. “With fraternity prankster week about to start, that’s a concern. Of course, if pledges take it, the book should come back in short order.”
Something in his tone disturbed her. “Do you think someone else would steal it? It’s very valuable.” She shared some of her conversation with Aggie.
“The truth is, we can’t completely discount a theft. News of the donation was in the alumni bulletin, the local newspaper, and in the Toledo papers. Mrs. Smith made sure of the last, since she lives in the area.” His nostrils flared with a sharp intake of breath. “Crime is always a problem, but more folks are struggling now. Wade and I are both concerned that desperation may lead someone to go for the book. Word has been out about it long enough that a dishonest person could’ve already checked out how and where to sell it.”
“There is a market for rare books.” Doro repeated what she had shared with Aggie about thefts from bookstores in New York City.
“I heard a little about that. One of my colleagues at the Prohibition Bureau was a copper in New York when some of the thefts along Book Row occurred.”
“Did he work on the cases?”
Ev shook his head. “No, but he heard a lot about them. In some instances, bookstore employees colluded with the thieves and got a cut of the profit.”
“I didn’t know that,” Doro murmured. “I can’t imagine that anyone here would work with thieves. Besides, even though there’s been publicity about the book donation, how many local people would attempt that type of theft? They need a market for it. I can’t think of one alumnus or community member who would have that knowledge, and I hope none
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