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Chapter One

	◊

	“THAT ONE RIGHT THERE is up to something.” Greta placed a hand on her best friend Millie’s arm to halt their approach to Nothin’ But Knit, the knitting shop owned by Millie’s granddaughter Jade and Jade’s friend Terri.

	“Who is?” Millie asked.

	Greta nodded at the young woman currently buying red and pink variegated yarn from

	Jade. The young woman who was “up to something” was standing at the counter with her back to Greta and Millie.

	Millie clucked her tongue. “Ever since you started reading those cozy mysteries, you’ve thought everyone was up to something.”

	“Well, she really is. She might look all sweet and charming with that long blonde hair and that girl-next-door smile, but she doesn’t have me fooled.” Greta nodded. “She’s hiding something. I’m sure of it.”

	“What makes you so certain?” Millie asked.

	“I went into the business center the other day, and she immediately opened a new tab on the computer she was working at. She was looking at something, and she didn’t want me to know what it was.”

	“Maybe—and this is a long shot—it wasn’t any of your business.”

	“It was too my business! What if she’s a spy or a terrorist! You just never know these days.” Greta shook her head. “But whatever it is, rest assured that Greta Parker is on the case, and I will not rest until I find out what that girl is hiding.”

	Millie was right—the cozy mysteries Greta had been reading lately had opened up a whole new world for her. Oh, she still enjoyed her romance books, too, where the heroine’s biggest worry came in the form of some hotsy-totsy rival for the hero’s affections or some careless miscommunication. But these mystery books were exciting…and they’d taught Greta that she should never take anything at face value. Like Ms. Joanne Faraday…recently employed at the Kinsey Falls Living and Retail Community Center pharmacy and hiding stuff on her computer from casual passersby. Exactly what was the newcomer hiding? Because she was hiding something—Greta was sure of it—and she had every intention of sleuthing it out.

	* * *

	Joanne Faraday stood at the counter at Nothin’ But Knit, waiting for the yarn winder to finish spinning the skein of yarn she’d purchased into a ball. She watched Jade’s face as the young red-haired woman frowned slightly at something beyond Joanne’s right shoulder.

	“She’s behind me, isn’t she?” Joanne asked.

	“Who?” Jade asked, directing her gaze back at Joanne.

	“The crazy woman with the plum-colored hair who’s been stalking me for the past two days.”

	Jade smiled. “That’s Greta, and she’s heading this way with my grandmother, Millie. Greta can be a little eccentric, but I think you’ll like her when you get to know her.”

	Joanne wasn’t so sure. The woman had sneaked up on her in the business center the day before yesterday and had nearly given Joanne a heart attack. Nosy old ladies in soft-soled shoes should be declared a menace to society.

	The plum-haired woman and her sophisticated-looking, silver-haired friend entered the shop.

	“Hi,” Jade said, brightly. “I’d like you guys to meet Joanne Faraday. Joanne, this is my grandmother, Millie, and her friend Greta.”

	“Nice to meet you.” Joanne could certainly see the resemblance between Jade and Millie. The two shared the same beautiful bone structure and striking green eyes. Joanne felt a pang. She’d been adopted as a baby and had no idea who she might look like.

	“What brings you guys to the shop?” Jade asked.

	“Greta was heading this way, and I thought I’d join her and ask if you and Caleb would like to join me for dinner and a movie tonight—my treat.”

	“I’d planned to go with Millie, but something came up.” Greta ventured a glance toward Terri, who was restocking the yarn bins. Terri was bound to have heard Greta, but she kept poking yarn into the cubbies as if she hadn’t.

	“That sounds great, Grandma,” Jade said. “I’ll check with Caleb to make sure that works for him.” Jade turned to Joanne. “It’s actually because of Grandma that my boyfriend and I met.” She laughed. “Sometimes, I think he likes her as much as he does me.”

	“Pish tosh,” Millie said.

	“That’s tellin’ ’em,” Greta said.

	Nothin’ But Knit was a charming shop. The right part of the store was for the merchandise: yarn, knitting needles, crochet hooks, yarn needles, stitch markers, pattern books, and looms. Near the window, there was a navy padded bench. There was a knitting room to the left with a large, round white table. The chairs nestled around the table had purple-and pink-paisley cushions. It was a cozy, friendly room in which to work.

	Joanne’s yarn finished winding, and Jade took the ball off the spool. She handed the yarn to Joanne, who thanked her, and said, “Back to the knitting room.”

	“I have a lightweight shawl I’d like to work on,” Greta says.

	“I can get that for you.” Terri followed Greta into the knitting room, where there were sixteen cabinets. Most of the cabinets were labeled with the names of regular customers who liked to keep projects in the cabinets when they weren’t working on them. For residents of the Kinsey Falls Living and Retail Community Center, it helped keep their micro-apartments from getting cluttered with works in progress.

	“I believe I'll sit here beside you,” Greta announced, putting her knitting on the table next to Joanne.

	There was no one else seated at the table, so Greta could have sat in any of the seven other empty chairs, but why would Joanne have expected Greta to sit anywhere expect right beside her?

	* * *

	Before getting down to some serious sleuthing, Greta went over to the cabinet to talk with Terri. She’d been dating Terri’s uncle, Steve, and Terri wasn’t too happy about it. Greta didn’t know why. Maybe it was because Terri was afraid that a free spirit like Greta would break Steve’s reserved heart. But Greta had no intention of hurting Steve. They made compromises. Tonight, they were doing something he wanted to do, and tomorrow night, Steve would take her dancing.

	“Steve is taking me to something called a Ted talk tonight,” Greta told Terri.

	“That’s nice.”

	Greta was eager to let Terri know how much she was working to make Steve happy. “I don’t know who this Ted is or what he’ll be talking about, but Steve seems to think we’ll enjoy it.”

	Terri just shook her head before leaving the knitting room.

	“Thanks,” Greta called.

	“You’re welcome.”

	Greta sat down beside Joanne and sighed. “I’m dating Terri’s uncle, and Terri’s mad at me over it. We used to get along really well—I introduced Terri to some of my YP friends—you know, the young professionals who live upstairs?”

	“I am one of the YPs,” Joanne said. “I live upstairs, and I work at the pharmacy.”

	The Community Center provided micro-apartments to both seniors—dubbed golden oldies—and young professionals in the upper level of a renovated shopping mall. The bottom level was retail space. Residents had virtually everything they needed in one central location. There were even vegetable gardens—one for the seniors, and one for the YPs—on either side of the building.

	“Have you been dating Terri’s uncle long?” Joanne asked.

	“We started seeing each other after the Community Center’s grand opening celebration about a month and a half ago. Until then, Terri liked me. Now…” Greta shrugged.

	“For the record, a TED Talk is a forum where different people speak. The T stands for Technology, the E is for Entertainment, and the D is for Design. You can look up TED Talks online, if you’d like to familiarize yourself with them before your date.”

	“So, Ted isn’t a person?”

	Joanne shook her head.

	Greta sighed. “That’s why Terri doesn’t want me to date Steve. She thinks I’m not sophisticated enough.” She was letting the conversation be all about her when it needed to be about Joanne. She decided to steer the conversation back in the right direction. “Thanks for telling me. You said you work at the pharmacy?”

	“Yep. I’m a pharmacy tech.”

	“Do you like that work?”

	“I do.” Joanne seemed determined to concentrate on her knitting.

	Greta could happily knit and interrogate her suspect at the same time. “What made you decide to live here?”

	Joanne shrugged. “There was an apartment available, and it was convenient.”

	“No, I mean here in Kinsey Falls. Are you from here?”

	 “No. But I came for a visit, and Kinsey Falls struck me as a nice place to put down roots.”

	“You know, I couldn’t help but notice that when Jade and Millie were talking, you got a funny look on your face. It made me think maybe you and your grandmother don’t get along so well.”

	“I…um…I’ve never had a grandmother,” Joanne said, eyes still on her knitting. “My parents were older when they adopted me. They’d put their careers ahead of starting a family until it was too late for them to have children of their own. And their parents were dead by the time I came along.”

	“I’m sorry. Are your parents still living?”

	“My father is…but his dementia has progressed to the stage where he doesn’t know me anymore.”

	Greta was on the verge of hugging the young woman—suspect or not—when Joanne flung her knitting onto the table in disgust.

	“I’ll never get the hang of this,” she said.

	“Let me see.” Greta picked up the knitting and examined it. “Oh, this is all right. You just twisted a stitch. We can go back and fix it.” She unraveled the row until she was past the twisted stitch. Then she deftly got Joanne back to the place where she was when she’d noticed the mistake. “Just check your knitting every row or two to make sure the stitches are falling correctly. That way you can catch any mishaps before they get out of hand.”

	“Thanks, Ms. Parker.”

	“It’s Greta…and you’re welcome.”

	* * *

	Greta was out of breath when she arrived for the book club meeting at the Violet Room. Each of the Community Center’s common rooms were named for a flower. The Violet Room was the smallest, and it was tastefully decorated in shades of purple, mauve, and white. The other meeting rooms were the Sunflower, Rose, and Gladiolus.

	“I’m sorry I’m late.” Greta looked around the room and confirmed that she was, as she’d thought, the last to arrive. Gilda and her jug—a small brown, bug-eyed dog that was a cross between a pug and a Jack Russell terrier—named Moonshine sat on the white wicker chair to the right of the fireplace. Mabel sat on the rocker to the other side of the hearth, and Judy, Opal, and Sue sat on the long sofa.

	They all murmured greetings, and even Moonshine let out a happy yip.

	Greta sat on the ottoman across from the sofa and somewhat between Gilda and Mabel. As she dropped her tote onto the floor beside her, she said, “As good as The Murder of Roger Ackroyd is, I’ve got a real-life mystery that needs to be solved.”

	Gilda readjusted Moonshine on her lap and leaned forward. “What kind of mystery?”

	“There’s a new girl who showed up in Kinsey Falls just out of the blue. She was in the business center the other day, and when I walked past, she opened a new tab so I couldn’t see what she was doing.” Greta looked around to see everybody’s reaction.

	Mabel looked confused. Sue appeared to be irritated. And Opal, Gilda, and Judy were thoughtful. Moonshine didn’t give two hoots unless there was a treat in it for him. There wasn’t. At least, not unless he could find out what Joanne was doing.

	“So what?” Sue asked. “She probably figured that whatever she was doing was none of your business.”

	Knowing how envious Sue was of Millie, and that her envy usually manifested in not liking anything about Millie, Greta said, “That’s exactly what Millie said.”

	Sue’s eyes widened, and she drew in a breath. “On the other hand, if this girl was acting sneaky, then it could be all of our business.”

	“What do you mean, Sue?” Judy crossed her thick ankles. “You don’t think this girl aims to blow up the building, do you?”

	“Well, of course, I’m not saying that at all.” Sue flattened her lips and glared at Judy momentarily before adding, “But I’m not not saying that either.”

	“I believe what Sue is saying is that we—as a group of amateur sleuths—should find out what this young woman is doing here in Kinsey Falls,” Greta said.

	“Right.” Sue gave an emphatic nod.

	“I’m no amateur sleuth,” Judy said. “I get all the excitement I can handle when my grandchildren visit.”

	Opal scoffed. “My daughter thinks I get my grandchildren too excited. I say we all need some adventure in our lives.”

	“Your daughter just doesn’t want her children riding with you on that screaming metal death trap,” Sue said.

	“Pinky is a motorcycle, and I drive her responsibly.”

	Pinky was, in fact, a motorcycle with a sidecar, and Greta wouldn’t have sworn that Opal was always the most responsible driver. But the Silver Sleuths only had the room for an hour, and she didn’t want Sue and Opal to spend it bickering. “Let’s not forget about our mystery.”

	“Right,” Mabel piped up. “We’re here to discuss the murder of Dan Aykroyd.”

	“Not Dan Aykroyd, Mabel,” Judy said. “Roger Ackroyd.”

	“I don’t know him.” Mabel wrinkled her forehead. “Was he on Saturday Night Live too?” She looked so earnest that not even Sue had the heart to correct her.

	“Mabel’s right.” Gilda smoothed Moonshine’s ears. “We should go ahead and talk about Ms. Christie’s book…and then whoever wants to can meet later to discuss the other mystery.”

	 

	


Chapter Two

	◊

	AFTER GRETA HAD LEFT the business center, Joanne had searched for people who might’ve been in her mother’s graduating high school class. She’d found a group on social media and sent private messages to a few of the members. It wasn’t much, but it was something. She’d wished she had someone in whom she could confide. More than anyone, she wanted to tell her dad. She missed him terribly. No, he wasn’t actually gone yet, and Joanne visited him every chance she got...but he wasn’t the man she’d grown up with.

	She wandered over to the café and ordered a burger, fries, and a milkshake. When she received her food, she took her tray over to a table by the window.

	A pretty brunette walked past and did a double-take at Joanne’s food choices. Joanne cringed slightly, but she owed no one an explanation about what she was eating or why.

	The brunette sat down across from Joanne. “Hi. I’m Kelsey. Are you all right?”

	“I’m fine. Why?”

	“In my experience, that’s a breakup meal,” she said, nodding toward the plate. “Did you get dumped?”

	“No. You’re observant, though. I’ll give you that.”

	“Wanna talk about it?”

	Rather than telling this stranger everything that was happening in her life, Joanne simply told Kelsey about her dad’s condition.

	“Oh, wow. That’s so sad. I’m sorry.” Kelsey covered one of Joanne’s hands with her own.

	A handsome guy came into the café, walked over to their table, and tugged a strand of Kelsey’s hair. “Hey, KK.”

	“Hi, Andrew.” Kelsey slid over, so Andrew could sit beside her in the booth. “Andrew, this is…”

	“Joanne.” She smiled and shook his hand. “Kelsey and I just met.”

	“Right,” Kelsey said, “and she needs some cheering up.”

	“Cool. What do you want to do?” Andrew included both of them in his question.

	“Oh, no,” Joanne said. “I wouldn’t dream of intruding on your date.”

	The couple laughed.

	“As if,” Andrew said. “I’m way out of her league.”

	“Ha! I’m out of your league!” Kelsey playfully punched Andrew’s shoulder. “This jerk is my brother.”

	“Mom makes me come over here and check on little KK every few days,” he said.

	“Where do you live?” Joanne asked him.

	“Oh, I live across town. Mom and Dad, on the other hand, moved to Florida when Dad retired.” He looked toward the counter. “I’m going to grab some food. What do you want?”

	Kelsey asked for a chef’s salad.

	“Suit yourself,” Andrew said. “I’m having what Joanne’s having.”

	“You’re lucky to have such a caring family,” Joanne told Kelsey, while sneaking a peek at Andrew’s broad back as he stood at the counter.

	“He is a looker, huh?” Kelsey shook her head. “As much as I hate to admit it. And, in case you’re wondering—which I believe
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