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Rebirth. Rejuvenation. Re-recreation. Rarity Cole stared into the blue water lapping

at her feet and wondered what word any of the multiple books in her shop would use

for this moment in her life. If the book was a romance, she’d be facing a second

chance. But her new life here was more than another chance at love. It was a

reawakening of every part of her life. Career, love, friends, she’d even changed her

scenery by moving from the Midwest to Se dona, Arizona.

Even the structure and activities of her days had changed. Currently, she sat on the

edge of her backyard swimming pool, a luxury she’d only dreamed of when she was

climbing the corporate ladder in the marketing department of a midlevel production

corporation in St. Louis. Since the weather had turned perfect last weekend, she’d

gone on several hikes with Archer every day since Friday.

Now, the calendar weekend was over and it was Monday, the second day of her

actual weekend. Rarity had the entire day off even with the store being open. Her

employees, Shirley Prescott and Katie Dickenson, took turns running the bookstore

on Mondays starting the first of March. Now Rarity had a real two-day weekend for

the first time since opening the Next Chapter. She felt like she was back working in

corporate marketing. At the table this morning, she’d started making a list of to-dos

but realized nothing else would happen if she didn’t get her swim marked off the list.

“Workout first,” she muttered. That had been her motto since January, matching up

with one of her resolutions. She felt better when she moved first thing in the morning.

She believed in the power of goals. They’d gotten her through her stint of treatment

for breast cancer. And the complete overhaul of her life afterward. She’d moved

fourteen hundred miles from St. Louis to Sedona. She quit her corporate job and

bought a bookstore. And she broke up with Kevin. The man who was supposed to be



her future husband thought she wasn’t fun enough when she was fighting for her life.

Okay, truthfully, Kevin had broken up with her, but either way, it had been a big life

change. Four changes on the list of top stressors according to the mag azine articles.

Today, she lived in a three-bedroom cottage in Arizona with a pool she used year-

round. She loved running the bookstore and hadn’t worn a business suit to work in

months. She had a new boyfriend, Archer Ender, who was planning on moving in

with her next month. And s he had a baby.

Oh, not a human baby. She had adopted Killer, a tiny Yorkie with a huge attitude.

And an even bigger heart.

The baby in question, Killer, was sitting on the side of the pool watching the water

and the yellow ducky float that also served as a way to disperse chemicals. Rarity

leaned down, kissed the pup on top of his head, and then dove i nto the water.

When she finished her laps and climbed out, her phone was ringing. She hurried over

to the deck table where she’d left the phone to answer the call. Looking at the display,

she smiled and said, “Hey baby, how are you?”

“Baby, huh?” Archer s ounded amused.

“I figured I needed to increase my sweet talk since we are moving our relationship to

a new level.” Rarity wrapped a towel around herself and sat at the table, letting

herself air-dry. She took off her swim cap, running her fingers through her hair. Killer

had followed her up on the deck and now lay near the French door that led t o the

kitchen.

“Okay, I guess it works. I called to let you know I got a late afternoon hike today, so

dinner’s out. Sorry.” Archer soun ded distracted.



“Do you want to move it to a later time?” Rarity asked.

A pause on the other end of the line made her think she’d lost him. She glanced at the

display but the call was still active. “Archer? A re you there?”

“I’m here. Sorry, I’m slammed. I can’t make it later either. Look, I’ll see you

Tuesday night after your book club. We’ll talk then.” Archer ended the call without s

aying goodbye.

Rarity set down the phone and looked at Killer. “Maybe using the term ‘baby’ was

too much. Your friend Archer is being weird.”

Killer stood and barke d at the door.

“Ready to go in?” Rarity asked, standing. Killer wasn’t interested in the affairs of

humans. On the other hand, she hadn’t fed him yet. “You probably want so me

breakfast.”

Killer barked again and ra n in a circle.

“I’ve got a lot of things to do anyway.” Rarity wished she’d said that to Archer, but

she wasn’t used to playing games with him. If he was too busy to see her, there was a

good reason. She had to believe him. He wasn’t Kevin.

* * *

Later that afternoon, she’d come back from a grocery run to Flagstaff when someone

knocked at her do or. “Come in.”

Terrance Oldman, her neighbor, poked his head in the door. Terrance had lived in the

house next door since before she’d moved to Sedona. He was a retired military guy



who never had time for a family. So now he treated Rarity as his long-lost daughter.

“Hey, Rarity. I saw you pull in. Did you get me some of those spicy sausages f rom

the store?”

She held the meat up for inspection. “Two packages, like you asked. I could have

broug ht them over.”

“I thought I’d come over and see if I can be helpful.” He tucked the sausages into an

empty bag, then grabbed the milk and juice and put them away in her refrigerator.

They worked that way together in silence until all the groceries were put away. “I

have to say since you moved in, you’ve been challenging me to clean up my eating

habits. I made soup and a sandwich at home last night instead of ordering pizza, and I

had a salad instead of french fries yesterday when I met the neighborhood watch guys

for lunch. Of course, most of them did too. I’m the last confirmed bachelor in the

bunch.”

“Next you’ll tell me you’re eating kale,” Rarity joked as she folded one of her

reusable grocery bags. She wondered if Shirley had influenced the way Terrance saw

food during their last few months together as friends. But she wasn’t bringing that c

an of worms up.

“Now, don’t go all crazy on me.” He held his hands up to ward off the idea of the

green, l eafy vegetable.

Rarity left the salmon on the counter. She wanted to make a spice rub for it before she

put it away. “I’m planning on grilling tonight if you don’t have dinner plans.”

“I thought Mondays were date night with your guy?” Terrance sat down at the table.

He’d pulled out sodas from the fridge as they’d finished putting the food away, one

for him an d one for her.



“Archer’s busy tonight.” She hoped the hurt wouldn’t sound in her words. She wasn’t

sure why his calling off dinner had hit a nerve, but it had. Probably a leftover Kevin

issue. “I decided to cook. I’m doing a risotto wit h the salmon.”

“Sorry, my dance card’s full. The guys down at the vet hall have a standing poker

game. We play on Mondays so Drew can attend. If you have a police officer sitting

down with you, you’re less likely to be busted for illegal gambling.” Terrance tried to

look innocent. It wasn’t working.

“You’re so bad.” Rarity smiled despite herself. “Hey, can you watch Killer for me

tomorrow? It’s boo k club night.”

“Of course. We’ll go over to my house and watch a movie. He’s partial to Marvel

superheroes and you only have channels that feature DC superheroes.” Terrance

leaned down and picked Killer up with one hand and put the dog on his lap. “You can

retrieve him anytime your club’s over.”

“As long as I’m not interrupting your bonding time,” Rarity clarified. She pulled out

a cookbook she’d brought home from the bookstore and flipped through it until she

found the rub recipe she’d been thinking about. “I haven’t seen a lot of you these last

few weeks. Staying cool inside?”

“I have a job.” Terrance rubbed Killer’s neck and the little dog melted into him. “And

I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Really. The neighborhood watch wasn’t keeping you busy enough? Or have you

gone to the dark side and started bouncing at the veterans hall?” Terrance patrolled

the neighborhood with a bunch of retirees who called themselves the Gray Patrol.

Break-ins had dropped to almost zero in their neighborhood. Drew Anderson was

using the group as an example to other neighborhoods on how to lower crime. It

didn’t hurt that most of the guys in Terrance’s patrol team were ex-military who had



come to Sedona for the rest when they’d retired. Then they’d gotten bored.

“I wanted a little more to do. Something to use my security skills.” He didn’t look up

at her as he continued. “Don’t freak out, but I’m working over at Sedona Memory

Care. They’ve been having trouble keeping their security system going. Someone

keeps turning it off, so I’m ther e to stop it.”

“Sedona Memory Care. Where George lives?” George Prescott was Shirley’s

husband and a patient. He’d forgotten most of their life together now, but Shirley still

visited almost daily. Rarity knew Sedona was a small town, but this was pushing the

line. “A re you crazy?”

“Rarity, I swear this isn’t because of Shirley. Or if it is, it’s for her. If George gets out

and hurts himself or others, she’ll be devastated. I can’t turn my back on this. They

need me.” Now he looked up and met her eyes. “Besides, he’s fighting with the

assistant director. George seems to respond to me. W e’re friends.”

Rarity stared at Terrance. She saw the pain in his eyes. “You realize that’s all kinds of

messed up.”

Terrance was in love with Shirley. They’d started hanging out last fall, but she’d

ended their friendship when Terrance made it clear he wanted more. Being married to

George who was still alive, but not mentally there anymore due to his dementia,

Shirley couldn’t deal with the feelings she was having for another man. It felt like

cheating. Even though they hadn’t done anything physical, including a good-night

kiss. In Shirley’s mind, she was married. And that was that.

Now, Terrance was not only working at the nursing home where George lived, but

he’d also developed a friendship with the man. Shirley was going to kill Terrance.

“I know, but I can’t step away now. The nursing home needs me to find out why their



systems aren’t working before someone winds up missing or worse.” Terrance turned

his soda can in a circle. “And when he remembers who I am, George is kind of a cool

guy. I can see why Shirley loves him. In another life, we’ d be friends.”

“Oh, Terrance. That’s so sad.” Rarity squeezed his hand. “Do you want to t alk about

it?”

He stood, draining his soda as he did. “Nope. I’ve got laundry to finish before I head

out to the game. At least having a real job again keeps me busy. I’m going to grill a

couple of these bad boys for dinner before I go. Sorry I couldn’t fill in for you r guy

tonight.”

“No worries. I haven’t finished the book club selection for tomorrow yet anyway. I

need to at least skim the rest of it before we meet. Shirley’s caught me not reading the

book too many times.” Rarity walked him to the door and watched out the window as

he crossed the lawn between the two houses. Terrance Oldman was a good man, but

he was playing with fire with this one. Hopefully, he’d fix the security system before

Shirley found out her kind-of boyfriend was hanging with her husband at the nursing

home. Otherwise , Rarity thought, Terrance was going to get an earful .

Shirley could be opinionated and strong willed. An d easily hurt.

Rarity returned to the to-do list she’d created this morning. She’d already crossed off

shopping and a swim. Rarity’s finger stopped at cleaning the house and then looked

at the next item, finishing the book. She went to the bedroom to strip the sheets so she

could get them in the laundry. Cleaning needed to be done. She was in a bad mood

anyway. She might as well make t he best of it.

* * *

The next morning, she arrived at the bookstore a few minutes before nine. Without



Killer to walk with her, she was able to leave the house a little later. As they walked,

the dog always had to stop for a smell, or a hundred. The two businesses on each side

of her store, Madame Zelda’s fortune-telling and Sam’s crystal shop, weren’t open

yet. Drop-in traffic didn’t start until late morning, sometimes until after lunch,

especially during the firs t of the week.

Katie Dickenson hurried down the path and followed her into the bookstore. Katie

was working on her master’s at Northern Arizona in Flagstaff, but a lot of her classes

were in the evening so she had time to work at the bookstore. “Hey, I was hoping to

get here first. The store was slammed yesterday. I didn’t get all the closing tasks done

before I had to leave for class. I hope yo u’re not mad.”

“I’m not mad, but you could have called me.” Rarity held the door open for her. “You

would have saved me from clean ing my house.”

“I figured you were out with Archer. I saw his truck go by the shop at about three

yesterday. Didn’t you gu ys go hiking?”

Rarity started turning on the lights. “We went on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. My

calves are killing me. But I was home alone on Monday, well, besides a trip to the

grocery store. Next time you get swamped, call me. If I can’t come in, I ’ll tell you.”

“Sounds reasonable. Anyway, the kids must have been out of school because I had

several families who showed up after lunch. We need to seriously restock the

children’s book section. I think they might have emptied it.” Katie tucked her bag

under the counter and opened an energy drink. “Where do you want me first?

Unpacking the boxes that came in? Or starting a book order?”

“Let’s get everything out of boxes and on the shelves before we start the book order.”

Rarity looked around the bookstore. It looked normal, but she knew Katie was

particular like her. She liked things to look perfect. Rarity only stressed about the



doors being locked when she left. She’d put the store’s temperature gauge on a timer,

so that was automatic now. “How are t he bathrooms?”

“Honestly, I didn’t check.” Katie brought out a box of books. “Do you want me to go

clean first?”

“No, I’ll do it. Keep an eye on the register while you’re checking these in. I doubt we

get any walk-ins this early, but you never know.” Rarity went to the back room and

pulled out the cleaning supplies, including a mop bucket, which she filled with hot,

soapy water from the sink. She moved to the men’s first and quickly got that room

cleaned and mopped. She propped the door open and taped a “Wet Floor” sign on the

doorjamb.

When she went into the women’s restroom, she found a book on the wash counter.

She grumbled at the long-gone reader. “You couldn’t see the ‘Please Don’t Bring

Books into the La vatory’ sign?”

She walked out to set the book on a table while she finished cleaning. The book

looked like it was in bad shape, definitely not new. Maybe someone had forgott en

their copy.

Rarity ignored the book and finished cleaning. After she’d taken the trash outside to

the dumpster and drained, cleaned, and put away the mop and other cleaners, she

went back to the front.

Katie was standing at the counter, looking at the book Rarity had found in the

bathroom.

“So what is that?” Rarity logged in to her system.

“The book? It was on the table. There’s an inscription on the front page. ‘To my best



friend Alice, I hope you enjoy Alice’s adventures as much as I have over the years.’”

Katie held the book open and showed it to Rarity. “This might be a first edition of

Alice’s Adventures i n Wonderland .”

“I found it in the bathroom. No one would leave a book that valuable in the bathroom

at a bookstore.” Rarity reached for the book and checked the copyright page. 1865.

“If this is right, the book could be worth a lot of money.”

“Like thousands? ” Katie asked.

Rarity checked the binding and the outside of the book. “Maybe even more. Let’s set

this aside and see if anyone comes to claim it. They should know the inscription if

they own the book.” She tucked it under the counter so it wouldn ’t get damaged.

“This is so exciting. I’ve never touched a rare book before.” Katie grabbed a pile of

books that needed to be shelved.

Rarity went about her day, but the book kept nagging at her. Maybe she had another

mystery for the sleuthing group to solve. And for the first time, this one wouldn’t

involv e a dead body.

That night at the book club they were talking about The Spy Coast by Tess Gerritsen.

Holly Harper had suggested the book, and the conversation around it was gettin g

interesting.

“I don’t think it portrays old people in a bad light.” Holly countered a statement that

Shirley had made. “The main character is almost in a relationship with her farmer

neighbor. Or she would be if she’d get over losing her husband decades ago.”

“Sometimes, people don’t get over those things,” Shirley responded. “But I guess I

wondered why a bunch of spies would settle in a small Maine community. It didn’t se



em realistic.”

“Did you read the author’s notes in the back? She lived in a town where that exact

thing happened. I guess if Thanos can have a retirement plan, so can James Bond.”

Malia Overstreet jumped into the discussion. “I liked it, but it was hard to follow why

the one woman was running in the first place.”

“I think the author added that character to give you more than one person to focus

on.” Rarity hadn’t liked the opening scene to not be focused on the main character

either. “What did you think of the local police chief?”

“I would have solved the murder before I let that jerk from the state police take over,”

Sa m Aarons said.

“Sometimes that’s not an option.” Jonathon Anderson was in town and had called to

see what the group was reading. He was an ex-cop who had started in Sedona then

moved to NYC to work when his kids got out of high school. Now, he and his wife,

Edith, were back in Arizona, living in Tucson near their daughter and only

grandchild. His other child, Drew Anderson, was a detective there in Sedona and was

dating Sam. Again. “When a different agency with jurisdiction over a crime steps in,

you have to step back and let them work. And that characte r was a jerk.”

Sam smiled sweetly at Jonathon. “I’m so gl ad you agree.”

Rarity heard the challenge in Sam’s voice and held up her hand. Things hadn’t been

going well with her friend and her boyfriend’s parents. “Okay, let’s take a short break

and then we’ll finish this up and choose nex t week’s book.”

Sam bolted for the ladies’ room, and Jonathon moved toward Rarity. “Maybe I

shouldn’t have come. It seems like Sam’s sti ll mad at me.”



“She’ll get over it. She was the one who wasn’t sure if she wanted to continue her

relationship with Drew. The fact that Edith set him up on a blind date when he visited

you guys in Tucson wasn’t your fault. I know she wants the best for him.” Rarity had

heard the story from Sam one night when she’d come over with a bottle of wine.

Jonathon chuckled. “I have to disagree. Edith wants more grandchildren. If she’d

known Sam and Drew had started seeing each other again, she wouldn’t have invited

Heather to dinner. Drew keeps his relationship status close to his chest. I need to go

say hi to Shirley and see how Geo rge is doing.”

Rarity watched as he made his way over to the treat table where Shirley was getting

more cookies out of a plastic carrier. The woman could bake. She thought about

going to talk to Sam, but she decided to stay out of it. Drew and Sam were dating

again. She didn’t wa nt to jinx it.

After they’d finished the meeting, everyone but Shirley had left the bookstore by the

time Archer arrived. He helped Shirley carry her things out to her car, and when he

came back inside, Rarity was ready to lock up. She had put the rare book into her safe

since no one had come by to claim it today. Maybe she’d put a sign up on the

community bu lletin boards.

She came out of the back room after checking the lock and kissed Archer. “I thought

they’d never leave.”

He pushed her hair out of her eyes and took her keys. “Are you ready to go?”

“Killer’s at Terrance’s so we need to stop on the way home and get him. Are you

staying for supper? I have some clam chowder in the fridge.” Rarity hoisted her tote

over her shoulder and followe d him outside.

“I’m not sure. Look, we need to talk.” Archer locked the door and handed her back



the keys. “I’m not sure that I should mov e in with you.”
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Archer had left early after dropping that bomb. He promised they’d talk soon, but he

needed to get back to his apartment. He was expecting a call. As he was leaving,

Rarity pulled him into a hug. She met his gaze. “There’s not someone el se, is there?”

He shook his head and squeezed her. “Look, I promise we’ll talk soon. I need to get

things straight in my head. And it’s not because of a nother woman.”

“Or a secret baby?”

He laughed and kissed her forehead. “You’ve been reading romance again, haven’t

you?”

“Guilty as charged. But Archer…” She leaned on the door as she watched him step

out on the porch. He turned back to meet her gaze as she continued. “I love you.

There’s nothing we can’t get thro ugh together.”

He smiled sadly but didn’t respond. She watched him get into his Jeep and slowly

drive away. Killer stood by her heels, watching him leave as well.

“I’m not sure what’s going on with Archer,” she told him as she picked the dog up so

he wouldn’t run out to the street and try to fo llow the Jeep.

Even though it was late, Rarity didn’t feel like sleeping or eating dinner. Instead, she

put her swimsuit on and did laps. She was hoping to not worry about Archer until he

was ready to talk. She couldn’t make him love her, but she was beginning to think

that a long-term relationship wasn’t in her future. So far, it looked like she was battin

g zero for two.



* * *

She swam again early Wednesday morning. She would regret it tomorrow. But since

she hadn’t slept well, she figured she might as well get something off her list. She

made a quick breakfast afterward and checked the daily newspaper she had delivered

at the shop. She’d tucked it in her tote Tuesday morning and hadn’t felt like readi ng

last night.

Rarity scanned the articles and stopped at an advertisement for a new cancer

treatment center in town. The office was associated with her doctor in Flagstaff, and

she pulled out her planner. She had an upcoming appointment and wondered if she

could transfer it to the Sedona clinic. Driving to Flagstaff for a check-in seemed like a

lot of wasted time. And, it looked like they did mammograms at that location as well.

It was too early to call, but she put the information in her planner. She’d deal with it

when she got into the shop.

She needed to put a post up about the lost book, so she wrote down the task. About to

close her planner, she noticed an ad in the newspaper about the upcoming spring

festival. She’d forgotten all about it. She opened her laptop to sea rch her emails.

The city set up a carnival and an egg hunt that Saturday, two weeks before Easter.

She’d told the organizer that the bookstore would love to stuff a thousand plastic eggs

with candy and small toys. According to an email she had from Heidi Youngman, the

eggs and filling materials would be dropped off at the store today. They had a week

before they had to deliver them back to Heidi so she could get them set up for the

Saturday ev ent next week.

Worse, besides the eggs, no one, meaning herself, had ordered books for their tent

bookstore yet. This was going to be close. She sent an email to Shirley and Katie to

let them know that it would be all hands on deck this weekend.



The good thing about being busy is that you don’t have much time to worry about the

status of a relationship. She had to focus on work. If you could call filling plastic eggs

work. Maybe she’d bring the activity to the Tuesday night book club and they could

help. Wasn’t community service supposed to make people feel happy? She got ready

to head to the bookstore.

Shirley called at about ten thirty. The mothers had already started arriving and were

gathering around the firepl ace, chatting.

“I’m sorry to do this, but I was on my way there and William Jully, from the nursing

home, called. He wants to talk about George. He’s been caus ing problems.”

“Shirley, the moms are already here.” Rarity stared wide eyed at the women and the

preschoolers. “I can’t se nd them home.”

“You can run the event. All it is today is reading The Wonky Donkey by Craig Smith.

Then we’ll act like donkeys and eat cookies. I’ll drop off the cookies before I go to

the nursing home.”

“You want me to read? Aloud?” Rarity didn’t even want to think about what a

donkey sounded like. Or acted like.

Shirley didn’t laugh. Instead, she said, “I’m pulling up out front. Run out here and

grab the co okies, please?”

* * *

Thursday morning, the bite on her arm from a two-year-old terror named Angel still

ached. Rarity wondered if she should get a tetanus shot. Can you get lockjaw from a

kid? She’d ask Shirley when she came in. She’d tried to call her last night, but

Shirley’s phone must have been shut off.



At nine, Shirley came in and dropped her bag in front of the cash register desk. Rarity

could tell she was upset. Maybe it wasn’t a good time to ask about the bite. “Please

tell me you didn’t put hi m up to this.”

Rarity needed to finish the book order before the cutoff at ten. She held up a finger,

then made a line where she’d ended on the list of books they’d decided to order for

the event. As well as restocking the kids’ section and the new releases. This month’s

book bill was going to be crazy high. “Sorry, I lost my place three times when I had

to help a customer. So what did I te ll who to do?”

She took a deep breath. “Terrance. He’s working at the nursing home. Can yo u

believe it?”

Rarity held up her hand. “In full disclosure, he told me about it but only after he’d

started. I told him it was a bad idea. Especially him being friends with George.”

The words were out before she realized that Shirley didn’t know that part. Shirley

went over to a table and sank into a nearby chair. “He and George are friends now?

What alternate reality do I l ive in today?”

“Look, in Terrance’s defense, he thought he was helping out. They needed an expert

in security since there had been some issues with their system. He was working and

George came to talk to him about what he was doing. To advise him.” Rarity smiled

at the image. “When Terrance realized who he was talking to, it was too late to quit

the job without leaving the hom e defenseless.”

“George always did love helping out. And you knew this.” Shirley looked up at her.

“How long have yo u known this?”

“Terrance and I talked on Monday. I was going to tell you, but things have been a

little crazy around here. And at home,” Rarity added. “Besides, now that you and



Terrance aren’t, um, friends anymore, this shouldn’t be an issue.”

“It’s complicated,” Shirley said as she closed her eyes. Then she stood and collected

her tote. “You’re right, but I still care for Terrance. And George, of course. Life is

strange right now. Did Heidi drop off the eggs?”

Rarity was a little thrown at the quick change of subject, but she nodded. “Before we

clos ed yesterday.”

Shirley laughed. “Of course. I’ll be in the back working on them unless you need me

somewhere else. Katie has the high school group this Saturday, so we’ll be

babysitting hormonal teenagers for most of the day. We probably need to work on the

egg project as much as possible before that. Let me know if you need help out here.

And remember, you’re helping at the home with Friday Night Dat e with a Dog.”

“I didn’t put it in my planner. I’ll do it right now.” Rarity wondered if using a planner

was even helping. She remembered now that she’d agreed to be part of the local

humane society’s event at the nursing home. Bringing pets into the home to spend

time with the patients was a trial study to see if it helped with memory retention.

Rarity watched as Shirley went to the back room to start setting up the egg stuffing

project. She didn’t know how the woman kept up with all of her vol unteer events.

Rarity felt like she’d betrayed Shirley by not telling her about Terrance and his new

job. But if she had, she would have betrayed Terrance’s trust in him telling her. It was

a lose-l ose situation.

Rarity went back to ordering and groaned when she heard the bell over the door go

off again. She called out without looking up, “Welcome to the Next Chapter. Let me

know if I can help you f ind anything.”

“I think I know where my table is. And the coffeepot,” Jonathon said as he walked



into the bookstore.

Now Rarity did look up. “I didn’t realize you were still in town. Did Edith kick you

out?”

He shrugged. “Let’s say she thinks I should smooth some things over while I’m here.

After this week’s book club run-in, I realized that Sam’s still mad at us no matter

what Drew said. I’m going to ask her to dinner to talk about the H eather thing.”

“Or you could volunteer with her and me at the nursing home with the pet visit.”

Rarity told him about the event on Friday night.

“You’re sure Sam will be there?” Jonathon sat down at his f avorite table.

Rarity didn’t know why Sam was so mad. Drew hadn’t taken the blind date anywhere

after dinner and he’d explained to Heather during dinner that he was currently in a

relationship. Drew had thought he was meeting his folks for dinner at the steakhouse,

but Edith had invited Heather along. “I think she was surprised that you weren’t

letting their relat ionship heal.”

“From the argument we had the last time I was here, I was pretty sure that she was

blowing me off when I told her that couples fight. Like I said Tuesday, Edith wants

more grandbabies.” He set up his laptop. “Anyway, I’ve got edits to do. I read pages

last night at the Flagstaff group. They fit me in since I was in town. I lov e those

guys.”

“You and Edith should move back here. You’d be closer to your writing group.” I

went back to the ordering.

“If Drew would give her a grandbaby, Edith might agree to buy a second home here

and go back and forth.” He opened his notebook.



“I don’t think I’d open my conversation with Sam with that suggestion.” Rarity

checked the time. It was nine thirty. “I need to finish this order or I won’t have books

for the festival.”

“I’ll shut up an d work, then.”

Rarity loved having Jonathon in the store. If she was bored, he’d chat. If she was

busy, he’d work. And he liked to talk to the customers as they came in to look for

books. As long as they weren’t kids. He wasn’t much of a kid person. But Rarity

assumed that there was a difference between grandkids and other people’s kids.

Except for Shirley. She loved them all. Probably even that hellcat who’d bit Rarity at

the Momm y and Me event.

Rarity got a confirmation email at five to ten. She blew out a breath. She’d almost

messed this festival up. She needed to figure out a way to add upcoming events to her

monthly checklist. Shirley was still in the back and there hadn’t been any customers

yet, so Rarity opened the Word document that held her checklists. She had one for the

beginning and end of the month as well as weekly and daily sheets. And she’d started

one for book clubs and another for special events. She printed out the special event

one. Then went to the monthly to-do lists, which she edited to add, Check for special

events this month to the beginning of the month sheet, and Check for special events

next month to the end of the month list. It might be overkill, but she didn’t want to be

in th is spot again.

Rarity was about to see what Shirley and Jonathon wanted for lunch when Shirley ran

out of the back room.

“I got another call from the nursing home. This morning, George attacked one of the

administrators, William Jully. George has been talking about the guy and how he’s

always around Lizzy.” Shirley saw Jonathon sitting at the table. “I hoped I could

settle him down yesterday when we talked. But no. Anyway, I’ve got to go convince



them to not kic k George out.”

After Shirley left, Jonathon looked at Rarity. He was obvio usly confused.

Sighing, Rarity went over and sat next to him. “Here’s the skinny. Lizzy Hamilton is

George’s girlfriend at the nursing home. At least she is when they both remember. He

doesn’t remember Shirley or their life together an ymore at all.”

“Man, that must be hard on Shirley.” Jonathon leaned back from his laptop. “Stories

like this are why I took early retirement from the force and moved back to Arizona. I

wanted time to be with Edith and figure out who I am out side of work.”

“I get that. That’s why I moved here. I needed to own who I was at the core, not all

the corporate goals I’d set during college. It was like a huge weight fell off my

shoulders when I put in my resignation letter. Everyone at work tried to talk me out

of it. They thought I was reacting to the cancer scare. Which I was. But not in a bad

way.” Rarity shut her laptop. “I’m going to go grab some of the eggs from the back.

If we don’t get these finished, there are going to be a lot of sad kids n ext Saturday.”

As Rarity gathered the supplies, she rubbed her injury. Maybe the Easter Bunny

should have a naughty list like Santa. Angel would definitely be on that list.

When she came back out to the front, Jonathon wasn’t at his table. He came back

from the bulletin board with her flyer. “Someone lost a book here? How can you

tell?”

“You’re funny. It’s a book I don’t sell. Hold on a second,” Rarity said as she opened

her office safe. “Maybe you can tell me what you t hink this is.”

Rarity grabbed the book out of the safe. She’d put it into a plastic bag to keep it safe,

but she wasn’t sure if that was the best storage system or not. She didn’t know a lot



about old books and how to keep them protected. She took the book out of the bag

and set it o n the counter.

“This looks old.” Jonathon took the top of a pen and turned the cover over. “Have

you had anyone look at this?”

“I don’t know who it belongs to. I thought I’d wait until the owner shows up.” She

watched him turn the pages with the pen. “I guess I shouldn’t hav e touched it?”

He looked up at her. “It’s an old cop habit. I didn’t want to leave fingerprints, but I

don’t know if you should be touching this or not. I know someone who might be able

to tell you more. He might be in town still. Let me do some digging and see if I can

get in touch with Arthur.”

“I’ll keep it in the safe. Hopefully, someone claims it.” She waited for Jonathon to

step back before returning the book to the bag. “So I might get a call fr om an

Arthur?”

“Arthur Wellings. He used to own a rare bookstore here in Sedona with his wife,

Frieda. I think he moved the store a few years ago after she passed.” He stood there,

staring. “This is weird. Have you asked Archer ab out the book?”

“Why would I ask Archer about an old copy of Alice in Wonderland ?” Rarity didn’t

want to mention their recent troubles. Rumors flew quickly in Sedona, and she didn’t

know what their status was right now.

“His grandmother used to collect old books. In fact, she worked for Arthur and his

wife. She was their buyer. She’d go to used bookstores, garage sales, consignment

shops, and even estate sales to check for old books. She found several that were

worth a pretty penny.” Jonathon smiled at the memory. “Marilyn loved the hunt.

After her husband died, she went to work full-time with the bookstore. She said it



gave her som ething to do.”

“So this might be from her collection?” She tapped her fingers near the book. “But

Archer’s folks moved, didn’t they? Wait, no, he said his mom moved to California.

Wh ere’s his dad?”

Jonathon studied her for a minute before answering. “Archer’s parents divorced and

June sold the house. Caleb moved to Flagstaff after that. I haven’t talked to him in

years.”

“Archer doesn’t talk about his dad at all.” Rarity was trying to follow what Jonathon

was saying. Archer’s dad couldn’t be more than sixty—sixty-fiv e at the most.

Jonathon nodded. “Caleb never forgave me for not finding out who killed his mother,

Marilyn. He took on the case after I moved to New York. He kept trying to put pieces

together that didn’t fit. So any lead or partial lead, he went down the rabbit hole.

Finally, June divorced him and started a new life. The kids were out of the house by

then. She deserved to have something besides Caleb ’s obsession.”

“No wonder Archer doesn’t talk about his folks.” Rarity put the book in the safe. “I’ll

ask him ab out the book.”

“I haven’t seen Archer since I’ve been back. Is he walking you home tonight?”

Jonathon returned to his laptop, focusing on his next sentence.

“I’m not sure.” Leave it to an ex-cop to see a trend. Rarity tried to brush it off, but she

saw Jonathon’s head turn toward her, concern in his eyes. So she lied. “He said

something about a new client.”
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Archer hadn’t come to walk her home Thursday night. So Friday morning after her

swim, Rarity called him. When she got voice mail, she quickly left a message about

their joint commitment to the pets and people event that night at the nursing home.

She asked if he wanted to meet for dinner before the event at the Garnet. Then she

told him she had a question about his grandmother. When she hung up, she hoped the

guilt over possibly not escorting her to the event and the curiosity about why she was

asking about his grandmother would overcome whatever secret he’d been hi ding

from her.

At least she hoped. Killer was watching her. “I know, you mis s Archer too.”

Rarity decided to focus on the day ahead rather than pine for a man who might not be

in her life anymore. Both Katie and Shirley were scheduled to work that day. Katie

had her high school group tomorrow, which meant she’d be busy setting up and

planning for the next month’s event.

When Shirley came in, Rarity could see the stress and lack of sleep on her friend’s

face. Katie had stopped for coffee and donuts at Annie’s, and the three of them

headed to the fireplace to plan for the upcoming week.

Katie set her coffee cup down and turned to Shirley. “Okay, spill. You look like you

haven’t slept and you haven’t said more than ten words since I arrived. Wha t’s going

on?”

Shirley sank farther into the couch. “Rarity knows this, but George has been

threatening violence at the nursing home. He hasn’t done anything yet, so that’s the

one thing keeping them from kicking him out. Jully exaggerated the attack yesterday,



but Sally, she’s the administrator, is concerned.”

“Oh, no.” Katie sat straighter. “Is he getting m ore confused?”

Shirley laughed, but the sound was harsh. “I think he’s falling into another world. He

thinks that this guy who works in administration is paying too much attention to

Lizzy. George thinks he and Lizzy are going steady. Or, I guess, he and Lizzy are

going steady. That he remembers.”

“Oh, Shirley. I’m so sorry.” Rarity knew that George’s new reality was killing her

friend. “What happened when you went over to the nursing ho me yesterday?”

“I talked to George. He thought I was a social worker or something. He kept telling

me all about Lizzy and what a wonderful woman she was.” Shirley closed her eyes

for a minute. “Then I asked about William Jully and he got angry. George said that

William is stealing from the patients and going into their rooms at night. He ha tes

that man.”

Rarity sipped her coffee. “How long has this William gu y been there?”

Shirley opened her eyes and look ed up. “What?”

“Let’s say George is right. Maybe the problem isn’t George. Maybe it’s this William

guy.” Rarity set her cup down. “From what you told me, George was always

watching out for other people before he got sick. Maybe he still is.”

Shirley sat up. “I’ve been so focused on George’s new girlfriend, I didn’t think about

that angle. I know this William Jully hasn’t been there long. He was the one who told

me I couldn’t come to the nursing home as m uch last year.”

“What do you think about him?” Rarity asked.



“He’s all surface.” Shirley nodded as she seemed to be processing her thoughts. “Like

you know he’s thinking something behind what he’s saying. I assumed he thought I

was an idiot for still wanting George to remember our marriage. But maybe it was so

mething else.”

“Let’s check him out tonight at the pets event. And maybe on Tuesday we can ask the

sleuthing group to see what they can find out.” Rarity hoped that they could at least

keep George safe in the nursing home. If someone was out to get him kicked out,

maybe there was a nother reason.

* * *

Archer arrived at the bookstore around four and offered to take Killer home before

they went to dinner. Jonathon, Shirley, and Katie had all left earlier, and Rarity was

alone in the bookstore wh en he came in.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said to him as he held Killer, who was licking his face

like he had been gone forever.

“Rarity, I don’t want to hurt you. I have some things going on, and I’m not sure I can

be the man you need right now...” Archer started, but Rarity hel d up her hand.

“I know you’re going through some things, but I want tonight to be easy. No

commitments. No talking about the future. But I do need to ask you about your

grandmother, Marilyn.” She leaned down to open the safe.

“Why are you asking about her? Please don’t tell me that someone talked to you

about her murder.” Archer stepped closer, still h olding Killer.

“No, well, maybe. Jonathon mentioned that I should ask you about this book.” She

pulled it out of the plastic and placed it on the counter before Archer. “Someone left



it in the bathroom this week. I’m trying to fi nd its owner.”

He blinked and reached out but then pulled his hand back. Instead, he ran his hand

through his hair and whistled. When he finally spoke, his voice was quiet. “That book

belonged to Grandma Ender. She had it on a display shelf in the living room. Or at

least after she moved in with us. She said the book was the rarest thing she’d ever

found. She never let me touch it, but she had another copy that she read to me. Why

would it be in your bathroom? You found it here at the store?”

She nodded, only able to answer one of his questions. “Did your grandmother’s copy

have an inscription?”

“Yes. She told me it was funny because the book had been given to another Alice.

She said she wished someone would write a book about a character named Marilyn. I

always told her that I’d write a Marilyn book, for her.” He rubbed his hair again with

his hand. “I’d forgotte n about that.”

Rarity stared at the book sitting between her and Archer. “How did your

grandmother’s book get left in the women’s restroom in my bookstore?”

* * *

They arrived at the nursing home right on time. Dinner at the Garnet had been

strained, but it felt good to be together at least for one more time. Malia had been

their waitress and she’d kept watching them, as if she was wondering what was going

on. Rarity had seen that Malia was about to comment and she shook her head, hoping

her friend would l eave it alone.

Walking through the parking lot, she was surprised at the number of expensive cars.

Like BMWs and Mercedes. There was even a sweet red Corvette. She paused by one

of the newer BMWs. It was the same model and color that her ex Kevin had bought



the year they’d broken up. He’d gotten a bonus and spent it all on buying the car.

Rarity had made the argument that maybe they needed an emergency fund, or to put

the money away for a future house purchase. It was the first time he’d called her out

for not being fun. Bu t not the last.

Archer turned back, as if realizing she’d stopped. “Som ething wrong?”

“No, I’ve been admiring all these vehicles. You don’t think they belong to staff, do

you?” She hurrie d to catch up.

“Hardly. My sister, Dana, worked at a nursing home as a CNA for a few years in

college. She barely made rent money.” He shook his head as he studied the cars. “I

know I spent some money on the Jeep, but it’s a workhorse. These are a way to show

of f your money.”

Rarity nodded. She and Archer were on the same page in so many ways. So why were

they having issues?

When they went inside, Archer took her jacket and hung it on the rack in the nursing

home waiting room along with his. They’d walked from the Garnet to Sedona

Memory Care, but the walk, like dinner, had been quiet. Rarity didn’t want to push or

ask the wrong question. All she wanted right now was for them to have a fun n ight

together.

And with all the pups wanting to be rehomed, she thought they might do that.

“Oh, good, we were hoping you two would show up. The rest of the volunteers are

already on the floor with their dogs.” Gretchen, the director of Sedona’s Pet Safe

Zone, handed them each a puppy. “This is Candy and Donut. The Sedona Elementary

fifth-grade class voted on this litter’s names when they were dropped at our shelter.

I’m sure their new owners will be changing those. I’d always want to eat when I



played with my dog.”

A woman walked by and rubbed the top of Candy’s head. “I’m out of here. I’ve got a

dinner reservation in Flagstaff.”

“Bye, McKenzie!” Gretchen called as the woman walked out of the building.

Gretchen leaned over to Rarity. “That’s the business office manager. She got a new

car and she’s been dying to get it out on the road.”

Rarity let Candy snuggle up to her as she watched McKenzie climb into a new sports

car parked in the front row. She met Archer’s gaze, and he shrugged. Administration

staff must make more than the average CNAs did. “I’m sorry , are we late?”

“No, the others were all early. Drew brought his dad, which helped since we had a

last-minute cancellation from one of our volunteers.” Gretchen turned as a tall man in

a black suit called her name. “And I’m being summoned by Dr. Death.”

“Dr. Death?” Rarity turned to stare at the man. He looked like he was scowling at the

open cages scattered aro und the floor.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have called him that. He’s such a downer.” Gretchen ushered

Rarity and Archer toward the sliding doors that separated the lobby from the actual

rooms. “Check in with the nurse at the station there. She’ll tell you what ro oms to

visit.”

Rarity walked to the doors, which opened as they stepped closer. She turned back to

see Gretchen app roach the man.

“When is this thing supposed to be over? You know our residents have strict

schedules, especially around their sleep time s,” he barked.



“Your boss set this up; maybe you should talk to her.” Gretchen was holding her

ground, but Rarity felt Archer pull on her sleeve and then the glass doors close d

behind them.

Rarity couldn’t hear Dr. Death’s response. She walked up to the nurses’ station with

Archer. “Excuse me, is that W illiam Jully?”

“Yes, that’s our junior administrator. He’s quite a catch if you like angry, snide men

in your life. I understand he’s single. I don’t understand why.” She laughed as she

reached up and rubbed Candy’s head. “You two must be Rarity and Archer. I know

Shirley. She said you’d be here. She’s already walking around with the cutest Doodle

mix. She said she’d let you visit Geor ge’s section.”

Archer glanced at Rarity, but she shook her head. She’d tell him on the way home. If

he planned on walking with her. It was funny how much had happened since he’d

tried to bre ak up with her.

“What rooms are we visiting?” Rarity asked the chatty nurse.

She handed her a list. “You have until nine or when Jully kicks everyone out.

Gretchen got this approved with our administrator, but of course, Sally’s been called

out of town. So he thinks he’s a god or something. So I’d say you have about fifteen

minutes in each of your rooms. There are two residents per room. George’s room is

that one.”

Rarity saw she’d already written George’s name next to the room number. “You must

work wi th him a lot.”

“George is a lovely man. Very kind, very protective of the other residents.” She

glanced around. “I’m so shocked he doesn’t remember Shirley at all. He’s nice to her,

but he’s in love with Lizzy. The woman knows Shirley is his actual wife because



seeing Shirley near George sends her into a tizzy. Tizzy Lizzy. I must be getting tired.

I worked a double shift today.”

“We’ll go and let you get back to your work, then.” Archer nodded to the hallways

branching off the nurses’ station. “Which way do we go?”

“To your left, the second hallway. Your rooms are on the left. There’s another group

handling th e right side.”

Archer held out his arm, motioning for Rarity to go first. He hadn’t touched her all

night. It was like it was their first date or they were colleagues rather than whatever

they were now. She’d thought they’d been at the next step, but then somet hing

happened.

She smiled and pushed the worry out of her head. Tonight, she was here with Archer

and bringing some puppy love into the world. Literally. She kissed the top of Candy’s

head and took a big whiff of puppy. It was the best drug in the world.

In the first room, two women were waiting for them and they took the pups eagerly.

They were hesitant to give them back, but Archer assured them that the shelter would

be back next month wit h the animals.

“Well, I hope the two of you get assigned our room again. We loved talking with

you.” The older woman, Penny, s miled at them.

The other, Ester, cackled as they gathered the pups. “Of course, Penny won’t know if

you come back or not.”

“I will too. I’ve been writing things down and it helps me remember.” Penny held up

her journal. As she opened the book, she froze as she picked up a pen. “Now what

was I writin g down again?”



Ester rolled her eyes. “See what I mean? We’re not all as forgetful as Penny, but

we’re on our way there. I’m here recuperating from a hip replacement. I should have

gone to Flagstaff, but I’ve known Penny all my life. This way, we get to spend some t

ime together.”

Penny looked up from her writing. “Come visi t us anytime.”

Rarity smiled as she and Archer left the room. “They remind me of Sam and me. It’s

like looking into a time capsule but int o the future.”

“You two would be horrible in here. They’d always have to be tracking you down.”

Archer pulled her into a hug. “I know this is hard. Are you ready to go to t he next

room?”

She felt fueled by the hug. “I’m fine. I get to go home after this and cuddle with

Killer. For these people, this is their monthly dose of puppy love. I don’t think that’s

enoug h for anyone.”

“Dogs are amazing at comforting us.” He released her and nodded to the next room.

When they entered, one of the residents was already asleep. Archer put the puppy

next to him, and the man curled his hand around the dog unconsciously. The other

man held out his hands. “Karl couldn’t stay awake. He’ll be sad that he missed these l

ittle angels.”

Archer took the lead on the discussion, and when it was time to go, he slipped the

puppy from the sleeping man’s arms. Rarity heard him whisper, “ Sweet dreams.”

As they walked to the next room, Rarity checked her watch. They were a little ahead

of their scheduled visit, but she figured George wouldn’t mind. Shirley was always

talking about how much he loved dogs.



When they walked into the room, they found George pacing. His roommate ran up to

Rarity and took Candy from her arms. “What a cute baby.”

Archer held out the puppy to George, but he ignored them. Rarity turned to the

doorway where William Jully stood, watching them.

George pointed to him and muttered, “He’s a bad man. No one se es it but me.”

“George, do you want to hold a puppy?” Archer asked as George started pacing

again.

This time George looked at him. “Why would I want to hold a puppy?”

Rarity heard angry voices in the hall and stepped out to see Terrance standing nose to

nose with William Jully.

“You need to leave George alone or so help me, you’ll be the one who needs medical

care.” Terrance poked Jully’s chest with his finger to emphasi ze the threat.

“You realize I can get you banned for even touching me. Besides, no one listens to

that old man anyway. Why would I want to hurt him? He’s making a clown out of

himself better than I ever could.” Jully saw Rarity watching and held up his hands.

“I’m not the aggressor here. You must see that.”

Terrance turned to see who Jully was talking to, and his face turned bright red.

“Rarity, you don ’t understand.”

She watched Jully slither out of the hallway. Then she turned to Terrance.

“Threatening violence doesn’t fi x the problem.”

“Some people don’t know anything else.” Terrance shook his head. “Sorry you had to



see that. I need to col lect my puppy.”

Rarity went back into the room, where Archer was still trying to talk George into

sitting down with the dog.

“I don’t want to hold a puppy. I’ve got things to do. I need to protect Lizzy.” He

frowned at Archer and Rarity. “Why are you here with these dogs anyw ay? It’s late.”

“They are here so you can hold a puppy.” Another person had walked into the room

behind them. “And you hold them because it’s a puppy. That should be reason enoug

h, my friend.”

Rarity turned and saw Terrance. He smiled at her and reached for the puppy that

Archer still held. He brought it to his face and the dog licked his cheek. “And she has

puppy breath. Wha t’s her name?”

“Donut,” Archer said as he stepped back next to Rarity and Terrance walked over to

st and by George.

“George, sit down on your bed and hold Donut for a minute. Archer and Rarity are

here to visit.” Terrance nodded toward the bed, and George followed his instructions.

Whatever doubts Rarity had about Terrance working at the nursing home were

forgotten when she saw him talking with George. The man trusted Terrance. “I

thought you were retrievi ng your puppy.”

“I heard George’s agitation and thought I could help.” Terrance put his hand on

George’s shoulder. “Now, is n’t that nice?”

“If these people want to help us, they need to get that man out of the building. He’s

stealing from people. And worse.” George met Rarity’s gaze. “He sneaks into the



rooms at night. And Ruth die d last month.”

“Who died?” the ot her man asked.

“Ruth Agee. She was in the next room,” Geo rge explained.

The other man waved his hand. “She was old. W e’re all old.”

“No. She didn’t die because she was old. That man killed her.” George was getting

excited again. The puppy he was holding whimpered and started squirming, trying to

get out of his tig htening grasp.

“Let me hold the dog.” Terrance reached his hand out.

George looked at the puppy like he’d forgotten he even held it. He handed it to

Terrance. “You need to help us. I’ve told everyone. No one listens to me.”

Terrance handed Archer the puppy. “I think you guys have one more room. They’re

going to kick us out soon.”

Rarity reached for Candy, and George’s roommate reluctantly gave her back to her.

He kissed the top of the dog’s head first before handing Candy back. “You and your

friends can come visit anytime.”

After they’d visited the last room, they met up with the group as they gave back their

canine wards. William Jully stood by the reception desk and frowned as the pups

were put into carriers and taken outside to th e waiting van.

Rarity and Archer followed the group outside. Drew and Jonathon stopped next to

them. Sam headed to her car without saying anything to the group. Rarity met Drew’s

gaze, and he shrugged. “Sam is FaceTiming with her brother in a few minutes. She



needed to get home.”

Jonathon started to say something but then appeared to change his mind. Instead, he

looked at Archer and Rarity. “Did you have fun visiting with the puppies? Everyone I

met with was so excited to see them. I was surprised at how clear their thought

process were when the dog s were there.”

“Most of the residents have good and bad days,” Terrance said as he joined the group.

He looked back at the doorway. Rarity could tell that he was watching Shirley talk to

Gretchen. From the way they kept looking back at William Jully, who had locked the

front door, she could guess what they were talking about. Or she s hould say whom.

Archer dropped his voice. “You were good with George. He is convinced that

William guy is a thief and a killer.”

“He’s not a nice man,” Rarity added. She agreed with George on at least that point.

“Archer’s right, though, you calmed him. H e trusts you.”

Terrance’s sigh let Rarity know she’d hit a hot button. “I know. I’ve got myself in a

pickle here. Uh-oh, Shirley’s coming this way. I’ve got to leave. Archer? Are you

walking our girl home, or should I wait for her?”

Rarity wanted to remind both of them that she was standin g right there.

Archer grinned. “You can go ahead. I’ll escort Mi ss Cole home.”

Jonathon looked between Shirley and Terrance. “I’m missing something, but I’m not

going to ask. I’m already in hot water with Sam. I don’t need two Sedona wom en

mad at me.”

“Sam’s not mad,” Drew started, but then he slapped his dad on the back. “Well, at



least she’s not mad at me. Things co uld be worse.”
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Rarity’s phone rang at six the next morning, and she sat up in bed to answer it.

“Drew, please tell me we’re not going on a hike this morning.”

“No, why would I call…” Drew paused. “Never mind. I don’t want to know.

Anyway, Shirley asked me to call you. She’s talking to her daughter, Kathy. She

won’t be a t work today.”

“Please don’t tell me that George passed on.” Rarity was instantly more awake, and

she threw off the covers and went to the kitchen t o make coffee.

“George is fine. William Jully was found dead in his office. It looks like an overdose,

but George was seen leaving his office last night after we all left.”

“When we stopped by his room, George was insistent that William had killed a

woman named Ruth Agee. And that the man was sneaking into residents’ rooms at

night.” Rarity let Killer out in the backyard and stood by the open door, watching

him. The sun hadn’t risen yet, so the world was still in that predawn glow that

happened b efore sunrise.

Drew swore. “George t old you that?”

“Me, Archer, and Terrance. Terrance calmed George down.” Rarity could see the top

of her neighbor’s deck as she waited for Killer. “Terrance was g ood with him.”

“And there’s another problem. The night nurse told me that Terrance and the victim

came to blows Friday night after we all left. She’d called and asked Terrance to come

in and see if he could calm George down after he argued with Jully. Then, after



Terrance got George to sleep, Jully found him in the hallway and ordered him out.”

Drew paused for a second. “It’s never simpl e here, is it?”

“Terrance wouldn’t hurt anyone,” Rarity said. “You can’t think he went back and

killed him ove r a fistfight.”

“People he doesn’t like seem to have a habit of getting hurt,” Drew muttered.

“What are you talking about?” Rarity felt shocked at Dre w’s statement.

“Rarity, I shouldn’t be telling you this, but Terrance was in a bar fight when he was

in the service. He was lucky that he had a solid alibi for later that night since the guy

was sent to the hospital. He was questioned, though. Now we have a similar situation

except he was standing up for George. Terrance is a white knight with questionable

tactics.” Drew blew out a long breath. “Of course, I might have done t he same

thing.”

“Terrance and George are friends. Well, as far as George can be friends with anyone.

Terrance said he helped him with the security system wiring.” Rarity sighed as she

continued. “Of course, he was hiding knowing him from Shirley.”

“Which explains the disappearing act when Shirley walked toward us. Does she know

he’s hanging out ther e?” Drew asked.

Killer came inside, and Rarity closed the door. “She knows he’s working there and

that he has a friendship with George. She’s not happy about either. So why is Shirley

at the home? You can’t believe that George killed someone. He was such a nice man

before this whole th ing happened.”

“She’s helping with George. He got upset during questioning. Besides, you know I

can’t discuss an open investigation with you.” He paused. “I’ll send my dad down to



help you today with the teenagers’ event. H e’ll love me.”

After the conversation with Drew, Rarity went to pour more coffee. There was no

way she was wasting emotion on William Jully. She’d only met him once, and he’d

been a jerk then. She was also not going to worry about George. Drew knew that he

wasn’t in his right mind but also that he wouldn’ t kill anyone.

She didn’t have to open the store until nine, so she went to her bedroom and grabbed

a suit. She was taking a swim befor e she went in.

When Katie arrived at the bookstore later that morning, Rarity pulled her aside and

told her about the nursing home administrator’s death. Katie blinked and glanced

around the still-empty bookstore. “For such a small town, you guys have a lot of

unexplained deaths or murders. I’m beginning to be a lit tle concerned.”

“I promise we’re not Cabot Cove.” When Katie stared at her, Rarity added, “The

town in Murder, She Wrote . The tel evision show?”

Katie still looked b lank. “Sorry.”

“You realize now I feel old.” The show had been a favorite of her grandmother’s.

Rarity went back to tracking her book order for the festival. “Never mind. That’s not

your problem. Let me know if you need anything for t he book club.”

“And count me in for help as well.” Jonathon walked in with three coffees and a bag

of chocolate croissants. “I l ive to serve.”

“You’re not Shirley, but I guess you’ll do in a pinch,” Rarity teased as she took the

coffee tray from him and set it on the counter. “You’re here almost as much as my

part-t ime employee.”



“And he’s great at intimidating the kids when they go off to find a dark aisle where

they can make out,” Katie added as she grabbed her coffee. “I’m going to go set up t

he club area.”

“I’ll be right over,” Jonathon called after Katie and then turned to Rarity. “That girl

has too much energy. Did you talk to Archer about the boo k last night?”

“Yeah. And it did belong to his grandmother. She told him about the inscription and

that she thought it was lovely. So how did the book show up here?”

“Good question. It went missing from the house the night that Marilyn was killed. I

checked yesterday before I came down to the pet thing. I had copied the file onto my

personal computer before I left Sedona for my job in New York.” He held up his

hands. “I know, not policy, but I wanted to make sure I hadn’t missed something. I

knew the family and it bec ame personal.”

“Wait, so the book was stolen over twenty years ago and shows up in my bookstore

now? Seems ultra-convenient.” Rarity bit into one of the chocolate croissants.

“Thanks for stopping at Annie’s , by the way.”

“You keep me caffeinated. I’ll keep coming to the bookstore.” He nodded to the

fireplace where Katie was setting up chairs. “I better go help before she finishes it all

herself. She’s not afraid to call me an old man. Even though it hurts my ten der

feelings.”

“I’m not sure anyone but Edith can hurt your feelings.” Rarity refocused on her

laptop.

“Not completely true. Sam’s been doing a good job this trip,” Jonathon said as he

walked away to help Katie.



After the book club was over, Rarity went over to sit with Jonathon for a few

minutes. He’d been writing in between patrolling the store every few minutes for

wandering teenagers with raging hormones. “Any way you’re in town and available

for teen book club every month? You’re so good at keeping the kids in line.”

“They sense my ex-cop personality.” He closed his laptop. “But no. I’m not making

myself available for this job every month. I don’t mind if I’m here, but to be honest, I

don’t enjoy the time. The elementary kids are better behaved tha n these guys.”

“They are learning their limits and what matters to them.” Rarity watched Katie chat

with the few stragglers who were buying more books before they left. “Besides, I’d

rather have them here, reading, than out behind the store in the alley smoking or

something.”

“I think they’re talented enough to do both.” Jonathon held up his hands. “You’re

right, of course. Your store is becoming a vital part of the community. Especially for

the full-time residents. That must ma ke you happy.”

“I am feeling more connected to Sedona lately.” Rarity sipped her water. “Anyway,

I’ve been thinking. What am I supposed to do with the book? I can’t give it back to

the person who left it since they might have stolen it from Mrs. Ender in the first

place.”

“I’ve been thinking about that too. I think whoever left it knew about your connection

to Archer and thought leaving the book here would be the easiest way to get it back to

him. Without admitting anything or talking about how they got it.” He dropped his

volume as he glanced over toward the register. “You need to tell Drew a bout the

book.”

“You haven’t told him?” Rarity was surprised.



Jonathon shook his head. “I don’t tell my son everything. Especially when it’s not my

business. I did ask him if there had been any developments in Marilyn’s case, but he

told me it was still cold. He asked if I wanted to take a look at the case file on

Monday and see if I had any suggestions.”

“But you have your own copy?” Rarity a sked, confused.

“Another thing I haven’t told my son. And I’d appreciate you not saying anything

about that as well. I would hate to break his faith in upholding my duties and oaths.”

He leaned forward. “Please tell Drew about the book. Have him come by and pick up

the book. Then on Monday, I can look into it. That way I don’t have to worry about

you being a target since you have a very expensive book here in t he bookstore.”

Rarity shivered. “I hadn’t thought about that. I know he’s busy with the mu rder,

though.”

“Call him. He’ll make time for you. I promise. Or he’ll ask me to bring it over to the

station.” Jonathon’s gaze dropped to his laptop.

Rarity knew Jonathon wanted to get back to writing, so she pulled out her phone. “No

time like the present. Besides, now I’m a little freaked out at having t he book here.”

When Drew answered, Rarity explained what she’d found. She told him that Jonathon

had suggested that it might be Mrs. Ender’s book and Archer had verified it. As she

talked, she checked the back door lock. It had been unlocked. Again. She needed to

keep the kids out of the back room during book clubs better. Maybe she’d put an

alarm on the door to the back room. “Anyway, now that I know it’s worth a few

bucks as well as connected to a murder, I don’t feel safe having it in my store.”

“Then I’m glad you called. Can you let me ta lk to my dad?”



“Sure.” She walked into the front of the store. “How’re Shirle y and George?”

“Hanging on. They put George in some sort of locked area. Terrance is here and

trying to calm him down. George keeps saying that Lizzy is in danger. Shirley’s a

wreck. I sent her home as soon as Kathy got here.” He paused. “I don’t think she’ll be

at work anytime soon.”

“Great. At least Mommy and Me doesn’t meet next week. Those kids bite hard.

Here’s your dad.” Rarity handed Jonathon the phone, and he laughed as he listened to

Drew. Then he finished the call and handed her b ack the phone.

“Drew says you have to explain the biting comment as soon as he slows down at

work. He’ll even buy the wine.” Jonathon glanced at his watch. “Is Katie stayin g

until five?”

“Yes.” Rarity glanced at Katie, who was finishing with a customer. “I take it yo u’re

leaving?”

“I’m supposed to deliver your package to the station where Drew can protect it.” He

stood and walked over with her to the register. “I’ll see you on T uesday night.”

“You’re staying in town?” Rarity had thought that once he’d had a chance to talk to

Sam, he’d go home.

“The Tuesday Night Sleuthing Club has a case to solve. Two, actually. We both

know George didn’t kill this man. Now we need to find out who did and why.”

Jonathon nodded to the safe. “I’ll take the book of f your hands.”

“Maybe I should get a receipt,” Rarity teased as she retrieved the book. “I’ve never

handed over something th is expensive.”



“I promise I won’t take off for Mexico. I don’t speak Spanish, and Canada’s too cold

for my old bones. Besides, Edith would never leave the grandbaby and I’m not good

alone.” Jonathon took the plastic bag and put it, his laptop, and notebook into his tote

bag. “Is Archer walk ing you home?”

“Of course,” Rarity lied. She wasn’t sure why she didn’t want their rocky relationship

status to be common knowledge, but she couldn’t tell Jonathon the truth. He’d come

back to walk her home. She was an adult, and she knew wh ere she lived.

He’d find out sooner than later, especially since he was hanging around. But not

today. She needed the weekend to figure out what she was going to say to her friends.

And it gave Archer two days to realize what a mistake he was making.

At least she hoped he felt that way.

* * *

Instead of Archer, Terrance showed up at the bookstore as she was closing at five. He

looked like he’d been through the wringer. “Can I w alk you home?”

“Of course. You didn’t have to come and get me.” Rarity hurried to finish her closing

chores and then went in and double-checked the back door lock. It was still locked.

She was obsessing about the door, but it was better than worrying until Monday when

Katie was back working at the shop. She’d volunteered for the shift as soon as she’d

heard about Shir ley and George.

“It’s really not a problem,” Terrance said as he picked up a book and read the back of

it. “I was coming back from the memory care home. George finally went to sleep

after a few doses of his meds. He w as worked up.”

“I heard you were there helping. He likes you.” Rarity saw the same flinch on



Terrance’s face that she’d seen last night. She clicked the leash on Killer’s collar.

“I’m not saying that in a bad way.”

Terrance reached for the leash, and they went to the front door where Rarity turned

off the rest of the lights and then set the security system and locked the door. “I

know. I feel like the bad guy because of my feelings for Shirley. I don’t wish George

any bad luck, but I can’t understand how God would let him forget someone as

wonderfu l as Shirley.”

“I understand.” Rarity knew that Terrance didn’t have bad intentions. His wanting to

help had gotten him in over his head with everything that was going on now. “Please

tell me that Drew has ano ther suspect.”

“He declined to share that information with me.” Terrance smiled as they walked. “I

even brought up my position as head of the neighborhood watch. Drew wasn ’t

impressed.”

“He’s territorial like that.” Rarity laughed, sharing the joke. “I feel so bad for Shirley.

I hear her daughter ca me into town.”

“Yes, Kat hy was there.”

The shortness of the answer made her glance over at her friend and neighbor. “What

do es that mean?”

“As I was leaving the nursing home, Kathy cornered me in the parking lot and read

me the riot act. She told me to stay away from her mother and her father. She said

that I was being cruel to do that to Shirley.” He paused at the walkway to his house.

“I would have argued with her, but I realized I didn’t have a leg to stand on.”

“I didn’t know Shirley had told Kathy about you.” Rarity had known that Shirley had



taken a trip to see her daughter, to c lear her head.

“My name came up when Shirley made the decision that she couldn’t see me

anymore. She’d told Kathy and asked her what she thought. I guess the girl went

crazy on her mother. Telling her she was all but cheating on George. Shirley was

crushed that Kathy didn’t support her, but then she agreed that she couldn’t see me

again. I’d understand, except Shirley has no life with George. It’s too bad she can’t

have a life with me.” He dropped his head and headed to his house.

Later, Rarity stood in the kitchen, staring into the refrigerator and wondering what

she was going to have for dinner, when she realized that she didn’t know how

Terrance had known that Archer wasn’t walking her home. Rarity glanced out the

window at his dark house. He was hurting enough that she decided not to ask him abo

ut it tonight.

Instead, she found a quart of frozen soup and some bake-and-serve rolls and started

dinner. While the food warmed up, she changed and went out to swim. When she

finished, dinner would be ready. Life seemed quiet and routine without Archer. In

that way, Terrance and she had a lot in common.

As Rarity ate in front of the television with Killer by her side, she wondered if this

was her lot in life. Quiet Saturday nights with her dog. It could be worse, she thought

as she found a movie she wanted to watch. She could be sitting here without her dog.

Now that wo uld be lonely.

Rarity dealt with making a list of chores for tomorrow. She texted Shirley a small

note letting her know she was thinking about her and not to worry about the

bookstore. Now that Archer wasn’t here, Rarity had plenty of time to cover Shirley’s

shifts as well as her own. Thinking about the bookstore, she pulled up the staff shift

calendar and made notes in her planner on where Shirley had been scheduled. Mostly,

Shirley’s absence wouldn’t affect the bookstore until the next week. Then Rarity



would need to work Monday, and Wednesday she’d have another Mommy and Me

class to deal with. She wrote down the book they were reading and made a note on

Tuesday to plan some sort of activity for the mommy group. Mostly, she thought they

liked to get tog ether to talk.

Rarity didn’t know anything about kids, but she did know books. Maybe she’d have

them talk about building their child’s library. She liked the idea and wrote that on

Tuesday’s list as well.

She checked her phone. No messages. Not from Shirley. And not from Archer. What

was keeping him from moving in? What problem was he wrestling with? She knew it

wasn’t another woman. They’d had that issue before when Calliope had tried to break

them up. Archer had been clear that he loved Rarity.

So what had changed between that discu ssion and now?

Maybe she’d never know. Besides, Jonathon was right. They had two other mysteries

to focus on. Who had killed the angry William Jully, and who had left Archer’s

grandmother’s book at the bookstore.

Rarity remembered the shop had a security camera at the door. Maybe she could go

through Monday’s digital file and see if she recognized anyone. Or maybe she’d have

Jonathon look at the videos as well. If there was someone who had been involved in

the investigation of Marilyn Ender’s death, he’d know. He had been the primary

investigato r in the case.
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Sunday morning, Rarity was on her way to dress after her swim when a knock

sounded at her door. She went and unlocked the door. Sam stood there, decked out in

yoga clothes.

“Don’t tell me you forgot.” Sam pushed her way into the house and headed to the

kitchen. “No worries. I figured you’d run late so I’m early. Go get ready and I’ll pour

us coffee for the trip.”

“Good morning to you too.” Rarity closed the door and followed her friend. “Did w e

have plans?”

“Come on, Rarity. We go through this every month. You’re always too busy to go to

Flagstaff for Yoga in the Park. Well, today, I know your morning is free. I called

Archer and he assured me that you two didn’t have plans. In fact, he sounded weird.

What’s going on with you two? Did you have a fight?” Sam pulled out two travel

mugs fro m the cabinet.

“Why, what did Archer say?” Rarity had been ghosted in high school after junior

prom. The guy had dropped her off at her house then never talked to her again. He

hadn’t even tried to kiss her. At least he hadn’t gone to her high school; that would

have been awkward. This was feeling a lot like that time.

Sam turned around from filling the first cup. “Now you’re sounding weird too. He

said that you two weren’t doing anything today and I should call you. Then he said he

was busy and hung up. Wha t’s going on?”

“Honestly? I don’t know.” Rarity wasn’t going to cry over something that might not



be happening. “Let me get dressed and we can talk in the car. I think some yoga and

getting out of the house is what I need. May be lunch too.”

“I’m game,” Sam said. She didn’t push on the Archer thing.

By the time Rarity was ready, Sam had already filled Killer’s food and water bowls,

let him out, and given him his favorite toy. Sam smiled as Rarity came into the living

room. “Maybe he’ll be mad at me and not you when we get home.”

“Probably not. He has a long memory.” Rarity picked up the Yorkie and gave him a

snuggle. “I’ll text Terrance and let him know I’m out this morning. He might swing

by and take him on a walk if he has time.”

As they walked out of the house, Sam studied the house next door. “I didn’t know

that Terrance was working at the nursing home until Friday night. Shirley ignored

him until George came up and slapped him on the back. They act like they’re best

friends.”

“Yeah, Terrance is working on their security system. It keeps going down and

unlocking the main doors. He worked in security in the navy.” Rarity didn’t want to

comment on the Shirley connection. “I guess he and Georg e hit it off.”

“Which is weird, right?” Sam backed out of the driveway and headed to the highway.

“Tell me what’s going on with you and Mr. Perfect. I never thought the two of you

would have issues.”

Rarity blinked back tears. “N either did I.”

She told her friend about the last few conversations. “I don’t know where we stand.

He won’t tell me why he’s reconsidering, but I can see in his eyes that he still cares

about me. Or am I fooling myself? I’ve done that before.”



“You’re not fooling yourself. I wasn’t joking when I called Archer Mr. Perfect. He is

that, for you.” She reached over and squeezed Rarity’s hand. “We’ll figure it out. I

promise. Or I could give you Drew. He’d probably be a lot happier.”

“Don’t even joke about that. You and Drew are meant to be. I know that. I was a

shiny rock that he saw first.” Rarity wiped her face, hoping that none of the tears had

fallen. “Besides, I’m committed to figuring out what happened to Archer and me.

Maybe I’m a ba d girlfriend.”

“Not possible. It’s never about us. Remember that. You’re the star of your own

movie. Not the boys.” Sam glanced at the road. “We still have thirty minutes. What

else is going on? I don’t want to talk about the conversation Jonathon and I had about

Drew’ s blind date.”

“Someday, you need to tell me, but I’ll give you a bit. I know you. It might be

entertaining.” Rarity took a deep breath, trying to push ba ck the emotion.

“It wasn’t entertaining for Jonathon.” Sam laughed. “I’ll tell you someday. So what’s

going on at the bookstore? Is the sleuthing club being called into servic e on

Tuesday?”

“Does a bear…” Rarity began, but then she changed the subject. “First, I need to tell

you about a book that showed up at the store.”

Rarity told Sam all about the book and how Jonathon realized it had belonged to

Archer’s grandmother. “Archer confirmed it. At least it’s at the police station. I’ve

looked up the approximate value of the thing, and I don’t want it in my shop or at the

house. It should be in a museum somewhere under h igh security.”

“And it showed up?”



“In the women’s restroom. What if someone had dropped it in the sink? Or in the

trash? It could be sitting in Sedona’s landfill by now.” Rarity sipp ed her coffee.

Sam was quiet for a few minutes. “The weird thing is the book shows up at your

bookstore. Especially since you are dating Archer. It’s like whoever left it wanted to

get it back to Archer, but didn’t want him to know he or she had it. You’re like a

property drop in those movies. Or those safe baby haven spots at a fire station.”

“If the book was a baby.” Rarity thought about Sam’s statement. Maybe she was

right. Everyone in town knew she was dating Archer. The small-town rumor mill ran

rapidly here. She’d tried to keep the fact that he was reconsidering their relationship

under wraps. Except Terrance had seemed to know Saturday when he came to walk

her home. Who had told him?

Rarity had told Terrance that their Monday night date had been canceled due to

Archer having to work. But who had told him to show up on Saturday? It had to be

Archer. Maybe he had asked Terrance on Friday night?

And maybe all this overthinking over a relationship wasn’t doing her any good. It

was time to think about other things, like the expensive, antique book that had shown

up at her bookstore. She also needed to figure out who killed William Jully, although

she thought everyone who’d ever met the man would probably b e on the list.

Who didn’t love puppies?

* * *

The trip to Flagstaff had been the distraction Rarity had needed. When Sam dropped

her off, she’d gone straight to the couch and had called Killer over to join her. She

had things to do, but after working out twice in one day, she didn’t feel like jumping

into the house chores. She could do those tomorrow. It wasn’t like she had a date or



something. She turned on the television.

A knock on her door later that evening got her off the couch. She paused the reality

show she’d been watching—okay, she’d been binge-watching. She opened the door,

“Oh, I thought you were my Chines e food order.”

“You’re in yoga clothes and eating Chinese food?” Drew stepped into the living room

and shut the door. “Things are worse than I realized. Is Archer still ignoring you?”

“How did you know?” Rarity went back to the couch and sat, hugging a pillow since

Killer had run to sit on Drew’s lap. Drew was one of Killer’s favorite people.

Probably in the top three. “With Archer gone, you might move up on K iller’s list.”

“He’s not gone.” Drew leaned forward. “Look, I know this is a hard time for the two

of you, but can we talk about something else? I don’t want to break his confidence.

He might be an idiot, but he’s also my best friend.”

“Sure, but don’t tell me who won this season of Project Runway . I’m only on

episode five.” She leaned back, considering what she’d learned. Archer had talked to

Drew about their situation. Maybe Drew was the one to call Terrance. Or maybe

Archer was telling everyone but her what was going on?

“Not a show I watch, even when I’m depressed. When Sam and I were having issues,

I watched The Walking Dead . Seeing all those zombies getting killed w as cathartic.”

“I can’t even comment on that.” Rarity rolled her eyes. Drew always knew how to

make her laugh. “Anyway, why are you here?”

“I wanted to talk to you about that book you found. I’m not going to have a lot of

time to work on who it belongs to, not with this murder, but I’m waiting for reports

now.” He pulled out his notebook. “Tell me when you d iscovered it.”



“You know it belongs to Archer. Or maybe his parents.” Rarity sat forward. “I guess

it depends on if his grandmothe r had a will.”

“I’m more interested in who had the book for the last twenty years,” Drew explained.

“Did anyone stick out that day at the shop?”

“I wasn’t working. Katie took that Monday. I was going to go through the security

videos on the front door and see if I recognized anyone coming in.” She pulled out

her planner. “Do I need to do t hat tomorrow?”

“Do you have plans?” He nodded to the television. “Oh, well there’s that. Tuesday’s

fine. I don’t want to interrupt your important binge-wa tch schedule.”

“Shut up. I was going to clean the house. Katie’s working tomorrow and I don’t like

to pop in on them when they’re working alone unless they ask. I don’t want them to

think I don’t trust them.” She tapped her planner. “Besides, I’d like your dad to watch

it with me. Since he was the investigator back then, maybe he’d recognize someone. I

didn’t even live here when the book disappeared.”

“Not a bad idea.” Drew snapped his notebook shut. “So are yo u doing okay?”

Tears threatened again. She wished people would stop asking her how she was

feeling. “I don’t know. I guess it depends on the outcome. He needs to know that I’m

not waiting around forever. Even thoug h I love him.”

“I’ll relay the message.” Drew stood and, using one hand, passed Killer over to her.

“Rarity, I promise Archer’s going to come to his senses soon and come begging you

to forgive him.”

The doorbell rang and Drew stepped over to open the door. A young man stood there,

a bag in his hand. “Rarity Cole?”



“Chinese food, I take it?” Drew reache d out his hand.

“The best in town.” The kid handed the bag over. “Thanks for the tip.”

As he ran back to his car, Drew turned and shut the door. “I guess you tip on the

website. Where do y ou want this?”

“Right here. And grab me a plate, fork, and paper towels if you don’t mind. I don’t

want to disturb Killer.” Rarity opened the bag and started pulling o ut containers.

Drew went to the kitchen. “Do you want a soda to go with th at, princess?”

Rarity smiled at the barb. She could have gotten up but then again, Drew could have

told her what was going on with Archer too. “Sparkling water, please, and thank you.

Don’t you tip on the website?”

“How do I know how it’s going to arrive?” He set everything in front of her then took

one of her egg rolls she’d just set out. “I’ve got to go. Call me if you need anything

else. Or call Sam. She’s going to be bored with me being so bu sy with work.”

As he walked to the door, she called after him. “Drew, you have to know that George

didn’t k ill that guy.”

“I hope your instincts are spot on this time.” He glanced over to where Terrance’s

house was even though he couldn’t see it through the wall. “He’s not the only one

I’m conside ring, though.”

“Don’t even go there. I’m certain that there’s no way Terrance did it. He’s head of the

neighborhood watch. He’s all about protecting those who can’t protect themselves.”

Rarity opened her water and took a drink.



“That’s why I’m looking at him as a suspect. This William Jully had it in for George.

He wanted him out of the home; he’d talked to several people about it. He said he

was getting paranoid as well as having memory issues.” He nodded to the television.

“Do me a favor, watch your shows. I don’t want to be worrying about you

investigatin g this thing.”

“Which thing?” Rarity asked as he walked out the door.

“You’re a pill. You know I love you, so listen to me and take care of yourself. Sam

would never forgive me if something happened to you. And she’s already mad at my

folks.” Drew left, locking the door after him.

Rarity ate her dinner as she watched the television. Afterward, she cleaned up and

took out the trash so Killer wouldn’t be tempted to find his way into it. She wasn’t

going to fall into a pit of despair over a man. Even when the man in question was

Archer. She pulled out the notebook that Shirley had made for their sleuthing club.

She took some of the looseleaf paper out and started writing down what she knew

about the book mystery. She smiled as she wrote at the top: Wh ere was Alice?

Once she was done with that, she studied the information and wrote, Action Step #1:

Check the video with Jonathon to see if he recognizes anyone. She’d copy this page

for Jonathon and give it to him when he arrived on Tuesday for the club. If they

didn’t have time before, they’d do it afterward, and she’d have someone to walk her

home.

She was probably going to have to get used to walking h ome alone now.

Rarity pushed the image of Archer away and took out a second page. This time, she

wrote, Who Killed William Jully? on the top. She already knew two of Drew’s

suspects. However, neither man could have done something like that. She wondered

if George’s doctors would say that he wasn’t violent. The nurse they’d talked to



Friday night said he was kind and always helping others. If a medical person said it,

Drew might listen to them. But was it enough?

Instead of following that tangent, she wrote what she did know. William Jully had

been killed at the nursing home after the group had left with the puppies. Terrance

had been in that group. George was inside, yes, but by the time Jully was killed,

George should have been asleep. And who was this woman who had di ed months

ago?

Ruth Agee. She wrote down the name, then texted Drew her name and what George

had said. He’d know she wasn’t staying out of it, but did he th ink she would?

She finished making notes and, looking over them, realized she didn’t have any other

suspects to send Drew’s way. If Jully had killed Ruth, it would give more motivation

to George killing him in revenge. Or for a weird vig ilante reason.

Was George helping others by getting rid of a predator? And if Jully was a predator,

how would they prove it?

She tucked the paper into the notebook. She didn’t have an action step written down

on this page, but Rarity knew her next step. It was time to call in the troops. The

Tuesday Night Survivors’ Book Club really was turning into the Tuesday Night

Sleuthing Club, as Jonathon called it. Or at least they would as soon as they discussed

this week’s book and let the nonsleuthing members leave.

She glanced at the book on her table. The one she still hadn’t finished. That was what

she could do tonight. And having something to do to keep her mind stil l was helpful.

Rarity couldn’t solve all the problems and mysteries in her life right now. But she

could finish What Never Happened. And since the book had an unreliable narrator,

she could understand the woman’s actions. Even though she would have been off that



island before she even got there.

What we wouldn’t do for family.

Rarity left the television running as she curled up with the book and Killer sleeping

next to her. Tomorrow she’d finish her house chores and maybe order Italian for

dinner. And watch another season of P roject Runway .

If Archer stayed away for a few weeks, she’d be all caught up on the shows she’d

missed when they were o ut having fun.

That sounded bad. Like she wanted a break from her boyfriend so she could wat ch

television.

Right now Rarity didn’t care how she sounded. Even in her head. She had a plan.

Besides, Archer had a secret. Drew knew what that secret was, and she was going to

find ou t what it was.

Even if she didn’t have a sheet of paper on this problem.

Now she had three myste ries to solve.

She focused on the page. They did it in books all the time. One mystery added to the

other and sometimes, they all fell like dominos. You solved one, you figured out the

missing pieces of the other.

The book was the key. But Archer had been surprised when she’d shown it to him.

He truly hadn’t seen the book since before his grandmother had been murdered.

So where had it been hiding? And with whom?



It was time for Rarity to meet Archer’s parents. Even if it was only on paper. If she

could figure out their story, maybe that would answer the book question.

Or at least, she’d know more about Archer.

She focused on the book in her hand. The one thing she could do ri ght now. Read.
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By noon on Monday, Rarity had worked out, finished the book for tomorrow’s club

meeting, cleaned the house, and finished off her daily to-do list. Now she was looking

for something else to keep her busy. She’d hung out with Sam yesterday. Shirley was

unavailable. Holly was sleeping since she worked on Sunday and Monday nights.

Malia was working the day shift at the Garnet.

Having two days off only worked if you had someone to do things with. She didn’t

want to go to the bookstore. She wanted Katie—and Shirley, when she returned—to

think of Monday as their shift. Where they made the decisions. Rarity had made a

task list for the day, and she was usually available if something big happened, but

other than that, they wer e on their own.

She decided to treat herself to lunch. She tucked a book in her tote, put Killer on a

leash, and walked into town. Carole’s had a small outdoor patio where dogs were

allowed, so she headed there. One thing this week had taught her was that she needed

to be better at expanding her group of friends, even when she had a boyfriend.

Because when Archer was out of the picture, she had a huge hol e in her life.

“What can I help you with?” a woman asked after setting down a glass of water and a

menu. “Oh, it’s you. I’ll go grab Killer a water bowl and water wit hout any ice.”

The waitress left before Rarity could read her name tag, but the woman had

recognized her. Or at least her dog. She decided to have a Cuban sandwich with

potato salad and sipped her water. Killer was watching her. “You can have some of

my bread if you’re good. No fries today. The vet says you’re a little chunky.”

The look she got from that statement told the whole story. Killer didn’t think he was



chunky. More to the point, he thought the vet was wrong. He turned his back on her

and lay down by the brick planter wall that surroun ded the patio.

A few minutes later, the waitress was back with a bowl of water and a basket of

bread. Rarity smiled as Killer ran to the bowl and drank water like he’d been on a

three-mile hike instead of a short stroll into town. “I swear, he drank water at home

be fore we left.”

“The heat makes them thirsty all the time. Amy talked me into adopting a small dog a

few months ago. She’s been good with him. She talked about Killer so much, I finally

gave in.” Th e woman smiled.

“Oh, you’re Joni, Amy’s mom. Sorry, I didn’t recognize you.” Now Rarity felt like a

jerk. “We love having Amy hang around the bookstore. I didn’t know she had a dog.

She’s been so busy with her after-school stuff, I don’t think I’ve talked to her in

weeks.”

“I know. She turned into a little social butterfly over the summer. She loves dance

class and she still reads a lot. I think she goes to the bookstore on Monday afternoons.

It’s her only free afternoon.” Joni nodded at a couple who had been seated by the

hostess. “Sorry, I’ve got another table. What can I get you to drink? Or are you re ady

to order?”

“I’m ready.” Rarity gave her the order and Joni left to greet the next customer. Killer

stared at the basket of fresh rolls. “You can smell the m, can’t you?”

He barked, and the other couple looke d over at her.

“Okay, fine, but be quiet.” She broke off a piece of bread and held it out. “Sit pretty.”

Killer did what he was told and then took the bread under the table to eat. After a few



more bites, Rarity brushed her hands in an all-gone gesture. “Sorry, budd y, that’s it.”

The dog glared at her, but he went to get another drink of water, then went and lay

down under the table. Rarity pulled out her book and read while she waited for lunch.

The Alice in Wonderland book kept popping into her mind so after a chapter, she

pulled out her phone.

She needed to find the rare bookstore in Flagstaff so she could visit and talk to the

owner. Jonathon had mentioned one, but no one had called her about the Alice book.

Maybe there was a message at the bookstore.

When Joni brought her meal, she smiled at Rarity. “You look like you figured s

omething out.”

“Kind of. At least I have something to do this afternoon.” Rarity glanced at her

phone. “Have you ever heard of the Los t Manuscript?”

“It’s a bookstore in Flagstaff. It’s near where we get groceries every Sunday. Amy

had been begging me to stop in, so a few weeks ago I gave in. They have a lot of used

books for kids. But they’re known for dealing in rare and expensive books. I had to

tell her we weren’t buying a copy of Charlotte’s Web they had on display. I think that

one purchase would have wiped out her college fund.” She rubbed her neck. “Oh,

yeah, the guy who owns the store mentioned that he used to live in Sedona. I think he

had a bookstore here on Main Street too. Arthur Wellings. That’s his name. Make

sure you talk to him. He’s a character. Full of stories ab out the area.”

“Thanks. I appreciate the information. Tell Amy I said hi.” Rarity didn’t want to keep

Joni from her work. And her stomach was growling now from the smell of the pork

and spices on the sandwich in front of her. Besides, Joni had verified that Arthur, the

guy Jonathon had mentioned, o wned the store.



Joni touched the table, a gesture Rarity had seen Malia do as well. They were trained

to do three table touches, which meant visiting the table, but some people took the

instruction literally. Or, as Malia had told Rarity, the touch reminded her where she

was in the s ervice process.

Rarity focused on her meal, thankful that others were conscientious about their work

process as well. Somehow that comforted her. Her habit was making sure the doors

were locked before she went home. Of course, she’d had some issues with the back

alley behind her store. Maybe that was what had drilled in the importance of checking

and do uble-checking.

After finishing lunch and leaving Joni a good tip, she and Killer headed home to grab

her Mini Cooper from the garage. The gas tank was still full and as she backed out,

she looked at Killer sitting in the passenger seat. “Ready for a road trip?”

Killer shook in excitement. She didn’t often take him, especially to Flagstaff because

she didn’t like leaving him in the car. Especially on a hot day. But the store’s website

had claimed it was pet friendly. Rarity had a pet carrier that went over her shoulder

and had room for her wallet along with Killer. He could poke his head out of the top

or watch through the mes h on the side.

Rarity’s work tot e was heavier.

She used the pet tote when they visited festivals and outdoor events. And it had a

collapsible water dish that could attach to a clip. For what she’d paid for the bag, she

probably could have bought something designer. Spoile d Pets “R” Us.

Rarity turned on the music, and Killer watched the desert pass by o ut the window.

When they arrived, the parking lot for the strip mall was quiet. Not empty, but the

Thai restaurant at the end had probably already served its lunch crowd. And the



workout center on the other side of the bookstore must be a morning and after-work

hot spot. Rarity got a parking spot right in front of the Lost Manuscript. She bundled

Killer into the bag, locked the car, then headed inside.

The bookstore was quiet and smelled like old paper. One of Rarity’s favorite smells.

She wished someone would make a perfume or a candle with that scent. A bell over

the door clanged to announce her entrance.

“Welcome to the Lost Manuscript. I’m in the back stocking if you need help finding

anything,” a voice called out. An older man, from the sound of his tr embling voice.

“Thanks,” Rarity replied. She would spend some time familiarizing herself with the

store and finding something to buy. She couldn’t visit a bookstore and not bring

home something. She had a row of bookshelves in her den that were begging for

more books. She’d been too busy with everything to make a plan on what she want ed

to collect.

She paused at a local history section and pulled out several trail books and Arizona

history texts. Archer would love these . She almost put them back, but no matter what

happened between them, Archer would always be a friend. And she could give him

the books for his upcoming birthday instead of the trip she’d been thinking about

surprising him with to hike in the Colorado mountain s this summer.

She set the books on the checkout desk and kept looking. It might be an expensiv e

day for her.

She found the children’s section and the display with rare and old books that Joni had

mentioned. The shop had a copy of several Nancy Drew books from the 1930s,

including three of the first four books. The price wasn’t listed, but the Charlotte’s

Web that Joni had told her about had a price. And yes, it was four figures. Rarity

thought she might have seen that cover in her childhood libra ry growing up.



“Are you interested in collecting?” a voice asked from her side. “ The Secret of the

Old Clock is in amazing shape for its age. I got the three from an estate sale a few

years ago. I could give you a de al on the set.”

She turned and saw a short man dressed in khakis and a dress shirt with short sleeves.

Suspenders held up his pants. This must be Arthur Wellings. Rarity held out her

hand. “I’m a bookseller as well. I’m Rarity Cole and I own the Next Chapt er in

Sedona.”

“Well, isn’t this a nice surprise!” He shook her hand and introduced himself. “My

first store was in Sedona. Back then we didn’t get all the tourists. A lot of hippies

invaded the town, looking for a place to hang out and do nothing. The park was filled

with their tents. Now, I hear your police department keeps a tight rein on those

types.”

Rarity didn’t know what Arthur meant by “those types,” but she gave the older man

the benefit of the doubt. “I had heard you ran a bookstore there. Why did you move?”

“Flagstaff had the university. More people buy books here. It was kind of a no-

brainer. The people in Sedona want to hike and find those energy spots. Not read. I

hope your store is hanging in there.” Arthur adjusted a shelf that had books out of

order as they talked. “It’s always something around here. People come in and look at

books and don’t put them back where they belong.”

“I get that too. And yes, the store is doing well. It took some time for the townsfolk to

adopt us, but we do a lot of community service projects, which help to bring people

inside.” Rarity thought that maybe Arthur would like it if no one came to his store

and moved around the books. “I’m always reorganizing the kids’ section. But then I

get lost and start reading a book while I’m working.”

He smiled then. “A bookseller’s dilemma. We all love the product we’re selling too



much. What can I help you with today? Are you looking for something specific? Or

visiting a fello w bibliophile?”

“I’ve already got a stack on the counter, but I’m looking for a few books to add to my

personal collection. Something like the Nancy Drew books or Charlotte’s Web , but

maybe a little less expensive? I’d love a first edition of Alice in Wonderland , but

that’s probably out of my price point.”

Arthur’s eyes flashed as Rarity talked. Had it been because she’d mentioned the Alice

book? “Nothing by Lewis Carroll in stock, I’m afraid. Those books hold a lot of

memories for so many people. But I do have a copy of The Hobbit . Not a first

edition, but a lovely 1970s-era reprint that you might be interested in. Especially

since you ment ioned fantasy.”

“I’d love to see it.” Rarity followed him into another area where there was a matching

glass case with books. This one held several Tolkien books as well as some C.S.

Lewis editions. “You have a charming selection. It must have taken you years to c

ollect these.”

“A lot of people come to sell me books. Sometimes, they’re not worth anything.

Those, I sell at the front of the store and rotate if they don’t sell. I give them to local

shelters. Probably a lot of what you sell as new. More popular and series books. But

once in a while, I get a beauty tucked in those boxes people bring to sell.” He took

out the Tolkien book he’d talked about. “I visit as many estate sales as possible. You

never know what you’ll find in a home library.”

As she paid for the books, she almost told him she’d think about The Hobbit . If she

was going to pay that much for a book, she wanted to make sure she was getting a

fair price. And before today, she hadn’t even looked at rare or out-of-print books. But

she set it down on the counter and offered him less. To her surprise, he took it. Now,

she worried that she had still grossly overpaid for the book. But she’d loved the story



as a teen, and this was a nicely bound copy. It would look wonderful on her

bookshelf.

He wrapped up the book in paper then put it and the others into a bag for her. He

moved the bag toward her but held on when she reached for it. “If you think you

overpaid for the book, bring it back and I’ll pay you exactly what you paid me for the

book. Minus the sales ta x, of course.”

“That’s kind of you. I’ve never even considered collecting estate books. I have my

keeper shelf, but I’m reading and rereading those. This one, I’m keeping safe.” She

took the bag. “Thanks for your help. And if you hear about an Alice in Wonderland

book, I’d love to h ear from you.”

He peered at Rarity. “Leave me your card. I’m not sure it will be anytime soon.

Those types of finds are few and far between.”

Rarity pulled one of her cards out of her wallet. “You can call the bookstore and

leave a message on my machine if it’s off hours. Tha nks for this.”

As she waited in the line to exit the parking lot to drive back to Sedona, a familiar-

looking Jeep pulled into the strip mall’s parking lot. She met the driver’s eyes. It was

Archer. In the other seat was a woman. He nodded a greeting at her and kept driving.

Rarity thought about backing up so she could talk to him, but a car pulled up behind

her and honked when she didn’t quickly turn out on the street. Instead of going back

to talk to Archer, she drove back to Sedona. She thought about their brief encounter.

He hadn’t looked embarrassed or scared when he saw her. Instead, Rarity thought she

saw sadness in his eyes. She’d let him come and explain what he was doing. Right

now, as much as not seeing him hurt, she knew that he ha d his reasons.

When Rarity got home, she put the books away. The Tolkien book she set on a stand



in her living room. She’d move it later, but right now, she wanted to have it handy so

she could start researching its value. If she was taking it back, she wanted to do it

soon. Before Arthur cha nged his mind.

She put a serving of frozen lasagna in the oven to warm up and then opened her

laptop. Time to research the rare book market and see how badly sh e’d been taken.

* * *

Tuesday morning, she felt almost confident in her purchase, but she’d also sent an

email with pictures to an expert in books from the university. He had a side business

that gave worth estimates for books and documents. She’d talked to Katie before

she’d paid the fifty-dollar assessment fee and Katie told her that the professor was

well respected on campus. He’d written books on collecting rare volumes. Rarity

ordered the first of his reference books through the store. Maybe she’d found a new

hobby. She could go to yard sales and consignment shops to search for antique books.

The professor had already responded to her message and assured her he’d have an

answer in les s than a week.

Now, she wondered what Archer and his friend had been doing at the strip mall. They

could have been eating a late lunch, or early dinner. Or maybe they had been heading

to the bookstore sh e’d just left.

Her life was filled with mysteries right now. And it was starting to tick her off.

She swam, then ate breakfast with Killer. She texted Terrance and asked if he’d stop

in and check on Killer d uring the day.

When he texted back, Rarity sighed and looked at him. “I guess you’re coming along

with me today. Uncle Terrance has a full day rewiring the nursing h ome’s system.”



She responded to Terrance’s text, thanking him for letting her know and wishing h im

a nice day.

He sent the sad face emoji. Then he wrote, George is still in solitary. Shirley hates

me. But yeah, I’ll ha ve a nice day.

Then he wrote back quickly. Sorry, grumpy today. Didn’t mean to take it out on you .

Rarity texted one wo rd back. Hugs .

Then she got Killer ready to go to work with her. It wasn’t Terrance’s fault he

couldn’t babysit her dog. Killer was her dog, after all. And her responsibility. She’d

gotten comfortable having either Archer or Terrance there to help. She was going to

have to be responsible for her own situation.

But she was also feeling grumpy when she got to the shop. Maybe Terrance had

passed his emotion on to her. Some kind of text virus. Or she might have read too

many science fictio n books lately.

Whatever was going on, she needed to fix her attitude and quickly. Her mom would

have told her to turn that frown upside down. Or fake it until you make it. Rarity

thought both sayings would be needed to get thr ough this day.
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As soon as Shirley walked in the door before the book club was to start, Rarity

perked up. Maybe her friend had good news about George and, hopefully, Terrance.

Then her daughter followed her inside with a large Tupperware container filled with

cookies. Shirley pointed Kathy over to the table; then she came over to the register

where Rarity stood. “I didn’t think I’d see you ,” Rarity said.

Shirley glanced over to where Kathy was setting up the treat table. “I didn’t want to

leave you han ging tonight.”

“You didn’t have to bring food. I was planning on calling Annie’s and having them

deliver something but then I forgot.” Rarity had been off her game all day. She kept

thinking about the rare book and where it could have come from. Arthur mentioned

that sometimes he found rare books in boxes of giveaways, but this book had been by

itself. Like someone was reading it and left it on the counter in the bathroom.

Rarity had left the notice up, but no one had returned to claim the book. If they did

now, they’d have to go to the police station to claim it. Which might make things

more complicated for them. Especially since the book was now tied up in a col d

murder case.

“I don’t have much to do, so I’m baking like a crazy woman. I dropped off treats at

church Sunday. The nursing home’s dietician won’t let me bring cookies in for the

residents, but the staff seems to like them.” She sighed as she watched Kathy arrange

the display with the coffee, cups, and juice. “She likes things set in a specific way. I

think she gets that from me but on a larger scale. I’ve mellowed ov er the years.”

“Shirley.” Jonathon came in the door and made a beeline to the register. “I’m so glad



you came tonight. We’ll find out who killed that man. We all know it’s not George or

Terrance.”

Rarity watched Kathy’s head pop up at the mention of Terrance’s name. She was not

happy with Rarity’s neighbor, and her look told the story. She thought Terrance was

the problem. And it was obvious that she didn’t care if he went down for killing Jully,

as long as he left her mom and dad alone.

“Oh, Jonathon. Thank you so much, but I’m not staying. I told Kathy we’d come and

get some books to tide us over. Besides, I needed to get the cookies out of my house.”

Shirley glanced over at her daughter, who was now scanning a s helf of books.

“Why don’t you stay for the book discussion? I’m sure Kathy would love to get to

know some of your friends here.” Rarity held up the book they would discuss that

night. “I have some questions about the main character’s motivation I’d love to get

your take on. I promise we won’t talk about the murder unt il you leave.”

“I would love to get everyone’s input on this book. I found it a little challenging.

Probably because of when the author decided to set the book. I’m not sure I’m ready

to read about the pandemic right now.” Shirley took the book What Never Happened

out of her tote. She’d obviously been prepared to stay. “I know Kathy’s read it

because she borrowed the book from me a few days ago.”

“Then it’s settled. We’ll talk about the book; then we’ll take a break and the

nonsleuths can leave, and then we’ll talk about a few mysteries popping up in Sedona

this week.” Rarity hoped that maybe Shirley would change her mind and decide to

stay for the discussion. But Kathy was a wild card. How would she react to talking

about what happened to Jully, especially since her dad had been accused of ki lling

the man?

“I’ll go let Kathy know.” Shirley looked over in the direction of her daughter. “She’ll



be happy. Not. The girl hasn’t been happy since she arrived.”

When the group got settled, Shirley introduced everyone to Kathy. As Shirley had

predicted, her daughter didn’t look thrilled to be there, but Shirley had won the

argument. Rarity thought keeping Shirley’s routine as normal as possible would keep

her from focusing on things she couldn’t change. Maybe Kathy had realized the same

thing.

Rarity was leading the discussion tonight. Both about the book and when they went

into sleuth mode. “So, general comments ab out the book?”

Malia held up her hand. “I wasn’t sure what the main character was doing and why

for most of the book. She was reacting to whatever happened rather than h aving a

plan.”

“Who else felt that way?” Everyone but Kathy raised their hands. Rarity focused on

her. “So tell us, how did you feel?”

“About the book? Or her actions?” Kathy looked surprised to be called out. She

squirmed in her seat. When Rarity confirmed the question, she continued. “I think she

was doing the best she could. She had been seeing a therapist for years. You can’t

expect someone who found their parents dead, killed violently, to be normal and act

like she’s got her l ife together.”

“So you thought her hooking up with that guy so early wasn’t suspicious? ” Holly

asked.

Kathy shrugged. “I have different values. Who are we to say that her way of

processing her trauma was bad or good?”

“It kept the book moving, though. Since she kept getting into the wrong place at the



wrong time.” Rarity smiled and changed the subject. “What about the setting and the

climate? Did that add to the mystery or pull attention away from it?”

“Both, probably,” Holly admitted. “Since they were on an island, she didn’t have the

ability to leave. And when she tried, it gave the real killers the opportunity to use that

as a red herring for killing her.”

“I don’t know about the climate. I know that COVID books have to be written now.

It’s a part of our history and writers are probably trying to process what they went

through. But George got sick during that time, and the book brought all those

memories back to the forefront,” Shirley said. “I love the book, but at times, the

shutdown that was happening around her ga ve me chills.”

“I didn’t know that about Dad,” Kathy said as she reached out to squeeze h er mom’s

hand.

“He didn’t want you kids to know. Now, looking back, I think that was the start of his

decline. He wasn’t thinking rationally, even back then. I didn’t want you or your

brother coming to help and then getting sick and taking it back to the kids. No one

knew what was going on, and the CDC kept changing the rules.” Shirley looked

around the group. “Sorry, I’m dominating this discussion. Did that factor in the book

bother anyone else?”

Rarity nodded. “The time period bothered me too. In my life, I’d recently finished my

cancer treatment. I worried that if the cancer came back, I’d have to weigh the

decision of treatment with whether I wanted to be around a hos pital at all.”

Kathy seemed to be taking in the discussion. It appeared that she was seeing why the

book club was important, not only to her mom but to the community. Or at least that

was what Rarity hoped sh e was learning.



“Anyway, what else can we discuss? This is an unreliable narrator. What can we

believe from what she thinks or says?” Rarity continued the questions.

Kathy added to the discussion. “I liked how the old case kept coming up and coloring

her notions of what was happening now. It didn’t have much to do with the current

murder, but both the old and new were focused on the real estate angle.”

When the group finally took a break, the nonsleuths, Deb and Ginny, bought the next

book and told the group good night and good hunting. Kathy walked over to her

mom. “Are we leaving now?”

“If you don’t mind, I need to attend this group. They’re my people and they

understand me and George. If you don’t want to stay, you’re welcome to take the car.

I’ll get a ride home.” Shirley smiled at her daughter. “Don’t forget to take the books

we bought. There are cookies in the kitchen. I’ll be home around nine thirty.”

“If you’re staying, I’m staying.” Kathy put two cookies on a napkin and returne d to

her seat.

Rarity had overheard the conversation and went over to talk to Kathy. “I want you to

know, we’re going to talk about George and Terrance. They’re both good men and

neither one of them could kill anyone. Even someone like W illiam Jully.”

Kathy searched her face, then nodded. “Terrance must have told you about our

conversation. I was upset. I’m sorry about overreacting. He seems lik e a nice guy.”

“Your mother cares about him and he cares about her.” Rarity saw Kathy squirm in

her chair. “It’s not a physical thing. I mean, they haven’t gone there. She loves your

father. He doesn’t remember who she is. She’s lonely.”

Kathy looked down at her cookies. “I’d rather not discuss their relationship with you



right now. Maybe ever. But I hear your warning, I won’t say things that are hurtf ul or

untrue.”

“Thanks.” Rarity hoped Kathy meant her pledge; all she could do was watch and step

in if she went off. No one should be attacked in these meetings. Even by a relative.

Jonathon met her as she walked over to the flip chart holder. He held the marker. “Do

you mind if I lead tonight’s discussion? It was my cold case.”

“Which discussion are we talking about, both of them?” When Jonathon nodded,

Rarity sat down. “You can have the floor. We need to talk about the current murder

as well as t he older one.”

“I hear you.” He glanced at his watch. “Okay, let’s get back together. We’ve got a

few things t o talk about.”

“Welcome back to Sedona, Jonathon,” Holly called out. “Did Edith stay in Tucson?

Is there something you nee d to tell us?”

“If you’re asking about our relationship, it’s fine. Edith’s volunteering with the spring

orchestra season. She loves working with them.” He wrote Marilyn Ender’s name on

the board. “For those of you who don’t know, this is Archer’s grandmother. She was

murdered in her home on a spring evening here in Sedona twenty years ago and her

killer has never been caught. It was one of the cold cases on my watch that has

always haunted me. Mostly because our families were close. Archer and Drew were

thick as thieves even back then. Our daughters were in Girl Scouts together. I didn’t

think we’d ever get closure. Last week, Rarity found a book in the restroom of this

bookstore that belonged to Marilyn. We think someone who knew the family and

participated in the murder and robbery left it here.”

“A book led you there? ” Malia asked.



“A rare and valuable book that Archer has already verified as belonging to his

grandmother. We’ve taken the book over to the station, so the bookstore should be

safe, but I wanted to get the hive mind working on this new evidence. I know we’re

more focused on clearing our friends George and Terrance, but I’d like you to think

on this and let me know if something looks off.” He handed out folders to all the

members. “You all have good instincts and a strong knowledge of Sedona. If there’s

anything, let me know. Now, are there a ny questions?”

“I have a few.” Holly held up her hand. “Can you tell us about finding the book? And

did you check the security cameras to see who came in on that day?”

Rarity answered. “Jonathon and I are doing that after our meeting ends. Katie said it

was busier than normal on Monday. She didn’t have time to clean the restrooms. So

last Tuesday morning, I cleaned them as soon as I got here and found the book. When

I realized how valuable the book was, Jonathon convinced me to call Drew. He

thought it would be better to hold it at the station. I also showed the book to Archer

and he remembered his grandmother telling him about the inscription.”

Holly made a few notes, then nodded. Holly Harper worked in the town’s IT

department. Mostly she worked nights, updating servers and replacing computers in

the various city departments. She also had a very analytical mind. Where Rarity told

herself stories to remember things, Holly had a to-do list with bullet poin ts in her

head.

Her detail-focused mind was her superpower. Especially wi th this group.

When there weren’t any more questions, Jonathon started with the death of William

Jully. He looked at Shirley. “Was he the one who kept bringing you in this last week?

He wanted George sent away from the facility.”

“That was him. Thank goodness Sally, the administrator, didn’t agree with his



diagnosis.” Shirley was knitting now. If Rarity had to guess, the blanket was probably

for one of the moms at her church or in the Mommy and Me class.

“If you had moved him, then Dad wouldn’t be being investigated for killing the guy,”

Kath y pointed out.

“Shirley, if you want to go on?” Rarity prodded, shaking her head slightly at Kathy.

She might not get the message, but she wasn’t going to attack her mom. Not here.

Kathy sighed and leaned bac k in her chair.

“Jully was very insistent that George needed to be transferred to Flagstaff. Of course,

that would make it harder for me to see him daily. Besides, George isn’t in a

condition to be moved. His heart, well, they’re watching it and hopefully, he’ll be

fine.” Shirley was always looking at the positive side.

Finding out her dad had more health issues shut Kathy up. Rarity watched as she

wrote something down in her folder. Rarity would bet that Kathy was going to be

checking George’s medical record with the nursing staff.

Jonathon wrote the question down on the whiteboard as he spoke it aloud. “Why was

Jully insistent that Geo rge be moved?”

“According to what George told me, he thought Jully was stealing from residents.

And sneaking into their rooms.” Rarity looked at Shirley, who nodded for her to go

on. “He was concerned about Jully’s attention toward Lizzy Hamilton. George

thought she was being abused.”

“Okay, yuck. Seriously, I have to deal with handsy customers all day. Now you’re

telling me it doesn’t stop. Ever? ” Malia asked.

“We know what George thought.” Rarity smiled at her friend as she tried to put



together what George said and reality. Maybe that’s why Jully didn’t like George. He

was watching the night administrator too closely. “But don’t they have securit y

cameras up?”

Jonathon shook his head. “Normally they do, but that’s why Sally hired Terrance.

The security cameras kept going down. And the doors didn’t lock automatically.

That’s a big problem in a secure unit. People could wa lk in or out.”

“Has anyone talked to Terrance since Jully died? Has the problem stopped?” Shirley

asked.

The group looked at her.

“Well, if Jully was stealing from patients, he would have needed the security off. And

there aren’t a lot of staff members on-site during the night. They lean on that security

system.” Shirley leaned forward. “That was one of the selling points when I moved

George into the facility. He’d been sleepwalking, and they assured me there was no

way he could get out of the resident hall duri ng the night.”

“So if Terrance is making progress in fixing the system now, George could have been

right about Jully. We need someone to talk to Terrance and someone to research Jully

and check out his background. If he did this once, he probably did it before.” Rarity

watched as Jonathon wrote her points on the whiteboard to b e assigned out.

“Why don’t you tell the police about all this?” Kathy asked. “I mean, you all are

normal people. If someone killed this guy, maybe he’s still trying to clean up Jully’s

mess.”

“We keep Drew in the mix. He’s my son and a local detective,” Jonathon explained

to Kathy. “But Drew’s looking at the normal list of suspects. Like your father. He’s

researching Jully too. He has a process he follows. If we find something, it gives him



more information.”

Holly laughed. “Yeah, we share with him, but he never sh ares with us.”

Sam held her hand up for a high five. “Pr each, sister.”

“Now, girls,” Jon athon started.

“Girls?” Malia pointed out his wording issue.

“Sorry, sleuthers.” He smiled at Malia. “Anyway, you know Drew is bound by law

and regulation. The reason this group works is we work as a supplement to the police

investigation. And that’s how it should be in a free society. We don’t want to tur n

into a mob.”

“We’re not mindless. We always have good reasons for questioning someone’s

innocence,” H olly objected.

“I didn’t call this group mindless. I only meant…” He met Holly’s gaze, and she

broke into giggles.

“Sorry, we were testing you to see if you’d protect Drew. We know he isn’t able to

tell us everything. But we’re getting off track. What else do we need to investigate

before next week?” Holly leaned into questioning mode. “We need to see what w e

don’t know.”

“That sounds easy, not,” Kathy mumbled.

Rarity glanced around at the group. No one would match their grit and determination.

This informal book club was George and Terrance’s best bet in not getting arrested

for a crime they didn’t commit.
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The video didn’t show anyone that Jonathon recognized. Still, after he reviewed it

several times, Jonathon asked Rarity to send him and Drew a copy of the video.

Especially last Monday’s front door ins and outs. After he finished reviewing the

security tape, Jonathon waited around until she was ready to leave. As they walked

toward her house, Jonathon asked her, “So are you and Arc her fighting?”

Rarity had been waiting for the question. “Not really. We had been talking about

moving to the next step. I thought we were there, based on what he’d said earlier.

Now, he doesn’t want to even be seen with me.”

“I’m sure that’s not even close to what’s going on. Drew’s holding Archer’s secrets

as tightly as his current investigation.” Jonathon sighed as he buttoned up his coat.

“It’s ch illy tonight.”

“Good conversational changer.” Rarity picked Killer up from where he was standing

in front of them. “Killer’s feet are freezing. I’m going to have to buy him some of t

hose booties.”

“Or keep him home on long days.” Jonathon pointed out ano ther solution.

“I used to have people to help me watch him. Terrance would take him walking or sit

and watch movies with him. Or Archer would chat him up while he was making

dinner. Now I have nobody.”

“That’s not true. You may feel lonely, but you have people.” Jonathon pulled her

closer. “You always have me and Edith. We may not be blood, but we’re family,

Rarity Cole, you need to know that.”



Hearing his words made her feel better. If just a little bit. Jonathon waited until Rarity

was inside her house and had locked the doors. She watched as he turned around and

went up the street so he could cross over to Drew’s house. As much as he’s here, she

thought, he should get his own place.

She had wondered when someone would ask Jonathon about leaving Edith alone in

Tucson so much like the book club had tonight. Edith was made of granite and steel.

Rarity didn’t think anything ma de her flinch.

Rarity heated a batch of soup on the stove and reviewed the notes she’d taken from

tonight’s sleuth club. She didn’t know what to think about a twenty-year-old murder,

so she opened her laptop and tried to figure out the current victim and who he was.

By the time dinner was over, she’d found out next to nothing on William Jully.

Or at least, nothing that he hadn’t carefully curated about himself. He had a Facebook

account with about a hundred friends. From what Rarity could tell, they were all

families and friends of the memory care home residents. And his account had only

started last year. If Rarity had to guess, she bet it was right about the time he took the

job at Sedona Memory Care. So why now? Why had he felt a need to become virtual

ly social now?

She tried to find any mention of where he’d come from. If he’d had the same type of

job in another city, they were being tight-lipped about thi s information.

Rarity’s phone rang. She glanced at the caller ID and then answered the call. “Good

eve ning, Archer.”

“I was checking to see if you got home all right.” Archer paused. “Drew said that

Jonathon would w alk you home.”

“I’m home. No problem at all. Thanks for asking.” She hated the stiffness in her



voice. She tried to warm it a little by smiling as she asked, “What a re you doing?”

“Getting ready for bed. Were you in Flagsta ff on Monday?”

The question startled her. He knew she had been since they’d locked gazes. She was

itching for a real fight, so she answered the question. “I went to an old bookstore. It

ha s rare books.”

“I know. We were checking to see if Arthur had seen the Alice book. Maybe sold it to

someone. He denied even knowing about it, which I know is a lie since Grandma

used to take all her books to Arthur to be validated when he owned the Sedona shop. I

used to go with her. She worked for him for years.” A woman’s voice called out, and

Rarity could hear a mumble as he held his hand over the microphone on his phone.

“Look, Rarity, I’ve got to go. Stay safe, please?”

She would have answered him, but he’d already hung up the phone. So whoever had

been in his Jeep yesterday when he went to the bookstore was still at his apartment.

Maybe it was a family member. His sister, Dana? W as she in town?

Whoever it had been, the connection was strong enough for him to end the call and

come running. Rarity reached for the mystery murder book and opened it up to notes

on the cold case. She added Arthur Wellings to the list of suspects and a paragraph on

who he was and the bookstore he’d owned in Sedona. Had Jonathon investigated him

and his connect ion to Marilyn?

Then she turned back to her laptop. Maybe she’d been thinking about Marilyn

Ender’s murder wrong. She keyed in “Sedona bookstore,” and after filtering out

articles and mentions about the Next Chapter, she found a couple of long articles

about the rare manuscript bookstore. One was on the store’s relocation plans and the

other seemed to be an earlier piece on how to establish if a book was a first edition. A

picture of a much younger Arthur Wellings standing near a shelf of books



accompanied the first article in the Sedona Press . She printed out both and put them

in her notebook.

Killer barked to go outside, and Rarity realized it was after eleven. She’d been

researching for several hours. Plus she’d been working from nine that morning until

the book club ended. Her eyes felt heavy as she opened the back door to let Killer

out. He didn’t go far, and Rarity used the flashlight she kept by the door to sweep

over the yard and pool area. Just in case.

It was way past time to ca ll it a night.

* * *

Shirley was already at the shop when Rarity came in the next morning. She jerked her

head toward the back room. “Coffee’s on and there’s a coffee cake and a dozen

cookies in there as well. I didn’t sleep wel l last night.”

“Why are you here? I thought you’d be off this week?” Rarity took Killer off the

leash and he ran to Shirley, who picked him up an d cuddled him.

“Kathy is driving me crazy. She acts like I’m a hundred years old and won’t let me

out of her sight. I swear, she thinks I killed that Jully character myself.” Shirley

kissed Killer on the head and then tucked him into one of his beds, which were

scattered all around the shop. “Anyway, I told her she was welcome to stay but I was

going to get back to my life. Then I got re ady for work.”

“I bet she didn’t like that.” Kathy had made a fuss when Shirley had wanted to stay at

the book club last night. Having Shirley back in the world was probably freaking her

daughter out to no end.

“Not in the least. I guess I should be glad I raised a strong, independent woman who



knows how to say what she thinks. Instead, I’m worried she’ll say something and hurt

one of my friends or get George riled up. Can you imagine how upset his girlfriend

will be if she discovers he has kids with me? She already hates that I’m his wife.”

“You realize how crazy this all sounds, right?” Rarity went into the back and poured

herself a cup of coffee. When she came back, she also had a cookie in her hand. It

must have jumped on board for t he short walk.

What? That was her story.

“So what’s going on with you and Archer? Why didn’t he come to walk you home?”

Shirley sipped her coffee as she watched Rarity’s face. “And don’t tell me he was

hiking. You and I both know that wasn’ t the reason.”

“We’re…” Rarity shook her head and started over. “No, he’s having second thoughts

about our relationship. So we’re on a b reak. I guess.”

“Well, that wasn’t what I expected to hear.” Shirley reached over and rubbed Rarity’s

back. “Men, they m ake us crazy.”

“Definitely. I’m so glad you’re here today. With the spring festival coming up this

weekend, we’ve got stuff to get ready for our booth. And we haven’t finished stuffing

those stupid eggs. I’d forgotten about them.” Rarity had gotten a call from Heidi that

morning to see if the project was done. “So that has to be finished no later than

tomorrow night. Heidi’s coming over Thursday and picking up the eggs.”

“I hate to say this, but I’ll call Kathy and have her come down. We should be able to

finish today w ith her help.”

“Tell her I’ll buy her lunch.” Rarity didn’t know if that would entice Shirley’s

daughter or not. But the eggs needed t o be finished.



Shirley made the call and then came back to the counter. “She’ll be here in twenty

minutes. What do you want me t o start with?”

“The boxes in the back. Most of the books are for the event, but there are a few

special orders we need to cull out.” Rarity handed her a list of the orders. “Can you

go through the boxes, pull out these books, and then mark the ones that are ready to

go in some way?”

“How are we going to get all of these over to the park?” Shirley asked. “I wish I still

had my soccer van. That thing could carry an entire team with luggage.”

Rarity shook her head. She hadn’t thought about that detail. “Archer was going to

move us with his bus, but I think he’s busy on another project. Maybe I can ask

Terrance to help on Friday morning? I’m closing the store while we’re over at the

festival.”

“I’m not calling Terrance.” Shirley took the list and scanned the titles. “Do you want

them all up here at the front?”

“Please. And you don’t have to call Terrance. I’ll check with Archer first, in case he’s

free; then I’ll ask Terrance. And if that doesn’t work, maybe Jonathon can borrow

Drew’s truck.” The problem with local festivals was that everyone in town was

involved in them and busy. Maybe she’d have to think about trading in her car for a

bigger one. A vehicle that could haul boxes every on ce in a while.

Rarity started a festival to-do list. She found that if she had a step-by-step list, she

forgot fewer things that she needed. Of course, each festival was different. She

needed some candy for the booth too. Which meant a trip to Flagstaff tonight or t

omorrow night.

As she was finishing that up, Jonathon came through the door. “Good morning, book



people.”

Rarity waved him over. “Just the person I was wa iting to see.”

“That can’t be good.” He glanced around the bookstore, which was currently empty

of customers.

“I need you to watch the front while I stuff plastic eggs. Kathy is coming in as well,

so send her back when she gets here. And if someone wants to buy a book, pull me

out and I’ll ring them up.” Rarity tucked her notebook under the counter. Once she

got the egg stuffing done, she would worry about the rest of the festival tasks. And

maybe she’d think twice about volunteering for every project t hat came along.

Jonathon sat at his normal table and opened his laptop. “Sounds suspiciously easy.

What ’s the catch?”

“I’ll buy you lunch. And maybe you can help stuff plastic eggs later?” Rarity wanted

this chore to be off t he list today.

He nodded and studied the screen. “I’m on call for whatever you need. Maybe my

muse will be quick to give me today’s words since I might be called out of play at

any time.”

“I live to serve,” Rarity answered as she headed to the back room.

She and Shirley quietly worked on their assignments in the back. “Hey, I have a

question. Were you here when Archer’s grandmother was murdered?”

“No, we moved here a few years after it happened. I heard about it at church, though.

I guess she was attacked in her home. She was supposed to be out that night with her

son and daughter-in-law to see the youngest, Dana’s, play. But she had a migraine



and stayed home.” Shirley moved the last box over to the door. “Everyone was

freaked out about home invasions for year s after that.”

“So she wasn’t supposed to be home. Maybe it was a robbery gone bad.” Rarity filled

another plastic egg and put it into one of the laundry baskets that Heidi had brought to

put the completed eggs into when they were finished. They were stuffing the candy

for the five-to-seven-year-old hunt. “I wonder who knew she owned the rar e Alice

book?”

“I’m not sure why anyone would have stolen a book. It had to be someone who knew

its value. Is there even a black market that deals in stolen books?” Shirley glanced out

the window, where the hills surrounding the town were barely visible. “Especia lly

out here?”

“All good questions for our resident crime expert. But I hate to bother him if he’s

writing.” Rarity nodded to ward the front.

Jonathon tucked his head in the door. “Not writing, but I need coffee to bribe my m

use. Any made?”

“Sure, let me get you a cup.” Rarity stood and filled a large cup. She walked the

coffee over to where Jonathon stood, watching the front door. “You know the bell

will ring if anyone comes inside.”

“Habit. I’ve been put on watch, and watch is what I’m going to do. What question did

you two want to ask me?” He sipp ed his coffee.

Rarity glanced over at Shirley. “I guess you heard us.”

“Part of it. Go on and ask, you won’t hurt my feelings.” He met her ga ze and smiled.



“Okay, so Marilyn wasn’t supposed to be home. Was this a robbery gone bad? Who

knew she had such a valuable book? And is there a black market fo r such items?”

He blinked several times. “I need to think a minute. That’s not one good question,

they’re all good. So we looked at the idea that the killing was bad luck for Marilyn. A

robbery gone wrong was our theory, except we scoured the local pawn shops and

talked to reputable book dealers. No one had heard about an Alice coming up for sale.

I kept in touch with several book dealers over the years, but it never showed up. Until

you found it in y our restroom.”

Rarity nodded. “But were there other books taken?”

“Some, but none of them were as rare or valuable as the Alice in Wonderland . I have

a complete list in my case file copy at the house. I’ll have Edith scan it and send it to

me.” The bell over the door sounded, and Jonathon nodded. “I’ve got to go back to

work and look like a real bookseller. I’ll let you know if they want to b uy

something.”

Shirley and Rarity went back to stuffing eggs. The bell on the door kept ringing, and

Jonathon called Rarity up to help several times. When Kathy came into the back

room at about eleven, she gasped. “Did the Easter Bunny thro w up in here?”

“No, we’re just his helpers.” Rarity stood and motioned to her chair. “You take this

spot. I’m going to go grab lunch for everyone. What do you w ant, Shirley?”

After Rarity had gotten everyone’s lunch order called in, she still had about a half

hour before the food would be ready and she’d have to leave. Instead of going back to

the back room to stuff more eggs, she walked around the bookstore and straightened

books. She reshelved those that had been left somewhere besides their shelved spot

when the customer had discarded them and chose n another book.



A book sat by a reading chair on a table. Rarity picked it up and immediately noticed

the age of the cover. She’d been left another offering. She sat down in the chair and

gently opened it to the title page. She didn’t know what to look for as far as it being a

first edition, but the book, a hardback copy of The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe

, s at on her lap.

She appreciated someone trying to do the right thing by returning the books, but she

didn’t know why she was the middleman between the Ender family and the original

thief. Or if he wasn’t the thief, he at least had another clue in the discovery of who

stole these books and from whom.

Rarity took the book to the table where Jonathon was working. He didn’t look up

from his typing. “Sorry, Rarity, I’m in a flow. I figured out what I want the detective

to say when he comes up on t he dead body.”

She held up the book. “Look what I found.”

“The wording is a little on the nose, don’t you think? But thanks for the suggestion.

Maybe something like that but with a little mystery.” Jonathon finally looked up and

saw what she held. “Where did you find that? That’s one of the books stolen from

Marilyn’s house that night. Or it’s a red herring. If that is actually Marilyn’s book,

someone clearly wants these to go back to Arc her’s family.”

“Come hell or high water,” Rarity added.
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Archer couldn’t meet her to look at the new book that had arrived until later that

night, so Rarity took it home with her. As Jonathon walked her to the house, he talked

about the old case. How he’d come up empty on fingerprints or anything at the scene.

Rarity knew he was running the case through his mind again, using her as a sounding

board, but she didn’t hear anything that sounded like a mistake. “I only had one

unsolved murder during my entire career, and that had to be a f amily friend.”

“I’m sure the Ender family didn’t blame you,” Rarity said as they walked down the

sidewalk. The neighborhood was quiet. They hadn’t seen a car since they’d turned of

f Main Street.

“Caleb, Archer’s dad, was heartbroken. He never gave up trying to find out who

killed his mom. He and June divorced a few years later. He went downhill after that. I

hear he’s homebound now, with some sort of muscle disease. Archer has probably

told you all this.”

“Actually, no. We haven’t talked much about family. I learned about Dana, his sister,

last year during the whole Moments Gallery debacle.” Rarity knew she hadn’t shared

her family history with Archer either. “Until right now, it didn’t seem important.

Now, I wonder why we hadn’t talked about our fam ilies sooner.”

“Sometimes it’s easier to leave the past in the past. Especially when there’s bad blood

between relatives. June sold the Sedona house after the divorce and moved to

California. I hear she’s remarried now to a nice dentist.” Jonathon put his arm around

Rarity. “Edith keeps up with everyone. And we get Chr istmas cards.”

“I think it’s weird that these books keep showing up in my shop.” Rarity dug her keys



out of her jacket pocket. “Archer’s going to start to think I’m making up excuses for

him to come over.”

“So it’s that bad between you two?” Jonathon handed her Killer’s leash. “I’m s orry,

Rarity.”

“I don’t know what’s going on, to tell you the truth,” Rarity admitted. She waved at

Terrance, who was standing on his deck, watching them. “Good night, Terrance. I’m

in for the night, but Archer may be stopping by.”

“I don’t want to hear about your shenanigans with that young man, but I’m glad

you’re home.” Terrance waved at the dog, and Killer barked his hello. “Hey,

Jonathon, do you have a minute?”

“As soon as Rarity gets inside, then I’ll come up and chat.” Jonathon turned toward

Rarity. “I’ll be by tomorrow. I’m sure Drew is going to want to keep that book at the

station as well if Archer verifies that it belonged to his grandmother.”

“I’ll text you as soon as he looks at it. Thanks for walking me home.” Rarity and

Killer headed into the house. Killer needed his dinner. Rarity thought she’d make a

new soup she’d bought the ingredients for on her last trip to the grocery store. She

was kind of existing on soup right now. But cooking would keep her busy while she

waited for Arch er to show up.

She fed Killer, then changed and swam, hoping some of the nervous energy she felt

about seeing Archer would dissipate. This was stupid. She needed to know what was

going on and if they were still a couple or not. She’d ask tonight. If she had the

courage. Right now, he was busy. Thinking about the next step. If she asked, it might

be over. But what if it was over now and she was the only one wh o didn’t know?

She sank into the warm water and let it soothe her nerves. No, she decided as she



pushed off into the first lap. She’d ask and that would be that. She was strong enough

for anything.

Besides, two mysteries were going on right now to keep her too busy to miss Archer.

Except, she still did. She reached her arm up into a stroke and pushed away any

thought besides the motion of her body in the water.

As she got out of the pool, she took a deep calming breath. Swimming had always

been there for her. When she was upset, worried, nervous, or whatever emotion was

taking over her brain, all she had to do was step into the water. The fear dissipated as

she swam. She’d started swimming in high school when her world had started falling

apart. And the practice had nev er failed her.

She could hear voices from Terrance’s back deck. Jonathon must have decided to

hang out for a bit. She smiled as she heard the two men’s laughter. They were both

father figures for her and good, good men. One had been in the military, one on the

police force, and both were solid citizens. Even with Terrance’s one blip that Drew

was so focused on. Did who he was as a young man determine who he was now?

She also thought that maybe the men were drinking a beer a s they talked.

Rarity went inside, calling Killer to follow. She’d leave the men to their war stories.

She had soup to make.

She was sitting down to eat after making a batch of corn bread to go with the tomato

veggie soup when she heard Archer’s Jeep pull up in the driveway. She went and

opened the door for him as he came inside. As he walked up, she turned so he could

get into the doorway without touching her. She didn’t want to pull him into a hug if

he wasn’t feeling it. “Hi, Archer.”

He stared at her, visibly noticing her distance, then stepped inside, shutting the door



behind him. Killer had no issues with showing his affection as he darted from his

place by the table, jumping up to get Archer’s attention. Archer swept him up into his

arms and for a second, Rarity felt a stab of jealousy over her dog. “Hey buddy,

Rarity. Whatever you’re cooking sm ells amazing.”

“Veggie soup and corn bread. Have you eaten?” She walked toward the kitchen.

“There’s enough for two. Well, there’s probably enough for a football team, but you

know I can’t cook for one.”

“I’m not sure if I have time….” Archer paused. “Why not? I’m starving.”

Well, that wasn’t what she’d expected, but maybe this was the start of the “we’re

friends” conversation and life. “Have a seat and I’ll pour you a bowl. There are sodas

i n the fridge.”

Rarity winced as she thought about how robotic she sounded. Of course, Archer

should know that there were sodas in the fridge. He probably had stocked it last when

they’d gone to Flagstaff the weekend before he’d told her he was n’t moving in.

“Thanks.” He grabbed a soda and set Killer on the floor. “I’m glad you called today.

What did you need me to look at? I don’t t hink I asked.”

Rarity nodded to the breakfast bar on the island where she’d set the book. She put it

up on the box she’d packed it into to carry home. Once Archer had looked at it, she’d

call Drew and have him come pick it up. “That. The book showed up at my boo

kstore today.”

“You think it might be my grandmother’s?” Archer hurried over to examine the book.

“I know she had a copy of this. She read this to me several times. She told me the

backstory too. About how it was a story about Christianity. But she waited until I was

older so we’d read it several times before she threw that theme on me. I liked the idea



that you could go to another world, just by opening a door. Or walking through a

closet. Dana kept hanging out in closets to make sure a door wouldn’t open without

he r being there.”

“How much older are you than Dana?” Rarity set the bowl on the table and walked

over to watch him with the book.

“Two years. She was always my shadow. At least until I went to college. She stayed

close and went to Northern Arizona. She’s in nursing. Did I tell you that already?” He

looked up from the book and met her gaze. “I don’t think I’ve shared a lot of my

family hist ory with you.”

“Funny, Jonathon and I were talking about that tonight. I haven’t told you much

about my family either.” She tried to read his gaze. “Maybe we both should be more

open.”

He held her gaze for a long second, then pointed to the book. “Okay, for me to touch

it?”

She handed him a pencil. “I learned this from Jonathon. Use the eraser part. Just in

case there’s fingerprints.”

He turned the book over and op ened the back.

“Inscriptions are usually in the front,” Rarity s aid, confused.

“Yeah, but if someone was sneaky and didn’t want his grandmother or little sister to

know he claimed a book for his own, he’d write his name on the last page of the

book.” Archer pointed to the bottom of the page where someone in shaky block

letters had written, ARCHER ANDREW ENDER . The blue ink was faded, but the

wor ds were clear.



“So this is your grandmother’s book. Why is someone dropping off books stolen from

your family in my bookstore?” Rarity leaned against the wall, stari ng at the book.

“I don’t know the answer to that. But that’ s my writing.”

“Andrew is your middle name?” Rarity texted Drew the information. The answer

came back quickly. Rarity looked at the text. “Jonathon will be by to pick up the book

in a few minutes. He’s next door, talking to Terrance.”

“I guess we should eat, then.” Archer extended his arm . “After you.”

They sat at the table, not talking, as they ate the soup a nd corn bread.

“This is good,” Archer finally said as he buttered another slice of corn bread. “The

soup has a to uch of spice.”

“A couple of slices of jalapeno. The recipe said to put a whole one in, but I’m not a

fan of spicy soup. So I was stingy.” Rarity took another sip of her soup. “I think I

could do a half of a pepper.”

“I like it like this,” Archer said as h e watched her.

Feeling the heat from his stare, Rarity decided to change the subject. “Are you and

your bus available Friday morning to help move heavy book boxes to my f estival

tent?”

“What time?” Archer pulled up his phone. “I can do it early as long as we’re done by

nine.”

“I’ll meet you at the shop at eight, then.” She watched as he keyed the appointment

into his phone. “I can pay you for the time and gas.”



“No worries. I’ll be glad to help.” Archer went back to eating his soup after setting th

e phone aside.

A knock on the door kept her from having to figure out something else to talk about.

Conversation had always been easy between the two of them. Now it was so

awkward.

Rarity went to the door and let Jonathon in. “I t’s her book.”

“That’s what Drew said. He’d called to see if I was coming home for dinner when

you texted him.” He waved at Archer. “Good to see you, kid.”

“You too.” Archer walked over and, using a towel, put the book back into the box.

“Dana is going to be thrilled that it’s been found. It was one of her favo rite stories.”

Which was why he’d claimed the book as a kid. Rarity added the subtext that Archer

didn’t say. Rarity wished she’d had a sibling to fight wi th growing up.

Jonathon didn’t stay long. As soon as he left, Archer stepped over and cleaned off the

table. “Do you want me t o wash these?”

“I can do that later,” Rarity said. It was now or never. “Archer, I think we need to

talk.”

He rinsed the dishes and put them in the dishwasher, his back to her. “I know. I’ve

been planning on stopping by, but I wanted to get this thing settl ed, but then…”

His phone buzzed and he glanced at the text. “Sorry, I’v e got to run.”

“But…” Rarity didn’t even get to finish her sentence.



Archer paused at the door. “Look, I promise, we’ll sit down s oon and talk.”

As he drove away, she watched from the front window. Killer whined at her feet, and

she picked him up and stepped over to lock the door. “What do you say? Ice cream

for dessert?”

Killer licked her cheek as she walked over and put him on the couch.

“Or maybe we should find a sad movie and do popcorn.” She rubbed his back. It

seemed like Killer was up for anything. At least he didn’t have to run at the s ight of a

text.

She sat up for a minute. Why would Archer take off like that? Dinner was nice.

Quiet, but nice. They’d gotten along. They were talking after Jonathon left; then the

text had thrown a switch and then Ar cher had left.

And Rarity was left with more questions than answers.

She turned on the television and went to the dining room to find her tote. Her murder

book was in there. She made notes on Marilyn’s murder page about the new book

being found. Then she turned to the page with J ully’s murder.

Who was William Jully? That was a question she could try to answer. Or at least

paint a partial picture. When she got to work tomorrow, she’d be swallowed up by

prep work for the festival that started on Friday. Tonight, she could do some internet

research and see if she could figure out who the grumpy, dog-hating, junior

administrator who had died at Sedona Me mory Care was.

She grabbed a blank piece of paper and started Googling his name again. She went

down several rabbit holes but eventually got stumped. According to Google, Wiliam

Jully had worked at two other facilities, staying approximately eighteen months at



both. He’d only been at the Sedona center for the last six months. And before those

three jobs? There was no mention of the man ever existing.

Rarity reverified his age. The statement the nursing home had put out said William

was thirty-five. So if he graduated from high school at eighteen, then went to college

for four years, there was still almost a decade of years unaccounted for. So what had

he been doing before he started working at nursing homes?

She wrote down the other two nursing homes and wondered if she could talk to the

administrator at the Sedona facility without raising a flag. She wrote down Sally’s

name. She didn’t know her last name. So she went to the website for Sedona Memory

Care. Sally Ball was listed as the facility administrator. William Jully was listed with

a short bio listing the two facilities Rarity had already written down.

And nothing else. He didn’t even have a picture up yet. The placeholder said,

“Coming soon.” But soon the website would update and a new junior administrator’s

bio and photo would be p ut up instead.

Working at a place for six months should be enough time to update your bio and snap

a picture. Why hadn’t Jully update d his profile?

Since she had hit a dead end, she researched Ruth Agee. There was even less on her,

except for her obituary. She’d been widowed when she was in her sixties and never

remarried. She had been an attorney in Flagstaff, and her husband had owned a chain

of coffee shops that she’d sold after his death. Desert Coffee and Cream had been a

regional chain until the buildings and brand had been bought out by the Seattle-based

coffee giant.

According to the article in the Flagstaff Press , she’d given away over a million in her

will to the Flagstaff Performing Arts School. And a smaller grant to the Sedona

Library, which had plans to build a new library building near the elementary school.



Robert Agee Community Library. And there were a few other charity and persona l

bequeathals.

Rarity tried to find the court probate information online but hit another dead end. She

texted Holly and asked where she could find proba te information.

The three little dots bounced for a long while. Whatever Holly was typing was a big

explanation. Rarity had only been lookin g for a place.

Finally, the message came through, and Rarity realized that Holly had been looking

into Ruth’s e state as well.

Still pending probate, but there was a codicil filed last month to add another

beneficiary for a specific sum and the house in Flagstaff. A nice house in Flagstaff.

Want to guess who the mystery b eneficiary was?

Rarity took a deep breath. She looked over at Killer. “I bet I get three guesses and the

first two don’t count.”

She answered the text with William Jully’s name.

Bingo. We have a winner, folks. Seriously, I’ve been waiting for some software to

upload so I’ve had some time. I should have a nice report for Tuesday’s meeting.

What are you doi ng up so late?

Rarity peered at the time on the right-hand side of the laptop. It was already after one.

She had to be at the bookstore early tomorrow to finish stuffing the last few eggs

before Heidi showed up at two to pick up the fin ished baskets.

Her eyes felt like grit as she shut down her laptop and walked over to plug it in at her

desk. She put her murder notebook into her tote and let Killer out, one last time. As



she waited, she text ed Holly back.

Long story. I’ve got an update on the cold case too. Another one of Marilyn’s books

was dropped off at the store today. Archer and Jonathon were at the house. Then I

needed a distraction after he left. I started down the Google rabbit hole on our victim,

William Jully.

She knew she was writing a novel rather than a text, but the words were flowing out

of her and she was too tired to edit them into something more concise. Who was it

who said, “I didn’t have time to write you a short letter, so I wrote a long one

instead”?

Rarity would have to look that quote up. Bu t not tonight.
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By the time Shirley had arrived at nine, Rarity had finished a pot of coffee. She still

had a box of eggs to stuff. She glanced at her watch as Shirley came into the back

room. “ Good morning.”

“Don’t tell me I’m late, I stopped by Annie’s to get coffee for us.” Shirley handed her

a to-go mug and studied her face. “You need to ge t more sleep.”

“Thanks. I take it I look about as good as I feel?” Rarity sipped the coffee gratefully.

She might not be able to sleep tonight due to the amount of caffeine in her system,

but at least she’d get through the day. If she had to, she’d go cold turkey from

caffeine on Sunday to get her system back in sync. “Maybe we should keep the door

locked until these are done. Heidi’s c oming at two.”

Shirley glanced at the table, then emptied the rest of the box of plastic eggs on top of

it. “We should be fine. We rarely get customers this early. And besides, Jonathon

should be here soon to wat ch the front.”

“How did you know Jonathon was coming?” Rarity put a blue egg she’d filled into

the basket and reached fo r another one.

“I texted him to see if he needed coffee.” Shirley shrugged. “I figured he’d be

hanging around here during the day while Drew works. He’s a creat ure of habit.”

“He didn’t want coffee?” Rarity asked.

“It’s sitting behind the counter with my tote.” Shirley sat down and started filling

eggs. “Ho w’s Terrance?”



“Maybe you should text him yourself and ask.” Rarity glanced up as she put a pink

egg into the basket and reached fo r another one.

“I’m asking you.” Shirley’s vo ice was quiet.

Rarity nodded but didn’t look up at Shirley. “He’s sad, I think. Jonathon spent some

time last evening with him. He wou ld know more.”

“Oh, my. Are the two of them hanging out together? Sedona won’t survive,” Shirley

said. Rarity looked up at the tone and saw Sh irley smiling.

The bell over the door rang and Jonathon called out, “Hon ey, I’m home.”

“We’re in the back working on eggs,” Rarity called back. It felt good to have people

around. Especially after the strange night she’d had. If this was the end of her and

Archer, at least she wouldn’t be alone. Sh e had friends.

“Aren’t you done with those yet?” Jonathon stood inside the doorway where he still

had a view of the front door. He held up one of Annie’s to-go cups. “And is t his my

coffee?”

“No, and yes,” Shirley answered. “If you’re that worried about us finishing, you can

come in and w ork on a few.”

Jonathon shook his head. “Nope. I always left Easter for Edith to manage. Except, I

need to get back to Tucson in time for the festivities in two weeks. It’s nice that

Sedona does their egg hunt so early. I heard parents talking about doing one each

weekend up until Easter Sunday. I would have been the grump to put my foot down

and limit the kids to the one hunt close by. But no—Edith and the grandbaby are

coming up for Sedona’s hunt, then hitting Flagstaff’s the next day.”



“I hope I’ll be seeing them.” Rarity worked on filling a yellow egg that didn’t want to

go back together.

“You have too much stuffing,” Shirle y pointed out.

Jonathon chuckled at the two. “Reminds me of that old Lucy bit with Ethel. You need

a conveyor belt. And to answer your question, Rarity, Edith promised to stop by your

tent. You need to make sure you have baby books for sale, I’m sure she’ll want to fill

up Savannah’s baske t with books.”

“Believe me, we’ll have an assortment for all ages. I almost didn’t buy any adult

books, but I know we’ll have lots of tourists wandering through as well as local

families.” Rarity turned to Shirley. “Remind me to have Katie make a sign for the

door telling them we’re at the festival an d to stop by.”

“She’s not in today, but she’s already made a sign for the door. She did it last

Saturday.” Shirley nodded to the front. “It’s under the regi ster counter.”

“Of course she did.” Rarity grabbed another egg. “I swear, that girl could run a three-

ring circus all on her own on top of a forty-hour-a-week job. She’s going to do

something w ith her life.”

Shirley grabbed another egg. “I’ve decided that I’m going back to scho ol next fall.”

“What?” Rarity and Jonathon asked the question at the same time.

“Jinx.” Shirley grinned. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I don’t want a degree

for some big job, but I’d like to explore a few subjects and see what I want to study.

Who knows? Maybe I’ll get a master’s degree and teach at the c ollege level.”

“I think it’s a great idea.” Rarity almost followed it up with the whole since-you-



were-kicked-out-of-hanging-out-at-George’s-home. She rethought the comment and

only said, “I’ll probably lose you back to part-time.”

Shirley shrugged. “Not at first. I talked to a counselor a few weeks ago and they

suggested I take some evening classes to see what I want to study. I’m pretty sure it’s

English, but maybe history. So I’m taking two classes in the fall. Kathy’s worried

about me dri ving so much.”

“Kathy’s worried about a lot of things she should leave alone,” Rarity said then

slapped a hand over her mouth. “Sorry, I should stay out of fam ily business.”

“I trust your opinion. You see me as an adult woman. Kathy sees me as her aging

mother. I know I gave the kids a scare during the cancer thing, but I’m a grown

woman and I can make my own decisions—especially since their father is

unfortunately abdicating his role in the family. He didn’t even recognize Kathy

yesterday when she went to see him. And that Lizzy, she thought Kathy was trying to

fl irt with him.”

“Oh, Shirley, that must be hard,” Jonathon said.

“He got an infection, so he’s sick right now. They’re talking about sending him to the

hospital for IV antibiotics. Kathy’s talking to Sally at the nursing home today.”

Shirley grabbed the last egg. “I’m glad she’s here to help. I’m not sure I could deal

with all the drama around there this week. I told her you needed me at the shop.”

“Well, on that note…” Jonathon ex cused himself.

Rarity started to clean up the table. “You know you can skip work anytime. This is

just a business. Geor ge is family.”

“I know I could. Kathy, on the other hand, needs to know what I’ve been dealing



with. She’s still mad at me for even starting to talk with Terrance. Maybe if she

understands what’s happening with her father, it might help us communicate better.”

Shirley waved Rarity away as she started to stack the empty boxes and trash. “Let me

clean this up. Go work on the bookstore stuff. I know you have a lot to get ready for

the festival.”

Rarity stepped over and hugged Shirley. “Everything’s going to be all right. We both

know that neither George nor Terrance could have k illed anyone.”

“Now, we need to have a third suspect.” Shirley nodded. “I’m afraid I’m not thinking

clearly. I won’t be much help with t he sleuthing.”

“You don’t have to be.” Rarity rubbed Shirley’s arms. “W e’ve got you.”

“Well, I’ve got this trash.” She looked at the clock on the wall. “We’re done early.

Heidi could have come earlier. I’ll have this area organized and looking like we finis

hed days ago.”

“I already told her I’d forgotten about the eggs,” Ra rity admitted.

“Well, so much for looking on top of things. You know Heidi Youngman is the

biggest gossip in town. Telegraph, telephone, tell Heidi.” Shirley waved her out of

the break room. “Go work on something. And don’t fall asleep. You look like you

should go curl up on the sofa by the fireplace. But wait until after two. Heidi will

think you ’re homeless.”

“Unhoused I think is the new term.” Rarity was tired. She couldn’t remember what

the wording was, at least not right now.

Rarity went out front and checked her to-do list against the calendar. Since they

didn’t have any other book clubs this week, she only had the festival to get through.



The good news was the tents closed up at six and Drew would have police protection

out there to make sure nothing happened to the booths or the inventory inside. She’d

done a lot of follow-up for the sleuthing club on Tuesday. She’d also completed a

small book order yesterday for next week.

There wasn’t much left to do for the week.

So instead of worrying about today, she started looking at the next three months.

Rarity attended a business council meeting once a month, and they had sent her a

calendar of festivals and charity events. That’s how she’d gotten roped into working

with Heidi’s egg project. And the pets at the nursing home. Gretchen’s project had

felt right, and Rarity realized she hadn’t followed up with an adoption day at the

bookstore like s he’d intended.

She emailed Gretchen to see when her next opening would be. Then emailed Amy

and Staci. The two kids had done such a great job with the backpack collection drive,

she wanted to give them first dibs on working on this project. If either one said no,

Rarity would ask Katie to float it by her high school group. Maybe someone needed

some community service activities for their college applications.

She’d finished up when Heidi came in the front door. “Good afternoon, we’ve got the

baskets all r eady for you.”

Heidi looked surprised. “Oh, that’s a pleasant surprise. I thought maybe I’d have to

ask my church group to finish them up. With all that’s been happening around here.”

“Nope. We’re done.” Rarity didn’t know what Heidi was talking about. It could have

been George and Shirley. Or the books showing up. She hoped it wasn’t her

relationship. “We’ve got everything in the back.”

“Well, bless your heart. I want to tell you that I’m rooting for you and Archer. The



two of you make such a cute couple. I’d hate to see you break up. But I guess the

heart wants what the heart wants. You’ll be in my prayers.” Heidi went into the back

and started talki ng to Shirley.

Rarity sighed. It was he r relationship.

Jonathon stared at the break room door. “What on earth is she t alking about?”

“I’m not sure. I guess according to the Sedona grapevine, I’m about to be single

again.” Rarity stared at the computer screen, not seeing the calendar she had opened

for next month.

Jonathon stood and patted Rarity’s back. “I don’t believe a word of it. Archer is too in

love with you to let anything break you up. I’ve seen the way that boy looks at you.

I’m going to go help get the eggs and that woman out of your shop. She’s tainting the

positive en ergy in here.”

“Thanks, Jonathon.” Rarity laughed and then tried to focus on filling up the calendar,

but her thoughts kept going back to what Archer had said last night, that they n eeded

to talk.

By the time all the laundry baskets filled with eggs were packed into Heidi’s van,

Rarity was wiped out from smiling every time the woman looked at her. As she took

the last box of candy out to the car, Heidi stopped and gave Rarity a big hug. “I’m so

thankful for all the hard work you did on this. Good things come from good works.

You r emember that.”

“I will. And I’ll see you at the festival.” Rarity waved and smiled until the woman

had walked out of the bookstore. She waited until the door closed, then added,

“Unless I se e you coming.”



“You were amazing. I can’t believe you kept your face so upbeat.” Jonathon glanced

at the clock. “I’m starving. You do realize we forgot to order lunch?”

* * *

Drew showed up before she closed the bookstore for the day. Jonathon packed up his

laptop and nodded to Rarity. “I’m heading home. I’ve got my writers’ group this

evening. We’re going to listen to an author talk at th e university.”

“Sounds fun,” Rarity said as she gave Drew a hard look. “If he’s local, get me a card

or contact information if you talk to him. I’ll schedule him for a signing for his next

release.”

Drew said good night to his dad, then turned to Rarity. “So why did you throw me the

sour face?”

“Are you here to walk me home? You men need to realize I can find my house all by

myself.” Rarity focused on closing up the register. Shirley had left earlier as Kathy

wanted to stop by the nursing home and then take her to dinner.

“I only worry about you during these murder investigations. Especially when you

have your posse trying to dig up evidence. And now, you’ve got someone dropping

off items that were stolen years ago during a robbery where someone was killed. It’s

making me antsy.” He leaned against the register. “Besides, I wanted to look at your

security feed with you for the week.”

She swatted at him. “I’d say I was sorry for jumping to conclusions, but I’m pretty

sure you planned when you were going to look at the security feed for right when I’d

need to be escorted home since Jonathon is heading to Flagstaff. You know your dad

probably needs to be in Tucson more than he is. His l ife is there.”



“Mom’s coming up tonight with Joanna and Savannah for the egg hunt Saturday and

one in Flagstaff Sunday. My place is going to be a madhouse. I might hang out at

Archer’s apartment.” Drew nodded to the door. “I’ll go lock it if you’re done. Then

we can look at the footage.”

“Let me walk through the store, but go ahead. I don’t want to strand anyone inside.”

She locked down the register and pulled the key, tucking it into her tote before

heading to do a walkabout. She’d started the practice last week after finding the Alice

book. If someone was leaving valuable books out, she wanted to know soon er than

later.

When she’d finished her pass through the bookstore, she met Drew in the back room

at the security closet. She walked over and double-checked the back door lock—

another habit.

“Anything new?” Drew asked as he keyed up the video files. He knew her system

better than she did. Of course, he’d been the one to recommend the local security

company to her. Probably most of the shops in Sedona had the same guy and, more

than likely, th e same system.

“No new rare books, if that’s what you’re asking. There are always books lying

around, but all the ones I found tonight are supposed to be on my shelves, waiting to

be sold.” She leaned against the table as she watched him. “Hey, does the Sedona

Memory Care home use the same security sys tem provider?”

“That’s an oddly specific question, but no. The local company lost the contract at the

first of the year. William Jully went with an out-of-state company. I guess they had a

lower bid.” Drew chuckled as he stepped back with the remote. “Now Sally’s furious

since they’re not taking any responsibility for the system breaking down. She has to

pay Terrance on top of what they’d budgeted for this company. I guess it’s wreaking

havoc on her budget. I bet they’re going back to Scott’s compa ny next year.”



He pointed the remote at the television and pressed Play. “Stop me if anythi ng looks

off.”

They watched the video and Drew fast-forwarded through the periods where no one

was on the screen. Nothing jump ed out at her.

“Can we watch it again?” She glanced at him. “I’m not keeping you from a date with

Sam or an ything, am I?”

“Nope. Mom has a spare key to the house if they get there before I do, so no worries.

What’s bothering you?” He reversed the video to where he’d s tarted before.

“There are several people I don’t recognize. Of course, I’m not here all the time

anymore. Monday, I don’t come in at all. But if they’re local, I’ve usually met people

at least once if they’re readers. We didn’t have a lot of tourist traffic this week.

Everyone’s waiting for the festival tomorrow.” Rarity listed off the reasons she

should have recognized the people walking into her shop.

“Show me the people you don’t know. It’s a start. I’ll compare them to last week’s

traffic when the first book was left.” Drew pulled out his noteb ook and a pen.

Slowly they went through the people. If Drew knew them, he put context to the face.

If not, Drew wrote down the time and date they came to the shop. After they were

done, he went back to the system and reset it for the night. “I’ve already sent myself a

copy of this time frame we were looking at. If I have time tonight, I’ll compare it

with what we pulled last week. It’s a shot.”

As they walked toward Rarity’s house, Drew seemed lo st in thought.

“Tell me you’re making progress on Jully’s murder,” Rarity said as she watched

Killer s niff the curb.



“You mean you want me to tell you that there’s another suspect besides George,” D

rew clarified.

She chuckled and added, “I’d like Terrance off your list as well. What about this

cheap security system? Maybe that was the reason behind J ully’s death.”

“Unless Sally killed him, and she says she has an alibi, I don’t know who would have

been that mad at him.” Drew chuckled as Killer started barking at a fire hydrant.

“No one at the facility liked him,” Rarity said as she pulled Killer away from the

bright red hydrant. “I wonder if it was that bad at his last facility. How much

background information do you have on William Jully?”
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Drew had even walked through her house before leaving last night. Rarity had wanted

to tell him that no one considered her a viable threat in the solving of either of the

murders the book club was investigating. She didn’t know bunk. All she’d done so far

was look up people on the internet. And visit a bookstore. Nothing g roundbreaking.

Friday morning, she heard knocking on her door; then her phone rang. “Hello?”

“I thought we were meeting at eight to go stock your booth?” Archer sounded

normal, playful even. “I came a little early for coffee. Don’t tell me you’re still in

bed.”

“Fine, I won’t tell you. Let yourself in. I’ll be right out. Killer needs to go outside too.

Don’t let him distract you.” Rarity hung up and headed straight into the bathroom.

Killer had stairs that let him get up and down off the bed, so she figured he’d be fine.

She needed a shower and a cup or two of coffee to wake up. How had she not reset

her alarm this morning?

As she started the shower, she heard her phone going off with the wake-up alarm. As

usual, Archer was ten minutes early. But she hadn’t added in time for her to get

ready.

By the time she got out to the living room, she had a plan for the day in place in her

head. The festival didn’t start until noon, so she’d have plenty of time to set up, with

Shirley’s help. Then Katie was coming at three and manning the booth until the

festival ended that night. Rarity would take a break midday, then come back to give

Katie a dinner break and finish up the evening s hift with her.



Killer was cuddled on Archer’s lap as he scanned his phone, a cup of coffee in front

of him. They looke d comfortable.

As Rarity came into the room, Archer looked up. “Are you taking Killer today?”

“I think so. I hate to leave him alone for so long, and it’s not supposed to be crazy

hot. I packed his bag last night, just in case.” Rarity poured herself a coffee. “Thanks

for making this.”

“No problem. I needed it too. I’ve got my booth’s stuff already on the bus. Jack is

meeting us at the park, and he’ll help me set up my booth. Then I need to take off for

a few hours midday.” He set his phone down on the table. “What’s your schedule

today? Are you planning on staying in the booth unt il you close?”

“No, I’m not.” Rarity sat at the table. “I’ve got a two-hour break from four to six so I

guess Killer and I will come home and relax during that time. I might leave him home

for my last shift. It depends on how ti red he looks.”

There was an uncomfortable pause in the conversation. Before, Archer would have

told her he’d bring over food and they’d eat together. Or he’d suggest putting

something in the slow cooker for them to eat later. But today, he picked his phone up

again and star ted scrolling.

“So are your folks excited about getting the books back?” Rarity was eager to change

the subject away from what they weren’t d oing together.

He didn’t look up. “Mom’s happy for Dana and me. Since the divorce, she’s

separated herself away from Ender business. And Dad, well, we haven’t told him yet.

I want it to be a surprise when we can give him the books.”

Something in his tone said there was more he wasn’t saying, but Rarity left it alone. If



they were broken up, as Sedona’s gossip train had claimed, it wasn’t her bus iness

anymore.

“I bought a supposedly rare copy of The Hobbit that I saw at the bookstore in

Flagstaff.” Rarity refilled her coffee cup. “I guess as a bookstore owner, I should be

investing in rare and antique books. At least for display at the shop. It’s kind of a way

to remind people that books are valuable, not just for the stor ies they tell.”

This time Archer’s gaze did pop up from his endless scrolling. “Just be careful if

you’re buying from Arthur. He has a slippe ry reputation.”

“What do you mean?” Rarity felt chilled and curled her hands around her coffee cup,

hoping that would warm her hands as well as the rest of her body. He’d seemed a

little odd when she’d visited the bookstore, but not dangerous. “I’m having it

appraised by a professor over at th e university.”

“Drew says he’s been linked in the past to selling books from homes in Flagstaff that

have been hit by robberies. Not connected, he always seems to have an alibi, but

Drew thinks he’s acting like a fence, selling stolen items.” Archer leaned forward. “Is

that why you were at the bookstore? Were you looking for a s pecific book?”

“I was trying to see what a copy of the Alice book might be worth. I don’t know a lot

about rare books and I wanted to do some research.” Rarity paused and considered

the new information. “Did you know that he used to have a bookstore her e, in

Sedona?”

Archer nodded. “Grandma worked for him and his wife buying up valuable books at

estate sales and auctions. According to Drew, he was questioned when Grandma was

killed. He had an alibi and swore he’d never seen the books. Be c areful, okay?”

“I will,” Rarity said. She started to say more, but Archer stood and took his cu p to



the sink.

“We need to get going. The festival starts at noon. And you know there’s always a

rush before it starts.” Archer grabbed Killer’s bag. “Is everyt hing in this?”

“Add a couple of water bottles from the fridge, but everything else is there.” Rarity

stood and dumped the rest of her coffee out, turning off the machine. Then she went

to collect her tote. “And grab the tub with the bottled water in it that’s sitting on the

porch. Shirley’s bringing the ice. So if you or Jack need water during the day, come

on over.”

As she gathered the rest of what she needed, she thought about Archer’s warning. If

he was worried about Arthur Wellings, why had he been there the same day she was?

And what had he been looking for? Reading material for the woman in the car with

him? Maybe he didn’t want her coming into Rarity’s bookstore, so he drove he r to

Flagstaff.

This wasn’t something she was going to fix in the short drive from the house to the

bookstore to the park. But at least they were talking about some things. She’d missed

Archer as a friend as much as she did a s a boyfriend.

When they got to the park, Archer parked the bus as close to her tent as possible. He

texted someone on his phone. Then he went to the back and opened the rear exit door.

Rarity went out the front with Killer, his bag, and her tote. She tied him up under the

table that the festival organizers had provided, then went back to the bus to st art

unloading.

Archer handed her three folding chairs and grabbed two tables. “You go set up and

I’ll bring in the books as soon as all the tables are in. Jack’s coming to help unpack

your stuff; then I’ll drive the bus over to the other parking lot to unpack my booth’s

boxes. If I forget to unload any of your stuff, I’ll bring it over as soon as w e get set



up.”

“Thanks, but I can help unload too,” Rarity said as she reached over to grab the metal

tub and the water bottles.

“I’ll get that.” Jack came up behind her and took the tub out of her hands. “Archer

wants you back at the tent so you can tell us where to pu t everything.”

“Your boss can be a little pushy at times,” Rarity said as she went back to get the

folding chairs she’d left at the ba ck of the bus.

“You should have to work with him.” Jack grinned. “And he’s been a bear for the last

month. Always got something on his mind.”

When she got to the tent, she saw that Archer had already set up the two tables. He

moved out of the way as she came into the tent. He nodded toward Killer, who was

pulling on the table where she’d strapped his leash. “He’s trying to get free.”

Rarity took the chairs over to the table she would use to set up a cash register station.

She took the time to set Killer up under the table, along with food, water, a chew toy,

and most importantly, his travel bed. He sniffed it several times, then curled up for

his first nap of the day. With Killer finally settled, she worked on the setup of the

inside of the booth, including adding a skirt around the table to give Killer a mini-

tent. The privacy gave him the security that she knew he needed to take a nap. It was

all about the dog.

Shirley arrived with four coffees and a box of pastries just as Archer brought in the

last box. She handed Jack her keys. “Go grab the two bags of ice and lock my car,

please? And hurry so your coffee does n’t get cold.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll be right back. And thank you.” Jack grinned at Shirley. As he left



the tent, he called out, “I claim t he bear claw.”

“That kid is always hungry,” Archer said as he set the box on the last table. “I think

this is everything. I’ll come back Sunday evening right after I clean out my booth and

move eve rything back.”

“Thanks, Archer.” Rarity was setting up the cash box and the register. “I appreciate

all the help this morning. From you and Jack.”

“My pleasure. Shirley, thanks for the coffee. Tell Jack I’ll meet him over at our

booth.” Archer left the tent as Killer came out and watc hed him leave.

“That was extremely civil between the two of you,” Shirley commented as she set up

the children’s table. “I don’t think we need air conditioning in this tent as long as you

two stay inside.”

“Hush, we’re being nice.” Rarity had felt the chill too but didn’t know how to fix it.

Jack came in and dumped the ice on top of the water bottles that Rarity had already

taken out of their plastic. He tossed Shirley’s keys to her. “Okay, I thin k you’re set.”

Rarity relayed the message from Archer and thanked him again for his help.

As he grabbed his coffee and bear claw, he grinned. “I’m here to serve. Literally.

Dude put me on the clock at five this morning when I helped him with the bus. And

he works around my training schedule. He’s paying for my tuition to go back to

school and get my business degree. Don’t tell Archer, but he’s the best boss I’ve had

in a while . Maybe ever.”

Shirley was unloading the last box of best-sellers when the first customer arrived. The

festival might not be fully open, but there were people already there. Rarity pulled



back the front flaps on the tent a few minutes after she’d collected all the boxes and

stacked them at the back of the tent behind her table. One more escape route closed

off, in case Kill er got frisky.

They stayed busy until about eleven when the food trucks opened. Malia walked in a

few minutes later with a bag. She put it on the table. “Lunches, and I tucked a few

cans of soda in the bag too. Just in case you needed something b esides water.”

“I’m starving and my feet are barking. We’ve had quite the morning.” Shirley started

pulling out the wrapped sandwiches and sodas. She grabbed the napkins and tucked

the sodas away in the rapidly melting ice. “Is Katie comi ng for lunch?”

Malia grabbed one of the chairs and sat down. “No, that third sandwich is for me. I

don’t have to be at the Garnet until noon. I wanted to tell you about some people I

had at my statio n last night.”

Rarity found her sandwich, turkey with avocado on a wheat roll, and sat down,

grabbing a cola to go with it. “Please don’t tell me Archer was out with someone.”

“What? No. And what’s the story there, anyway?” Malia opened her vegetarian wheat

bread sandwich. Shirley had the combo that had a little bit of everything. They all

spent enough time together that they could order their friends’ meals without asking,

even though Malia always did. She’d called Rarity last night to let her know she

would be bringing lunches for her on all three days and to see who wou ld be

working.

Malia was k ind like that.

“No story, and I shouldn’t have asked that.” Rarity waved away the question. “Okay,

so who did you see?”



“Lizzy from the nursing home. I guess she was on a day pass with her sister and her

husband. They live in Flagstaff.” Malia glanced over at Shirley, probably to see if she

was upset. “Anyway, she acted completely normal. Like she was out with friends for

the day. Wei rd, isn’t it?”

“That her sister would take her out? The nursing home isn’t a prison, dear.” Shirley

got up and got a lem on-lime drink.

“No, that she’d be normal. Didn’t the nurse call her Tizzy Lizzy because she was

always upset?” Malia set her sandwich down and grabbed some chips. “Even the

night we took the dogs into the rooms, she was acting weird. She and the bookkeeper

lady got into it because Lizzy kept going into the admin offices.”

“That’s McKenzie Jones. I swear that woman is a saint. She’s so good with the

finances. When I moved George into the home, she walked me through the process at

least three times. You would have thought I was the one needing to be admitted. I just

couldn’t deal with all the paperwork.” Shirley sat down at the end of the table with

Killer watching her sandwich. “She works so hard. I see her car there a lot of nights

when I check on George with the nursing staff.”

“Well, Tizzy Lizzy was a different person last night. Calm, attentive. I even heard her

sister say that maybe she could come and live with her.” Malia squeezed mustard out

of a little packet onto a napkin and dipped her sa ndwich into it.

Shirley set her sandwich down on the flattened paper bag. “I’m sure you

misunderstood. When I finally got George into the facility, he had such an extreme

degree of memory loss I couldn’t keep him at home anymore. He’d go wandering off

at all times of the day or night. Maybe she was havin g a good day.”

Malia looked thoughtful. “I guess. But looking at her yesterday, I’d swear she was a

diff erent person.”



Rarity was so hungry that she was devouring her sandwich while letting the others

talk. She hadn’t had breakfast, and although she’d packed Killer his food, she’d

forgotten to pack any snacks. So besides the pastries that Shirley had brought, Rarity

hadn’t eaten today. Besides, at least the subject wasn’t h er and Archer.

Shirley was still trying to convince Malia she must have misunderstood Lizzy’s

behavior. “There are medical screenings to get into the facility. Especially the ward

that George and Lizzy are on. There is no way she could come back from that level of

dementia and live on h er own again.”

Something about what Shirley had said was ringing bells for Rarity, but she wasn’t

sure what she was missing. Killer put a paw on her l eg and whined.

“I need to go walk Killer. Malia, can you hang around for a bit in case Shirley gets

swamped?” Rarity grabbed Killer’s leash and snapped it on his collar. When Malia

answered, she headed out the flap to see who was in the other booths. She could see a

local souvenir shop directly in front of her tent, but other than that one and Archer’s

booth, she didn’t know who else was a t the festival.

Rarity wandered through the row of booths, pausing to let Killer sniff when he got a

notion. When she turned the corner, she found that Sedona Memory Care had a

booth. A woman in a bright pink sleeveless dress smiled as she paused, holding out a

flyer and a bottle of hand sanitizer. “Do you have a family member in need of care?”

Rarity shook her head but took the offered goodies. “I was at your facility recently. I

was with the pets from the hu mane society?”

“Oh, Gretchen’s group. We love the puppies coming in. The next day, that’s all the

residents can talk about.” She reached out her well-manicured hand with red nails.

“I’m Cindi Kennedy. I’m the marketer for the facility. My job is to find everyone in

town who needs our help. One festiv al at a time.”



Rarity shook the woman’s hand and introduced herself. “I own the local bookstore,

the Next Chapter. So do you mostly find residents at festivals?”

Cindi laughed and swung back her hair with a twist of her head. “Oh, heavens no.

This is mostly community PR. You know, to keep our name out there so if something

happens they think of us. I also visit church groups and community charity events.

Sadly, most of our referrals come from the hospitals. Grandma falls and has been

living alone, and we find out she has a hundred cats with her. Those sorts of

situations. I’m good friends with all the local so cial workers.”

Rarity could see Cindi acting like she was someone’s friend, even if it was a bit of a

transactional relationship. “I had one question after visiting Sedona Memory Care.

Do people get bett er and leave?”

Now Cindi looked sad. The woman had a ton of emotion showing on her face and

seemed to switch from one to another like she was trading masks. “Hardly ever. We

have a strict screening process. We don’t want families warehousing our senior

population. So they’re pretty well into their diagnosis by the time they land with us.

However…”

Cindi paused, and Rarity could see she was thinking about something or someone.

Was she going to verify Malia’s story?

“Sorry, I need to work my magic.” An older woman walked by, and Cindi grabbed a

flyer and bottle from the table. “Good afternoon. Have you heard about Sedona

Memory Care?”

Rarity had been dismissed, and Killer was pulling on his leash away from the booth.

He wanted to continue their walk. She tucked the flyer and sanitizer into her pants

pocket and kept walking.



Maybe Malia had found a clue.
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Rarity left Killer home later when she came back from her break that evening to work

with Katie. The dog looked worn out, and he didn’t even lift his head when she

grabbed her tote. The afternoon had been almost as busy as the morning. Rarity had

asked Shirley to stop by the bookstore tomorrow and fill a box with kids’ books

before she came to work the booth. Shirley had warned her that with Easter coming

up, there would be a lot of demand for children’s books, but Rarity hadn’t realized

how much demand. Next year, she should plan to have a children’s author come in

and sign at the booth. Or maybe several.

She made a note in her phone app to check into the idea next week. Maybe there was

a festival still coming up this year that she could match with an author signing. She’d

talk to Katie when she got to the tent. Lost in thought, she almost missed seeing

Terrance out on his porch, waving at her. She stopped at the walkway and waited for

hi m to join her.

“Can I walk with you to town? I’m heading to work at the home to finish up the

repairs on the security system. Now that no one’s actively messing with it, I’m almost

finished with my work there. Of course, I’ll come back in monthly to do checks, but I

think I worked myself out of a full-time job.” He glanced back at Rarity’s house.

“Where’ s the big guy?”

“I left Killer home. Being outside all day wears him out.” Rarity thought about the

security system issues. “Question, do you think Jully was the one messing wit h the

system?”

“It’s the fresh air.” Terrance reached for her tote bag, and she gave it to him. It was

old fashioned, but Terrance was an old-fashioned guy. “As far as Jully, I don’t have



any proof, but like I said, somehow, I’m not having to redo all my work every day

since he was killed.”

Rarity digested the information. Of course, telling Drew would put another bull’s-eye

on Terrance’s back. Instead, she didn’t look at her friend and asked, “So how are you

doing?”

“I’m not in jail. That’s a good thing,” he said as they paused for a car to drive by. “I

guess I should be grateful. George is stuck in the locked ward. He’s going crazy in

there. I went by and they let me visit him since I seem to be able to calm him down.

He wanted to see Lizzy. He’s worried that something is going to happen to her like

that other woman.”

“Lizzy went out to dinner with her sister the other day. They were talking about her

leaving the facility.” Rarity turned to Terrance. “You’ve met her, right? Do you think

she needs to be in a memory care unit? According to Shirley, it’s ha rd to get in.”

Terrance didn’t answer for a few minutes. Finally, he shrugged. “I don’t see the same

type of memory issues in Lizzy that I do in George and the other patients. But I’m not

a doctor. I don’t know what the criteria for admission are or the symptoms of the

diseases they deal with. I do know that woman can throw a fit with the best of them.

I’ve had several girlfriends who had the same ability.”

“I’m wondering how she got into the facility and if she can leave anytime.” Rarity

paused as a bike spe d around them.

“Those my dear, are questions above my pay grade.” They were at the edge of the

park. He handed her tote back to her and pointed toward the east. “I’m going this way

unless you need me to deliver you t o your booth.”

Rarity took her bag and smiled. “I think I can find my way. Be careful. There are a lot



of people out and about this weekend.”

“Same to you.” He glanced at his watch. “How long will you be here? Do you need

an escort home since you left without yo ur guard dog?”

“He’d love hearing you call him a guard dog.” Rarity laughed at the image. “But I’ll

be fine. I close up the booth at seven tonight. Then I’ll be back tomorrow. Books

make great Easter gifts.”

“I’ll be at the home until ten. Text me when you get home. I’ll worry.” Terrance

kissed her on the cheek then headed o ff to his job.

“You and every other male in my life right now,” Rarity mumbled as she made her

way through the crowd. The town council had brought in a local carnival with rides

and food trucks. The local teens were out in force. She kept getting waves and “Hi,

Ms. Cole” from a lot of the kids who were in the store’s book clubs. As she walked,

she realized how many people she knew this year compared to the last festival she’d

participated in. She was becoming a local herself.

When she got close to the tent, she saw that Cindi had been replaced by the nurse she

and Archer had talked to the night they’d taken the dogs around to visit the patients.

She waved as the woman looked bored out of her mind. “Hi, I’m Rarity Cole. We

were at the nursing home with the puppies?”

“Oh, I knew you looked familiar. But then again, a lot of people do. Cindi’s on a

break for dinner if you need information. I’m supposed to hand out these flyers and

hand sanitizers to anyone who even looks this way. I’m not as social as Cindi.” She

stood and walked over to where Rarity stood. “I’m Lee Marks. I know, it’s a boy’s

name.”

“It’s pretty. So you’re filling in?” Rarity wondered if she even talked about work due



to th e privacy laws.

“Yeah. Sally asked me to come here first before I went to the facility. She’s paying

my night shift nurse salary for me sitting here. I guess there are worse ways to make a

buck.” She rolled her shoulders. “The facility is finally getting back to normal now

that Jully’s out of the picture. Worst junior administrator ever. You could never find

him when you needed a decision but if you made it without him? You were always

wrong. I’m so gl ad he’s gone.”

Rarity saw Lee’s face turn crimson.

“I mean, I don’t wish anyone dead. But William Jully was a bully from the first day

he graced us with his presence. The guy had a huge ego. And he pushed all his work

off on me. Night shift supervisors aren’t supposed to file the shift summary. He was

supposed to do it. But he always had some excuse.”

“Sounds like you didn’t like him at all. Did the other nurses feel that way too? ”

Rarity asked.

“Most of us. Some of the younger ones thought he was charming. But he was trying

to get their attention. Everyone’s looking for a man to whisk them away, especially

from this job. I know that’s a fallacy.” She nodded to a woman who was heading their

way. “Looks like I’m on. Thanks for stopping by.”

“One more question, do you think George could have killed Mr. Jully?” Rarity

figured it wouldn ’t hurt to ask.

This time, Lee laughed. “You’re joking, right? According to what I heard, Jully was

overdosed. George wouldn’t know how to either get the drugs or find a way to

administer them. He’s lucky he knows how to put on his pants some days. They’re

barking up the wrong tree thinking George did it. Or Terrance for that matter. He’s su



ch a sweetie.”

“Miss, can you answer some questions for me? I think my husband is trying to put me

in a home. Can he do that?” The elderly woman set her purse on the tabl e with a

bang.

“Thanks for your help,” Rarity nodded toward the other woma n. “Have fun.”

“I hope Cindi gets back soon.” Lee pasted on a smile before she t urned to help.

When Rarity got back to the tent, they didn’t have a lot of customers, so she sent

Katie off for a dinner break. She walked through the tent, checking stock and making

notes for Shirley’s stop at the bookstore tomorrow to restock. As she was at the edge

of the tent, she heard footsteps. “Welcome to the Next Chapter, mobile edition. Look

around and let me know if I can be o f assistance.”

“Thanks but we’re only looking,” the woman’s voic e called back.

Rarity finished her task and then crossed back to the table. She started an email to

Shirley on what to pick up when someone dropped a book on her table. She looked

up and realized it was Lizzy from the nursing home. An older woman and man stood

behind her, waiting. “Is this it?”

“I’ve been waiting for this biography to come out for years. She’s so inspiring.”

Lizzy pulled two twenties from a pink wallet to pay for the popular pop queen’s tell-

all book. She looked back at the couple, who were still watching her. “They don’t

think I’ll read the book, but they don’t know every thing, right?”

Rarity was at a loss. Tizzy Lizzy was well enough to be out in the community. This

was the version that Malia saw at the Garnet. Rarity decided to play along. “Oh, is

there something the y don’t know?”



Lizzy nodded as she took her change and a receipt. “I’m getting married. All I have to

do is wait for Billy to come get me. He we nt on a trip.”

“Congratulations.” Rarity tucked the book into a bag. “My regular store has a lot of

books on wedd ing planning.”

Lizzy saw the older woman coming toward them. “We’re eloping. But shh, i t’s a

secret.”

The woman put a hand on Lizzy’s shoulder. “Honey, are you ready to go? Mike

wants to grab some dinner over at the Garnet before we go back and get you settled.”

“I don’t need to go back. How many times do I have to tell you that,” Lizzy muttered,

then turned and stomped out of the tent. The man, Mike, followed her.

Rarity still had the bag with the book. “She forgot this.”

“My sister is a little scattered these days.” The woman smiled but Rarity could see the

weariness in her eyes. “Thanks. I visit your store a lot. So much more fulfilling than

shopping for books online. I like spending time with actual books.”

“Me too,” Rarity said with a laugh. “I guess that’s why I bought a bookstore. To

surround myself with stories. I’m Rarity , by the way.”

“Constance,” she replied, looking toward the tent opening. “I better go catch up.

Mike’s good with Lizzy, but she can be tricky. I don’t want her running off.”

After they left, Rarity wondered if the conversation about her leaving had been to

pacify Lizzy at dinner. Constance seemed tired of handling her sister for the day.

Rarity wondered how hard it would be to rein the woman in all the time. And who did

she think she was eloping with? The next time she saw Lizzy’s sister, she’d tell her



about the wedding Lizzy was planning.

Rarity finished up the email to Shirley then opened her search engine on the laptop.

Ruth Agee was the name of the woman whom George thought had been killed. She

searched the name again, with too many hits, then narrowed it down by adding

Sedona to the search. This time, she got a lot of hits besides the obituary. Maybe

she’d typed it wrong the last time.

The first was her obituary that Rarity had found before. Ruth and her husband had

opened a chain of coffeehouses and she’d been bought out. She’d been rich after that

and had lived in Sedona for decades before she entered Sedona Memory Care. She’d

outlived her husband, three kids, and any other relatives. The obituary stated that she

was cared for by friends and found family at Sedon a Memory Care.

Rarity wondered exactly where her money had gone. She knew that a lot had gone to

the library, but how much had she given to William Jully? And why? She opened her

calendar and put a note on Sunday to talk to Drew or Jonathon about Ruth. Since

she’d lived here a long time, they had to know her and the family. Or maybe her

attorney. There had to be some sort of law against targeting elderly people to get

them to chan ge their wills.

It was probably George rambling about things that didn’t matter, but it might be

something. George was convinced that William Jully had been going into people’s

rooms at night. And Jully had tried to get George moved. Was it because of his

medical condition or mental status? Or was there another reason? Was George too

observant?

Rarity wondered if the probate that Holly had found had been completed yet. She

went to the website that Holly had sent her and started searching. She hadn’t been

successful in finding an updated record before Katie came back into the tent with two

large beverage cups.



“It’s still so hot this evening. I thought you might like some strawberry lemonade.”

Katie set the cups on the table. “What are you working on? Something for t he

bookstore?”

“No, I’m looking up a will to see what happened to someone’s estate.” Rarity took

the cup and took a big drink. “This is so goo d, thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I had a good afternoon, but it started slowing down just before you

got here.” Katie came around and sat on the chair next to Rarity. “Did someone you

know die?”

“No, I’m looking at someone who died at the nursing home a few months ago.

George, Shirley’s husband, thought her death was suspicious.” Rarity kept working,

then realized that Katie hadn’t responded. She loo ked up at her.

Katie bit her lip. “Look, I don’t want this to sound uncaring, but George has memory

issues. Maybe he’s not the best source of informati on right now?”

“Maybe,” Rarity agreed. “But what if he told you something important and you

ignored it because he was in a memory care unit? You’re right, it might be a wild

goose chase, but I’m not a private investigator or a member of law enforcement, so I

have time to chase the weird theories. Like this. And we’re not busy righ t now

anyway.”

Rarity realized those were famous last words because right then, people flooded into

the tent. She closed and tucked the laptop away. As she stood, a young child pushed

books up on the table. Her mom stood behind her, laughing. “Winnie bought every

book she didn’t have already on animals. She loves any kind of animal. Thank

goodness Easter only comes once a year or I’d go broke.”

As Rarity rang up the purchase, she tucked a flyer into the bag reminding Winnie



about the preschool book club that Shirley ran once a month. Winnie was probably

already a member, but it never hurt to remind people. “Good readers make great

students. It’s all about an inquiring mind. Do you want to be a zookeeper or a vet,

Winnie?”

“I want to have a horse farm and ride all day.” Winnie grabbed the bag and looked at

her mother. “And Mommy can live there and co ok me dinner.”

Her mother tucked her credit card back into her purse. She pushed a wayward curl out

of Winnie’s face. “And where wil l Daddy live?”

“He has to work, so he’ll live in our old house.” Winnie hugged the bag to her chest.

“Can we get frozen bananas now?”

Winnie’s mom nodded and then turned back to Rarity. “Thank you for opening your

store in Sedona. We used to drive to Flagstaff to that used bookstore. I had to make

do with what he had on hand. Having you so close now is a godsend.”

Rarity and Katie stayed busy for the rest of the evening. When seven came, Rarity

closed up the portable register and tucked the machine in her tote. Katie was closing

down the front canvas panels. They closed with a padlock and a key that the festival

organizers had provided for each tent. It wasn’t totally secure since anyone could cut

out an opening in the canvas, but besides the books, there wasn’t anything of value

left in the tent overnight. Rar ity made sure.

As she was walking out, she ran into Archer, who was helping Katie with the canvas.

Rarity held up the lock. “Katie, do you have everyth ing you need?”

“Hold on a second,” Katie said as she ducked into t he tent again.

Archer took her tote and almost dropped it because of the weight. “What? Are you



taking an encyclopedia home with you tonight?”

“It’s my laptop, the register, and the cash box. I don’t feel comfortable leaving the

register here. Drew said at the last festival his guys caught some kids trying to break

into one of the tents.” She held it open as Katie came out with her backpack. “Are

you ready? I’ll see you tomorrow at noon. I think it’s going to be crazy in here after

the egg race.”

“I’m bringing one of my papers to edit in case it slows down. If not, I’m going to

have to work some late hours before Monday.” Katie glanced at Archer but didn’t say

anything to him. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sounds good.” Rarity watched as Katie disappeared into the crowd t oward her car.

Archer took the lock from her and slipped it between the last loop of the ties. “Do you

have everything? Whe re’s the rat?”

“Killer is at home, and I’m going to tell him you called him that. But, yes, I have

everything.” Rarity looked at him, wondering about the question and answer. It felt

like so much more than what she needed from the tent. Instead, she felt like she was

answering for her life. Was she happy? She had been until Archer told her he was

rethinking movin g in together.

After they started walking toward her house, she turned to him. “Archer, I need to

know. Are we st ill a couple?”

He stopped and turned toward her. “Why would you even ask that? Because I needed

to slow down a bit, you think we’ re broken up?”

She smiled and started walking again. Relief washed over her. “No, I asked you that

not because of what I think. Archer, the Sedona gossip train is saying that we’re no



longer a couple. I didn’t want to be the last one to know if it was true.”
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Screaming children ran around the festival grounds, filled with energy and sugar from

the age-segregated egg hunts. Rarity thought they must be starting with the

elementary school–age kids because the last group of moms in the booth had kids that

had all been preschool age. They had almost swept that area of the bookshelves clean,

again.

Shirley opened the last box of books she’d brought over this morning. Well, Terrance

had done the heavy lifting with several trips with the handcart to carry over the boxes

of books. Then he’d disappeared after taking a donut from the box that Katie had

brought from Flagstaff.

“I probably should have brought more over,” Shirley fussed as she arranged the

meager offerings of picture books and early readers. “We’ll have to restock that

section at the booksto re next week.”

“It’s not a bad problem to have.” Rarity folded the box and tucked it under the table.

“We can bring more over tomorrow, just not a lot. Sundays are a little quiet in normal

festivals, at least for the buying stage. People tend to overspend on Friday and

Saturday.”

“I’m not sure that’s going to hold for this festival. The Easter Bunny is taking

pictures with kids through the close of the festival tomorrow. Several of my moms

are coming in after church since the kids will already be dressed up.” Shirley stood

and adjusted her pink capris. “I always loved getting the kids ready for Easter. Then

we’d take pictures and the next thing I knew, the dress would be covered in mud or

blood. Kathy was a little tomboy. She was always following Tommy up a tree, then

slipping or falling. We spent several holidays in the hospital getting one or the other



stitched up. It was our fami ly tradition.”

“Some folks make ham for dinner. Your family did vending machines in the ER.”

Rarity sat down behind the table. “I didn’t know Terrance was helping you move

books. If you felt uncomfortable, you could have called me or Archer.”

“It’s okay. Terrance and I are talking again. I needed some time to get over the shock

of his friendship with George. They would have been friends before too. I mean,

before George fell ill.” Shirley focused on straightening books on a table. “Drew says

that George threatened that Jully man because he was flirtin g with Lizzy.”

“Lizzy told me she was getting married.” Rarity didn’t want to hurt Shirley, but

maybe she knew something, and she didn’t realize it wou ld help George.

“You don’t think she meant George, do you?” Now Shirley turned to s tare at Rarity.

“She called him Billy. But honestly, I don’t know. I mean, she’s not the most

trustworthy narrator of her own life.” Rarity thought about the nurse she’d talked to

earlier. Maybe she should go see if she was at the booth now. She checked the time. It

was still too early for anyone to be there except for Cindi. “I don’t understand how

George could have pulled the murder off. The night supervising nurse didn’t think it

was possible. Not with George ’s condition.”

“That’s what I keep telling Drew, but he says he must have real evidence to clear

him. And even if he does, we both know who the next suspect on his list will be.”

Shirley flopped into a chair. “God is having a chuckle a t my expense.”

“I don’t think that’s true. But we need to find out more about who Lizzy thinks she’s

marrying. And more about William Jully. I think the answer is there. Who else

wanted him dead or out of the way and why?” Rarity stood to help a woman who had

grabbed a stack of best-sellers. “You look like you’ve got some free time o n your



hands.”

“The kids are leaving with their grandparents for spring break tomorrow, and I have a

full week of no school drop-offs or pickups, no making lunches or even dinner unless

I want to cook.” The woman grinned. “I’m curling up in my pajamas when I get

home and reading until I fall asleep. It’ s mommy time!”

“Well, I’ve read several of these, and you’ll love them.” Rarity rang up the purchase

and gave the woman back he r credit card.

“They may be going to Disneyland, but I’ll have my own fantasy world right here in

my living room. I feel guilty for being so happy about it.” She tucked the books into

her tote. “It’s such a blessing you opened your store here. The kids love coming into

the store and picki ng out books.”

Rarity hadn’t recognized the woman, but she greeted Katie and Shirley by name as

she left the tent. “We live to serve,” she said after the w oman had left.

“I hear that comment from a lot of people. They used to go into Flagstaff or order

online, but now they can pop into our bookstore. Sedona has a lot of readers.” Katie

finished straightening the last table and came to sit with them.

“We’re about to get hit by the next wave of egg hunters, so if you need to do

anything, you should go now.” Shirley glanced at her watch.

“I’ll be right back.” Katie dashed ou t of the tent.

Rarity looked at Shirley. “Are you good? I should take Killer out for a minute.”

“I can wait. I’m going to grab me a slushy at the booth across the way in a few

minutes. Do you need one?”



“Of course I do.” Rarity clicked the leash on Killer. “I’ll take him with me and then

I’ll hit the restroom after he does his business. If you leave before I get back, take the

money for the slushies out of the cash drawer. And get one f or Katie too.”

“Raspberry?” Shirley asked.

“Is there any other kind?” Rarity grinned as she stepped out from the tent int o the hot

sun.

The spring festival was in full bloom. Booths were busy with people wandering

through and checking out the merchandise up and down the rows. Sam’s crystal

booth was on the other side of the park, and Rarity headed over to see how she was

doing. As she did, she passed by Archer’s hiking tour booth. Jack, Archer’s assistant,

was leaning on the table, talking with a couple as he spread out a map of the area.

Archer wasn’ t in the booth.

Jack looked up and waved at her. She waved back but kept walking. She didn’t need

Jack telling Archer that she’d been looking for him. They were almost okay after last

night’s walk home. He still had something he wasn’t telling her, but according to

him, it didn’t have anything to do with them as a couple. Maybe their future, but for

right now, they were fine. That’s what she’d told him last night, that she understood.

Now she had to act like it.

Another woman was manning the Sedona Memory Care booth and Killer went

toward the booth, following a smell. It was a sign. At least Rarity was treatin g it that

way.

“What a cute little Yorkie!” the woman exclaimed as she came around her table to

lean down to greet Killer. She held out the back of her hand, and when Killer licked

it, she took that as his okay for her to pet him. “Wha t’s his name?”



“Killer.” Rarity laughed when the woman jerked her hand away. “It’s fine. I’m not

sure why his first owner decided to name him that, but he’s a sweetheart. So you

work at the nursing home?”

“Memory care center. Don’t let Sally hear you call it a nursing home. She gets touchy

about that.” The woman stood and held out her hand. “Marsha Graves, I’m the s ocial

worker.”

“Oh, so you do admissions and discharges,” Rarity said. She’d been chatting with

Shirley about the entry process at the facility. “I’m Rarity Cole. You must know my

friend Shir ley Prescott.”

“Shirley’s a sweetheart. I’ve been trying to get her to come to my spouse support

group, but she tells me she’s got something on Tuesday nights.” Marsha scanned the

crowd. “I’m not sure this is a good crowd for the booth, but you can’t tell Cindi

anything about marketing. The girl thinks she knows everything. Then she called in

today, sick. I think she was out drinking with her Flagstaff friends. What did they use

to call it? Brown bottle flu? It’s not like Sally isn’t loading me up with the reports

that William was supposed to be doing.”

Rarity laughed at the joke. Of all the people she’d met who worked at the memory

care center, she liked Marsha the best. “I shouldn’t laugh. I was sorry to hear about

Mr. Jully’s death. I’d only met him once when we brought in the pet therapy dogs. He

didn’t seem happy abo ut the event.”

“Believe me, William Jully wasn’t happy about anything. It wasn’t the cute, adorable

puppies that got him worked up into a dither either. Anything that interrupted his

quiet evenings was a problem. He tried to get me to move my support group off-site.

He said it disrupted the patients’ evening routine since members would stop in to see

their loved ones before they left. And from the piles of reports I’m having to do now,

it’s not like he was using his quiet time to work.” She shook her head. “But here I am,



gossiping about a dead guy. Sorry, I shouldn’t take my frustrations out on you. Are

you here wi th your kids?”

“Actually, no. I’m single and childless. I run the Next Chapter, the local bookstore.

We have a booth here.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, I should have recognized the name. I’ve stopped by on my days off,

before. I’m never off in time to visit after work and the only day you’re open late is

Tuesday.” Marsha’s eyes widened. “And that’s why Shirley’s not available for my

family support group. Some sort of book club, right?”

Rarity smiled and pulled Killer back from his wandering. He was ready to continue

their stroll. “Yes. It started as a breast cancer survivors’ book club, but now, we have

a lot of different people. We read mostly mysteries and some best-sellers. The

conversation i s always fun.”

Marsha narrowed her eyes. “I hear you guys get involved in the local murder

mysteries too. Are you investigating J ully’s death?”

Rarity didn’t see the point in lying, so she nodded. “We’ve been looking into it. Of

course, we’re not law enforcement, so there are limitations, but sometimes we figure

out the motive and the culprit.”

“William Jully was a fast talker and, in my opinion, lied on his resume. He hadn’t

worked in the long-term care industry long. When I first used the term ‘census,’ he

had no idea I was talking about the residents and when we count our patients. We

have to report that to the state agency that monitors long-term care. This is one of the

reports we’re way behind on so I’m picking up the slack. If he hadn’t died, he would

have been fired soon. I’m sure of it.” A couple stopped at the table and was looking at

the flyers. “Sorry, I’ve got to go. Stop by the facility and I’ll buy yo u some coffee.”



Rarity thought that she might bring coffee. According to Shirley, the coffee the home

served was decaf. Mostly to keep the residents from getting the real thing

accidentally. She finished her walk and then headed back to the tent. The number of

people milling about had increased around her, which meant that the bookstore was

probably busy as well.

The line was snaking around the tent when she got back. This time, the middle-grade

and young adult table was quickly being cleared. Both Katie and Shirley were

checking customers out.

“I can help the next person with cash,” Shirley called out, waving two boys and a

frazzled mom over to her side of the table.

Rarity tied Killer to the table where he could reach his water and his bed and stood in

between Katie and Shirley. “I’ll b ag the books.”

The system worked well until Shirley ran out of people paying cash. Rarity pulled up

her phone to the app they used for taking payments and traded pl aces with her.

By the time they were done with the rush, the tent had cleared out. Rarity glanced at

her watch. “It’s almost noon. Everyone went to grab food.”

“Well, I’m hanging around, then. I don’t want to waste my time standing in line in

the heat.” Katie grabbed a bottle of water. “I can’t believe how many books w e’re

selling.”

“Me either. But we didn’t do this festival last year. It’s going on the must-do list as

soon as I get back to the office. And I’ve already decided that next year we’re

bringing in children and middle-grade authors to sign. Either at the festival or at the

bookstore maybe on the days around it.” Rarity unclipped Killer’s leash and put on

his longer lead. He didn’t even raise his head from where he’d been sleeping . He was



tired.

“Well, don’t worry about lunch, we’ve got you covered.” Jonathon, Edith, and what

had to be Drew’s sister came into the tent with bags from a local Mexican restaurant.

They set the food on the table behind the one they’d used for the cash register.

Joanna Torres came and hugged Rarity. “My mom and dad talk about you all the

time. Manuel’s cousin runs Tequila and Lime out on the highway, so we thought

we’d bring over a selection of their menu. I hope you like Tex-Mex.”

“Are you kidding? I love it.” Rarity took a deep breath and groaned. A bark came

from under the table. “And the smell woke up Killer too. Don’t worry, buddy, I’ll

find something to feed you.”

“Savannah finished her egg race this morning and got three eggs.” Edith took the

baby out of the stroller that they’d parked by the side of the tent out of the way. “I bet

tomorrow she’ll double that since she knows wha t’s going on.”

“I’m glad she didn’t push that one boy away from the green one she went after last

before the bell rang. She’s ruthless.” Jonathon rubbed under Savannah’s chin. “I think

she’ll carry on the family tradition of going into law enforcement.”

“He’s already bought her a sheriff star and cowboy hat,” Joanna complained with a

smile. “I want her to go into the arts. Maybe become a famous author or painter.

Maybe you can keep Dad busy here in Sedona while I take her to finger pai nting

classes?”

Edith bounced the baby. “Savannah will do what she wants to do, no matter what you

two think. It’s amazing how fast babies show their personality, ri ght, Shirley?”

“What they like now is not usually their final choice. I swear, Kathy changed her



major ten times before she even started college.” Shirley held out her hands for the

baby. “Ca n I hold her?”

“Of course,” Joanna said before Edith could respond.

Edith and Rarity went over to the table and started unpacking the food. “I wanted to

tell you how happy we are that you’re finding Marilyn’s books to get back to the

kids. It was such a loss when they were stolen. Not only financially. Caleb went a

little crazy with grief. His mom used to read him those storie s at bedtime.”

“I’m sure Archer’s dad is happy to have at least two books back.” Rarity’s stomach

growled as the smell of the food hit her. She set out the plates and opened all the

containers. “ Ready to eat?”

The look on Edith’s face stopped Rarity from moving. “W hat did I say?”

“I doubt that anyone has told him. Archer’s dad isn’t well. I’m surprised Archer

hasn’t mentioned this to you. The kids are trying to care for Caleb at home—Archer

and Dana, I mean. June, that’s Archer’s mom, washed her hands of the man years

ago. He’s not doing well, I hear.” Edith turned back to the group. “Food is ready.

Shirley and Katie, you two get up here with Rarity. You need to eat before you get hit

with another wave of customers. Although I hear Jonathon’s been helping out at t he

bookstore.”

“I’m a pro as long as they give me cash.” Jonathon grabbed a chair and sat down at

the register. “You kids eat, and I’ll get whatever is left. But save me some ch ips and

guac.”

“I’ll get you a bowl to tide you over. I know you’re starving to death,” Edith teased as

she patted her husband o n the stomach.



Rarity quickly got food and then stood by Edith. She wanted to continue this

conversation. “Who else knows about Archer’s dad?”

Edith handed Jonathon his chips and then turned back to Rarity. “I suspect the whole

town knows by now. Joni Martin over at Carole’s Diner has a contribution jar up at

the diner. I hear she’s doing one of those GoFundMe pages where anyone can

contribute. They’re trying to make sure that the medical bills and funeral costs are

covered.”

Rarity sat and ate her lunch, but she kept going back to why the books were left at her

store. She’d seen and even put money into the contribution jar, but she hadn’t read

the flyer taped on the jar. It was something she did as part of the community. She

finished eating and, before Edith left, went over to talk to her again. “Can you ask

Drew if you can look at the security tapes from my shop? I’d like to know if you

recognize anyone. We don’t know who is dropping these books off. They must know

about my connection to Ar cher, though.”

Edith glanced at Jonathon. “We’re heading home now so that Savannah can nap.

We’re going to Flagstaff this evening for dinner. I’m sure I can talk Drew into letting

me see the video. I’ll call you after I d o either way.”

Rarity couldn’t help Archer with his dad’s condition, but maybe she’d found a way to

help Drew find Marilyn Ender’s killer. Or at least a clue for the cold case.
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Except for the carnival rides and food trucks, the rest of the festival, including

pictures with the Easter Bunny, was ending around two on Sunday. As Rarity walked

with Killer into town, she was looking forward to a short day. Shirley had already

told her she would work the bookstore on Monday, so Rarity planned on doing as

little as poss ible tomorrow.

Of course, life never worked out that way.

Before she got to Main Street, she saw Archer walking toward her. When he met up

with her, he took her tote and leaned down to pick up Killer. The dog was going

crazy, jumping to see him. “Good morning, Killer. And to you as well, Rarity.”

He leaned in and kissed her, taking he r by surprise.

“Well, good morning, Archer.” She touched his face where stubble was showing. He

hadn’t shaved that morning. She liked th e scruffy look.

“I thought I’d walk you in, but I guess I’m late.” He turned around and, linking her

arm in his, headed to the park. “Have you had a g ood festival?”

“I’ve had a great festival. Lots of parents and kids buying books. I’m already

planning for our presence next year, including upping the supply of books I bring.”

She rubbed Killer’s head as Archer still held the pup. “Wh at about you?”

“Funny, I’ve booked a lot of family hikes. I guess we’re seeing the same

demographic. Jack was disappointed that his all-day hike through the vortexes wasn’t

booked for next Saturday, but I’m sure when we open it up online, he’ll fill the



bookings.” Archer looked at her. “I guess I should start writing these observations

down for next yea r’s planning.”

“I’ve already made notes for next year in my online calendar. I didn’t get this kind of

sales during the fall festival. I almost didn’t get a booth for this weekend.” She

paused, wondering if she should change the subject. “Edith told me about your dad.

I’m sorry you and Dana are deali ng with this.”

He let his head hang and Killer snuggled closer. The dog could read emotions better

than most people. And Archer was hurting. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. It’s hard to

talk about Dad. Once Grandma Ender was murdered, he changed. He used to take me

on hikes and play ball, but then he stopped. He didn’t even go to my graduation

ceremony. Or Dana’s for that matter. She got the worst of it. She was a daddy’s girl.

Without him, she was devastated. I should have told you. I worried that you’d think I

was defective or something.”

“Seriously? You thought a health condition would upset me? Cancer girl?” She put

her hands on her hips in a Superman stand. When Archer laughed, she dropped the

pose and took his arm. “Nothing you could tell me would make me think less of you.”

“Well, that’s where I’ve been lately. At Dad’s in Flagstaff. He made Dana and me

promise to go check out Arthur’s store that day you saw us. He’s certain Arthur killed

Grandma for the books.” Archer rolled his eyes. “He had this murder board thing

pasted all over the wall in the dining room. It was crazy with the yarn and stuff like

you see in movies. Dana took it down as soon as she got there. He’s bedridden, so he

doesn’t know, and he keeps giving us notes to put on the wall.”

They were at the park in front of Rarity’s booth now. She unlocked the tent flap and

put the key and the lock in a pouch on the inside of the tent. The festival organizers

had people coming to take down the tents that evening. They had to be out no later

than five, but Rarity thought with Archer’s help, they should be out by four. Then



Rarity could go home, swim, an d order pizza.

“I’m sorry about that.” Rarity turned to Archer. “It must be hard keeping everything

going. Why don’t you let Jack run the shop for a while? Spend more time w ith your

dad.”

He set her tote on the table then clipped Killer onto his lead, finally setting him down.

He must have needed the dog as much as Killer had wanted to see one of his favorite

humans. “I hate leaving Dana alone with him all day, but working keeps me sane.

Especially when I do a hiking tour. There’s something about getting outside in nature

that cl ears my head.”

“I get that.” She hugged him. “Just do what you need. Can you still come to help me

move everything back to the store today?”

“I’ll be here no later than three. It shouldn’t take too long to pack up my tent, but you

never know about any latecomers. Then I’ll drop you off first. I’d come over tonight,

but Dana’s been with Dad most of the weekend. I need to do my share.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m swimming and ordering pizza. I’ll watch a chick flick so

you won’t miss out.” Rarity even knew which one she was going to watch.

He laughed and kissed her again. “You’re the best, Rarity Cole.”

Katie came in as he was leaving. “You two make such a cute couple. I hope my next

boyfriend is finally my soulmate. I’m tired of k issing frogs.”

“It can take a while. I almost married one.” Rarity glanced at the handcart Katie had

brought in with her. “Did you find all the books on the list? I expected you to be a

little la ter than now.”



“Shirley and I went to the shop last night and packed everything up. I kept the boxes

in my SUV overnight. I hope that’s all right.” She set the handcart by a mostly empty

kids’ table. “We’re going to have to restoc k this month.”

“It’s a first-world problem to have. I hope we sell some of these today and that I

didn’t waste your time bringing over more books. Let’s get these unpacked before

people star t showing up.”

“The parking lot is already filling up. The carnival starts at nine and the kids want

one more ride.” Katie grinned as she added, “At least I did when I was that age. I

couldn’t get enough of the scary rides.”

They quickly unpacked the additional boxes. If Rarity had judged the sales potential

for Sunday right, she might not need much help getting things back except for the

tables, chairs, and display setups. She was going to have a good month. Maybe even

some money to put back in her emergency fund that had been sucked almost dry due

to the need for an air conditioner last year. She needed to make sure she had enough

to cover the next emergency. Lik e a leaky roof.

Katie handled the customers as Rarity did some internet research on Arthur Wellings.

There wasn’t much there. He wasn’t on Facebook or any of the social media sites. He

had a business presence, and he posted sales and newly acquired rare books.

Including the copy of The Hobbit she’d bought. Tomorrow she’d take it to the

university, as the professor she’d hired for an estimate wanted to see the book. Which

reminded her that she needed to have someone build a case to display it in the

bookstore. Or maybe she should keep it at the house. So many decisions for one

book.

Archer’s dad thought Arthur was involved in Marilyn’s murder. Maybe she could talk

to him about the bookseller’s interactions with Marilyn. It was worth a shot. She

made a note i n her calendar.



Then she opened her email. William Jully’s prior position at a Tucson nursing home

had been listed in his bio. She looked up the nursing home and found its

administration email addresses. Admissions would probably be a marketer, like

Cindi, and not helpful. But if she could get the social worker, maybe that person

would be more open about why William had left. Rarity carefully crafted an email,

letting them know that William had died and wondering if they had contact

information for other facilities where he’d worked since he didn’t seem to have fami

ly in the area.

Rarity read the email again and then hit Send. The social worker’s name wasn’t

listed, only the title in the email address. The message seemed to hit the right notes.

Friendly but curious. She might get some information on William Jully that could

lead to a reason he’d been killed, besides George’s jealousy. Or Terrance defendi ng

his friend.

The tent was starting to get busy, so she tucked the murder book and her laptop away.

She might have some big news for Tuesday night’s gathering. Or at least she could

list off the things she had done, so they wouldn’t all be doing the same things and g

etting nowhere.

* * *

Shirley had shown up after church to help, so by the time the festival closed at two,

they were in a good place to start boxing up the unsold books. Rarity grabbed the

leftover cardboard and headed out to the recyc ling dumpster.

Sally Ball, the administrator for Sedona Memory Care, was heading toward Rarity.

She smiled and waved, but the woman didn’t acknowledge her. Sally was on the

phone and walking fast. One of the boxes slipped out of Rarity’s hand, and she

stopped to pick it up and adjust the rest of the cardboard. As she juggled everything,

Sally s trolled by her.



“I hated doing this, but it’s gone. Protecting the facility is my only goal at this time.

You need to make sure your working files are clear too. I hate to see you have

issues,” Sally said into the phone as she pa ssed by Rarity.

Rarity looked up when she didn’t hear anything else. Sally was gone. What had Sally

been talking about getting rid of? Something about William Jully? Or was there

something else she was hiding? What was she protecting the facility from?

She’d have a lot to talk about on Tuesday night. Maybe Shirley would h ave some

clue.

When she got to the oversized recycle bin, there were stairs leading up to the

opening. There had been a lot of cardboard from the festival. Including a lot of empty

candy boxes. She started to throw her boxes into the bin, but then she saw the manila

file folder. She set down her boxes then reached in to grab the folder, holding on to

the side of the bin and hoping she wouldn’ t fall inside.

Her fingers grazed the file and she stretched a little farther. She felt herself falling

forward as she grabbed the thick file. Fear gripped her as she felt her balance shifting.

Sh e was going in.

But as she tipped forward, strong hands surrounded her hips and pulled her back onto

the metal landing of the stairs. She turned and looked up into Jonathon’s concerned

face. “Thanks. What are you doing here? I thought you were in Flagstaff.”

“I came back early this morning to help Drew with a project. What did you drop into

the bin that was so important you’d risk being trapped in there?” Jonathon glanced

inside the recycle bin. “You know, I used to find bodies in dumpsters like this when I

worked the New York job.”

“I’m not sure.” Rarity nodded toward the file. Then she told him about the



conversation she’d heard—well, at least Sally’s side of the phone call. “She was

coming from this bin area, so when I saw a file, I thought maybe it held s ome

evidence.”

“If it does, you know Drew’s going to be upset with you for not calling for help.”

Jonathon grabbed the cardboard and tucked it all into the recycling bin. “Let’s go

back to your tent. I’d rather not be seen out here reading that file if it’s important.

Plausible deniability sometimes works with my son. I don’t want to be kicked out of

using his house as my Sed ona crash pad.”

When they got back, Shirley was alone in the tent. All the boxes had been packed and

all but one of the tables and chairs folded up. She was on one of the folding chairs,

crocheting as she waited, and Killer was still sleeping in his bed. “I see you found

her.” Shirley smiled as she looked up from her pattern. “I sent Katie home when

Jonathon agreed to help load Archer’s bus. She’s workin g on a paper.”

“Sorry, I should have taken Killer with me so you could have gone too.” Rarity set

the file on the table. “Let’s hope the papers I found are the current setup pages for the

festival and not what i t looks like.”

“There used to be a tab, but it was ripped off,” Jonathon added as he pointed at the

folder.

“Here goes nothing.” Rarity met his gaze, then op ened the file.

On the left was a note page with medical notations by day and time. The name on top

of the page had been blacked out, and the signatures were a blur. “Not m uch to go

on.”

Rarity flipped through all the notation pages on the left; they had all had the name

blacked out. Then she went to the right side. Tests, x-rays, blood work. Physical



therapy and occupational therapy notes. Even the social worker’s observation of

mood and activities had the patient’s name blacked out on the top. Any mention

inside the notes only said, patient .

She looked up at Jonathon and Shirley. “This has to be Ruth Agee’s file. What is in

here that’s so incriminating to the facility that Sally had to go to the trouble of

throwing it a way off-site?”

“She probably thought that since it was the festival, it would get lost with the other

garbage. But why did she throw it in recycling? Doesn’t someone go through that?”

Jonathon frowned as he turned pages.

“The garbage bin was right next door. She was on the phone; maybe she didn’t notice

the difference.” Rarity pointed out S ally’s mistake.

Shirley tucked her blanket into her bag then came around to look at the file. “This has

to be from Sedona Memory Care, though. See the watermark on the note pages?

That’s their crest. It changed a few years ago when they were bought out by a group

out of Phoenix. They had to change what forms they used to be consistent with the

corporation rules. Everyone was mad because they had to redo any notes in the last

three months, while the merger was in place, on the new paper and in th e new

format.”

“So Sally did throw this away.” Rarity heard a noise at the front of the tent. Archer

and Jack stood there, watching them.

“Is this a bad time?” Archer glanced at his watch.

Rarity closed the file and reached for her tote. “Nope. We were checking something

out. Jonathon, I’ll read this at home and then call you to come get it, or I could drop it

o ff at Drew’s.”



“I’ll be in Flagstaff tonight. I need to pick up Edith and the girls from the egg hunt

and we’re staying over and having dinner. I’ll come get it tomorrow when Edith and I

get back.” He nodded to Archer. “Where’s your bus? Let’s get this taken care of fast.

I’ve got to get back to the girls.”

Packing up and then unloading at the bookstore didn’t take much time at all. Shirley

had walked over from her church, so Jonathon drove her there to pick up her car.

They all hit the bookstore at about the same time. On the bus with Jack and Archer,

Rarity listened to Jack talk about his vortex hike next Saturday.

“You were right, dude. Most of the people today were young and if not single, they at

least didn’t have any rug rats. Not that I’m opposed to kids, I just hate having them

on hikes. They’re always whining and when they get tired, accidents happen. I’m al

ways on edge.”

He went on to tell a story about a kid hanging back and then getting off trail. “The

parents didn’t even notice until we were about twenty minutes past when he went off

trail. I’ll never hike with kids in the group without a follow- up guy again.”

“Did you find the kid?” Rarity didn’t like where this stor y was leading.

Jack laughed. “Sure, but going back to find him made us late for the next tour group.

Luckily that one didn’t have any kids. I could re lax a little.”

Archer met Rarity’s gaze in the rearview mirror and rolled his eyes. Apparently, he’d

heard Jack’s story before. Jack had been more worried about being late than a lost

kid? It takes all kinds, Rarity thought as she let the comment she had been going to

say fall away.

You never bit the hand that was feeding you. Or in this case, helpi ng move boxes.



The unloading didn’t take long, and Rarity took the extra time while she had Shirley

and Jonathon to put the tables and chairs away. The boxes they put into the back

room on the table.

“I’ll get that unpacked and shelved first thing tomorrow,” Shirley said, sitting down

on the bench to wave a fan in front of her face. “At least I know I don’t have to go

home and do my dancercise video today. My heart is pumping and I’m sweating, just

not wit h the oldies.”

“I should have turned on some music to get us going.” Rarity grabbed a bottle of

water. It wasn’t just Shirley who was fe eling the burn.

“I’m hitting the gym as soon as we’re done. CrossFit waits for no man.” Jack held up

his arm in a bod ybuilder pose.

“I’m swimming, then soaking in the hot tub afterward.” Rarity stretched her arms,

one after the other. “My n eck is tight.”

“I’m driving to Flagstaff to a hotel where I’m stretching out on the bed until it’s time

to take the girls to dinner,” Jonathon said. “You all are too active for me.” He leaned

down and patted Killer as he slept in his bookstore bed. “This guy’s got th e right

idea.”

“Well, thanks everyone for the assist.” Rarity picked up her tote. “Let’s go claim

some of this weekend f or ourselves.”

Jonathon stopped her as she was locking the door. “I can drive you and Killer home

be fore I leave.”

“That’s okay. It’s a nice day, not too hot for the little guy.” Rarity waved Jonathon

away. “Go be with Savannah. I’m sure she wants to tell you all about toda y’s egg



hunt.”

“She is always babbling about something,” Jonathon said as he walked tow ard his

truck.

Shirley paused by the door, watching the departing bus that held Archer and Jack. “If

you were being nice to Jonathon so he could get on the road, I can drop you off at

home.”

“I’d rather walk, but thanks for offering.” After Rarity put her keys away, she

followed Shirley’s gaze. Archer had said goodbye and that he’d try to call tonight

sometime. It depended on how things went. Rarity wanted to give him his space.

Besides, she didn’t have much choice in the matter.
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Archer didn’t call Sunday night, but after she’d swum the next morning, she came in

through the patio doors and found him in her kitchen, making breakfast. “Well, good

morning, this i s a surprise.”

“I hope a good one. I knocked, but then I heard you splashing in the pool, so I used

my key.” He turned and kissed her. “Denver omelets and hash browns. I hope you

aren’t going to work this morning.”

“No, Shirley is handling the store. I think she’s hiding from her daughter.” Rarity

pulled her towel closer. “Let me go change and I’ll be right out. Just don’t leave,

okay?”

“Wasn’t planning on it,” Archer confirmed. Killer barked at him and he shook his

head. “No human food today. At least not until we get this cooked. I don’t think you

like raw potatoes.”

“I’m not sure there is anything that dog doesn’t like,” Rarity said as she went into her

bedroom. She paused at the door. “I’ll be right out . Don’t leave.”

Rarity didn’t know why she was so worried, but the last month or so hadn’t been

exactly normal between th e two of them.

When she got back to the living room, he was sitting at the table. Breakfast was

already plated and waiting for her. He’d also poured coffee. She sat down and picked

up her cup. “This looks grea t. Thank you.”

“I know you’ve been busy with the store and all. I wanted some time for us. I wanted



to update you on what’s be en happening.”

“If you want. I’m not going to push.” She picked up her fork and started eating. She

was waiting fo r him to talk.

“Edith probably told you that Dad’s not doing well. She came over to visit this week.

I don’t think Dad has much time. But he’s alert and convinced he has to find

Grandma’s books. I thought that maybe telling him about the books resurfacing

would help, but it’s made him more frantic. He said there’s a secret he never told us.

A secret he can’t tell us.” Archer leaned over and put his head in his hands. “I can’t

deal with all of this. He’s freaking me out. I know it’s the pain meds messing with his

mind, but what if h e gets worse?”

“That must be hard.” Rarity wasn’t sure how to respond, but she knew that Archer

was hurting. “Look, you take as much time with your family as you need. Don’t

worry about me. Killer and I will be here when you need us.”

“That’s just it, I want to be here, not there. I can’t leave Dana alone with him. He’s

been combative and hard to deal with. The nurse says it’s normal for his stage, but it

means Dana can’t be there alone for long. He was sleeping when I left. I told her to

text if she needed me.” He started eating. Then he set down his fork. “Rarity, I’m

worried that Dad’s condition might be hereditary. What if I bring bad genes to our

kids?”

“One, we don’t have kids, and two, remember, I already have cancer in my health

history. I think you should be more worried about my genes passing down to our

imaginary rug rats. Is this why you were hesitant about moving in with me?” Now the

last few weeks were beginning to make sense.

“Partially. I didn’t want to spring this whole thing with Dad on you. Dana and I are

struggling enough. You shouldn’t have to deal with it too.” He took a bite of his



omelet.

“I cook at the house for Dad and Dana . It calms me.”

“You’re a good man, Archer Ender. I’m here no matter what’s going on. Just tell me

what you need.” When Archer didn’t reply, she squeezed his hand and changed the

subject. Standing, she went to the kitchen and retrieved the coffeepot to refill their

cups. “So how many books were stolen from your grandmother’s house? Just the

two?”

“Four rare and valuable books were taken that night. Two of them have shown up at

your bookstore in the last two weeks. All that’s missing is a first-edition copy of The

Fellowship of the Ring by Tolkien and an early Nancy Drew. Not sure which one, but

my Dad had the list on his crazy board. Now it’s in a box on the floor. I could go

through the madness and text you.” He leaned back in his chair. “Why now? Why are

the books showing up now? Is it because of my dad’s condition? And if so, why

didn’t whoever took them just give them ba ck years ago?”

“Since your grandmother was killed during the robbery, maybe they couldn’t risk

exposing themselves.” Rarity thought about the copy of The Hobbit she’d bought at

the bookstore. “Hey, I’m heading into the Lost Manuscript in Flagstaff later today. I

was planning on talking to the owner about collecting additional rare books and what

I should be looking for. Maybe you should come along? Or m eet me there.”

“I’d love to, but Dana’s got an appointment later today and I’ve got to go back to

Dad’s. Jack’s handling the store. No hikes are scheduled until this weekend. It’s a

juggling act.” He stood and kissed her. “Let me know if any more random books

show up at your shop.”

Rarity walked him to the door and watched as he drove his Jeep away. She felt bad

that Archer was going through this. It was hard to lose a parent, especially when the



kids were in charge of everything. Life didn’t prepare you to deal with a dying loved

one. There wasn’t a class at school or required reading on how to deal with your

emotions or on what to do for your parent when they need help. Rarity wondered if

Archer had any aunts or uncles that he could contact. Sometimes having someone

there who knew the family helped.

Or not. Rarity sent a blessing up in the air to his family and then pulled her to-do list

closer. She wanted to relax since this was the only day she had off this week, but she

had things on her mind. Including William Jully’s death. She’d told Jonathon that she

would read the file they’d found last night, but instead, she’d watched reruns of

Project Runway . She loved competition shows where everyone had a dream. She’d

found strength in the shows when she was uprooting her life a few years ago. She’d

found her dream. She hoped others coul d do the same.

This morning, instead of turning on the television, Rarity sat at the table and opened

the file. She had her murder notebook open as well and started making notes. Drew

would probably be over soon to pick up the file since she was certain that Jonathon

had mentio ned it to him.

She wrote Ruth Agee with a question mark, then made notes on her age and other

identifying information. The woman was Hispanic with curly hair and was eighty-

two. She had dementia, but other than that, she was healthy. She went to physical

therapy three times a week and had been settled enough to take walks in the park

most days. The file also had a personal trust accounting, but even though it had a few

hundred in the account, the spending d idn’t seem off.

Rarity frowned. If Ruth was this healthy, why had she died? And why did George

think that William Jully was involved i n her passing?

She went through all the pages, but nothing jumped out. Even her blood tests were

good. A note from a doctor during an annual visit mentioned that the patient was



expected to live several more years and needed a social evaluation regarding the

current placement and funding avail able for care.

As Rarity went through the pages, there was no report from the social worker, but

there was a note from the business office manager, McKenzie Jones, that the patient’s

financial status would cover several more years of care at her current rat e of

spending.

“Too bad you didn’t live to spend all your money.” Rarity closed the file. Nothing

jumped out that screamed, This is why I was killed . No conspiracy theory issues. No

lack of funds. Sedona Memory Care would have been better off if she had lived

longer. “So why did you die? Was it your time? Heart attack?”

She called Shirley. “Hey, quick question. If someone was transferred to the hospital,

would it show in their file at the home?”

“Definitely. I used to check George’s file for any updates. Once, I was out of town

and they took him in for a test at the hospital. The time he left and the time he came

back was noted, and on his bill that month, they listed a transfer.” Shirley paused. “Is

this about the fi le you found?”

“Yeah, there’s nothing about how she died or when. The notes stop October fifth.”

She wrote the date on her notepad. “I guess I need to find out when and how Ru th

Agee died.”

“Well, I’m at the bookstore now; if you need anything, let me know. I’ve got several

friends from my church here. Kathy’s talking about going home later this week. I

have to say, I’ll be glad to be back to a normal schedule. She keeps asking if I’m okay

or if I need something. She’s making me feel old. She rearranged all my plasticware

yesterday.” Shirley paused and said something to someone at the other end. “Sorry, I

need to go. And don’t worry about the leftover books from the festival. I’ve already



got th em reshelved.”

As soon as she hung up, Killer ran to the door, barking. Rarity went and opened the

door to a surprised Drew, who looked like he was about to knock. “You’re here for

the file?”

She opened the door wider, and Killer ran out to greet his friend. Drew swept him up

in his arms and stepped inside. “So are you psychic now? You open the door before I

knock and know why I’m here?”

“I pay attention. Killer outed you on the porch. He must have heard your steps or

maybe when you parked your truck in the driveway.” She walked into the kitc hen.

“Coffee?”

“I have time for a cup.” He followed her and sat at the table. “So what did you think

of the fil e? Any clues?”

“It might be Ruth Agee’s, I’m not sure. The name of the patient has been blacked out.

Do we know when she died?” She handed him a cup. “She had funds to pay for the

nursing home for several more years. I doubt they wa nted her gone.”

He pulled out his notes. “Since George was ranting about Ruth Agee, I asked Marsha

Graves, the social worker, to look her up. Ruth was losing cognitive abilities, but she

was healthy. Marsha said she enjoyed painting in her craft room at the facility. They

had an aide who worked with her and took her for walks outside the facility. She was

shocked to come in to work on a Monday and find that she’d passed on duri ng the

night.”

“Did she say who inherited her money?” Rarity realized she hadn’t thought of that

question, so she wrote it down in her notebook.



“I didn’t ask.” Drew tapped the file. “W hy would you?”

“Sally Ball went to great lengths to destroy this file. If it’s Ruth’s, why would she do

that unless it linked the care center with a crime?” Rarity sipped her coffee. “What

have you found out about W illiam Jully?”

“You mean his death?” Drew was still petting Killer, but Rarity felt his eyes watching

her reactions.

“Actually no, about his life. Who was he? Why did he leave the other nursing homes?

I found he worked in two. One in Tucson and one in Flagstaff.” She met Drew’s

gaze. “And yes, why would some one kill him?”

He sipped his coffee. “You’re looking for someone besides George in a fit of rage.”

“Can’t be a fit of rage since it was an overdose. That’s methodical and planned. Rage

is immediate, reactive.” Rarity ran her finger over the top of her cup. “But as for

George, yes—I’m looking for someone else. Especially since Lizzy Hamilton is

talking about being released from the care center and how her fiancé is going to

marry her. Is there any chance she knew William before he came to Sedona Memory

Care?”

Drew kissed Killer on the head before setting him down on the floor. He stood,

grabbing the file. “Usually, you have a stronger theory than all the se questions.”

“What can I say, I’m off my game.” She smiled at him. “It’s probably Archer’s

family issues that are clouding my instinct.”

“Or having George and Terrance looking like they’re on the hook for Jully’s murder.”

He paused for a minute. “How’s Shirley doing w ith all this?”



“She’s working. If she keeps busy, she doesn’t have to think.” Rarity stood and

followed him to the door. “Is there any way that George didn’t do it? The floor nurse

doesn’t think he could have figured out the right meds or dosage to kill someone.”

“I’m waiting for a report from a doctor I asked to examine George. I hope to have

him out of solitary before the end of the week. I agree. I can’t see the guy actually

planning and pulling this together. But then, Terrance was seen both arguing with

Jully and in the administration wing the night of his death. I’m sure you didn’t want

to hear that either.” He opened the door. “Neither option is a good one. Oh, and one

more thing, my mom didn’t recognize anyone new on your security video. She said to

tell you s he was sorry.”

“It was a long shot, anyway. I think we’re looking too narrowly. I’m sure the answer

is in Jully’s history. Maybe the sleuthing gang can find some other suspects for you.”

She g rinned at him.

“If I didn’t know Dad was part of your group, I’d shut you down for interfering with

an investigation. I hope having my father there keeps you guys from doing something

stupid.” He stepped out on the porch.

“Hold on, buddy. We’ve given you valuable information before. Don’t forget that.”

After he’d acknowledged her comment, he hurried to his truck. Rarity leaned on the

doorframe and watched him leave. Killer sat on the porch, watching him as well. She

knew that Drew worried about the group and one of them getting put in a

compromised position. But everyone was being care ful. She hoped.

When she went back inside, she spent a few minutes writing out the questions she’d

asked Drew. Maybe Jonathon could answer some of them or follow up with his son.

She felt like she had at least something to add to tomor row’s meeting.

Then she smiled at Killer. “Do you want to go with me to Flagstaff?”



Killer went to stand by the back door. His signal to her that he needed outside. Rarity

thought he might not know they were taking a road trip, but he’d be good company

for her as she drove. And maybe she’d find out more about Marilyn Ender’s missing

books. At least she’d be doing something, even if it wasn’t looking into Jully ’s

background.

When she got to the small strip mall, she took Killer over to a grassy area in case and

as she waited, Gretchen came out of the small pet store that was next to the

bookstore. Rarity waved and ca lled her name.

Gretchen smiled and walked over, but Rarity could tell she hadn’t recognized her

from their pet care night at the nursing home. “Hi, I bet you don’t remember me,”

Rarity started as she stepped toward her. “I’m Rarity Cole. I w as at Sedona—”

“Memory Care night.” Gretchen smiled back as she made the connection. “Sorry,

when I see people out of context, it takes a while. What are you doing in Flagstaff?

You own the Sedona book store, right?”

“I do, and I wanted to talk to you about doing an adoption Saturday event at the store.

I sent an email, but you’ve probably been busy. I’ve got two teenagers attached to the

bookstore who are going to grow up to be future community activists. They love

planning events, but I wanted to make sure it was something you did before I floated

the idea to them.”

“Are you kidding? I’d love to do an adoption event. If anything, it raises awareness of

spaying and neutering. And sometimes, we get some forever homes for our charges.”

Gretchen reached into her purse and handed Rarity a card. “I’m so excited about

more events in Sedona. I was afraid that William Jully would have talked Sally into

canceling next month’s event at the facility. He had me kicked out of the Flagstaff

Extended Care facility last year because of one accident. He thinks the do gs are

dirty.”



“You knew Jully when he worked at Flagstaff Extended Care?” Rarity didn’t bring

up the fact that Jully wouldn’t be canceling any events anytime soon.

“Yeah, he was the night manager there too. I heard he left under questionable

circumstances, but I never found out the details. I was shocked to see him in Sedona.

Of course, he was his normal snarky self.” She leaned down and rubbed Killer’s

head. “Aren’t you adorable? Anyway, I’ve got to get home. My dog was out of wet

food this morning, so she’s probably eating the curtains right now. A cobbler’s kids ,

am I right?”

Rarity watched as Gretchen hurried over to a small SUV and climbed inside. She was

parked next to an older red Corvette. Gretchen waved as she backed out of the

parking spot. Killer sniffed Rarity’s leg. She picked him up and put him in the puppy

purse, tucking his leash inside the tote with him. “Well, wasn’t that interesting?”

Killer leaned his head on the furry edge of the tote and closed his eyes. Apparently,

he didn’t agree with Rarity’s assessment of their accidental meeting with the shelter

administrator. But Rarity was feeling hopeful that maybe with one more stop, she

might find out more about why Jully had left the Flags taff facility.

She went inside the store, and an older woman sat reading at the cash register. She

looked up at Rarity and smiled. “Welcome to the Lost Manuscript bookstore. And

who’s the cutie i n your purse?”
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Having a cute dog was the best way to start conversations with strangers. It worked

for singles looking for a date. It worked for people new to town and wanting to

expand their contacts. And it worked for people like Rarity, who was looking for

information to solve a cold case. Rarity stepped closer to the older woman. She

looked familiar. Maybe she’d been in the store. “I’m Rarity Cole from Sedona, and

this is Killer. I’m sorry, have w e met before?”

The woman dropped her eyes and rubbed Killer’s head before retreating behind the

counter. “I do n’t think so.”

Rarity noticed she didn’t introduce herself. Weird. Especially since she’d been so

open and friendly at the beginning. She took another look and realized that she’d

been part of the pets on parade group that visited the extended care facility with

Gretchen’s group. “I believe I have seen you before. I don’t think we met, but we

both volunteered at the Sedona Memory Care with the dogs.”

The woman lifted her gaze from the computer screen. “That’s right. I did see you

there when I was leaving. Sorry, I don’t get out much. My dad owns the bookstore

but he’s not doing well, so I work here, a lot. So unless you’re a customer here, I

probably do n’t know you.”

“Oh, I think I met your dad the last time I was here. Arthur, right? He showed me a

copy of The Hobbit and talked me into buying it.” Rarity continued chatting, hoping

she’d find a way to casually weave in a question or two about the missing books from

Marilyn Ender. “I’ve never bought a rare book before. I’m going to put it up on a

shelf in my bookstore. I own the Next Chapter in Sedona. Have yo u been there?”



“A couple of times when I was in town.” The woman busied herself scanning through

the inventory on her computer. “I didn’t realize that book had been sold. Dad’s good

still at developing new bibliophiles. We should make up stickers or T-shirts to give

out to those like you who are new to the hobby of collecting books. Are you looking

to get the rest of the series? We don’t have anything now, but we always have new

sto ck coming in.”

“Yes. I was hoping to find the next book. The Fellowship of the Ring . I loved those

books growing up.” Rarity pulled out a card and pushed it toward her on the desk. “If

you have a recommendation, I would like to buy something for the shop. Maybe a

few books. Like a mystery or a fantasy. That way, I can use them to decorate the area

where the current books in that genre would be located. Oh, I know, an old Nancy

Drew woul d be perfect.”

This time, the woman coughed.

Rarity looked up from checking on Killer, who seemed to be sleeping, ignoring the

humans talking around him. “I’m sorry, are you okay?”

“It’s been a stressful time here with Dad and all,” she said. She sipped her coffee.

“Sorry, I didn’t introduce myself. I’m Daisy. I’ll keep an eye out for something

special for the bookstore. Do you have a price range?”

“Nothing over a grand. I’m not doing that well.” Rarity smiled as she glanced at her

watch. “Anyway, I need to finish my errands in town. I rarely get into Flagstaff, so

they all stack up. It was nice to meet you, Daisy. I mean, again. Will you be at the

next pet night at the nursing home?”

“I’m not sure yet. D ad, you know…”

Rarity nodded. “My boyfriend’s going through the same thing with his dad. He’s



younger than Arthur, but I’m afraid it’s not looking good.”

The woman blanched even whiter. Who was Daisy? And why did everything Rarity

said seem to ca use her stress?

When Killer and Rarity were back in her Mini Cooper, she paused a minute, thinking

about what had happened. Daisy had recognized her, or at least her bookstore, so why

pretend she didn’t? Or was there another reason Daisy hadn’t wanted to make a

connection with Rarity? Everything Rarity did added more questions to her long and

getti ng longer list.

She texted Archer and asked if he’d known Daisy. As Rarity sat in the car, staring at

the bookstore entrance, she got a text from Shirley. Hey, you have a package here.

It’s m arked personal.

Rarity glanced at the clock. She could make it back to Sedona before Shirley closed

up shop if she put the nursing home visit off unti l another day.

Curiosity got the better of her, and she texted Shirley that she was on her way but

coming from Flagstaff. What was the saying, a bird in the hand was worth two in the

bush. And she had a feeling that maybe the package was another one of Archer’s

books. What else would she be getting m arked personal?

She turned on the engine, turned up the tunes, and headed out of town. The first item

on her list, before she got too far from civilization, was stopping and getting lunch.

And a large soda. And a bottle of water for Killer. Rarity carried a collapsible bowl in

the car for him. She would eat in the park down the street from the drive-in, and then

take Killer for a short walk before heading home. Maybe she needed some walking

time to put what she’d learned today into perspective. Or at least clear her thoughts.

When she got back to Sedona and the bookstore, Shirley was alone in the shop. She



visibly relaxed as Rarity stepped in the doorway. “Oh, good, you’re here. Kathy’s

coming to get me. We’ve got a meeting with the nursing home administrator and

social worker. I hope they aren’t going to tell me they’re kicking George out. The

nearest one to Sedona is Flagstaff. I don’t want to be on that road all the time.”

Rarity wondered if Drew was going to be at the meeting as well. Maybe he had

cleared George of the killing. Rarity didn’t want to think about who was next on

Drew’s list. And she didn’t want to bring it up to Shirley.

She was saved from both by the bell over the front door ringing and Kathy walking

into the shop. “Oh, hi Kathy. Here to claim your mother?”

“I got back from the nursing home and talked with the business manager. That

woman is sloppy for a bookkeeper. Dad’s account is all over the place.” Kathy shook

her head and looked around the bookstore for Shirley. She didn’t seem happy.

“Anyway, that’s not your concern. As far as my mother, if I’d had my way, she

would stay home for a few weeks at least. You know this has to be hard on her.

Having Dad accus ed of murder.”

“And you know I’m standing right here. Able to think and make my own decisions

for my life.” Shirley rolled her eyes as she came out of the back room, holding her

oversized bag. She turned toward Rarity. “I’ll see you tomorrow at six for the

meeting. This one is heading to the airport tomo rrow morning.”

“Leaving so soon?” Rarity asked and got a glare from Shirley. Kathy pretended not to

notice her m om’s reaction.

“I’ve got to get back home. The laundry or dishes probably haven’t been done since I

left the house. My husband gets overwhelmed with the kids.” She picked up a book

on the royal family. “I’ve been meaning to read this. Can you ring it up fast for me? I

don’t want to be the reason we walk in late.”



Rarity rang up the book and gave Kathy her mom’s employee discount. When she

told Kathy the total, she frowned. “Was that on sale?”

“I gave you your mother’s discount. No worries.” Rarity smiled as she took the credit

card and completed th e transaction.

“The package is in the break room on the table. I’m sorry to leave before finishing the

closing tasks, but I’ll come in early tomorrow if there’s something that needs to be

done.” Shirley ran a finger down the closing list. “Although I’ve already completed

several of these within the last hour.”

“Come on, Mom, I’m parked out front.” Now Kathy waite d at the door.

Shirley sighed and nodded to Rarity. “See you tomorrow. Call me if you don’t find

something or need a better explanation. I’ll be home tonight.”

When the door closed, Rarity let out a long sigh of relief. “Those two are filled with

familiar angst. Everyone’s having family problems. Archer and Dana. Shirley and

Kathy. And Arthur and his daughter. Good thing it’s the two of us, r ight, Killer?”

But the little dog didn’t answer. He was already asleep in his bed by the fireplace.

Taking a road trip with Rarity had been too much for the Yorkie. Rarity went into the

back room and grabbed the envelope.

The contents and weight felt like a book. Rarity felt a bit of excitement. She carefully

opened the packet, and an ornate journal fell out of the padded envelope. She opened

the pages carefully. The pages were blank. It was just a nice journal.

She glanced into the envelope again, and a sheet of paper fell out. She picked it up off

the counter. Be sure to write down all your new adventures. K.



Rarity examined the return address. Nothing she recognized. It had been sent from

Denver. Who did she know in Denver with a first initial of K who would se nd her a

gift?

She sank on the stool she kept behind the counter and stared at the journal. The

answer to her question was nobody. She didn’t know anyone who lived in Denver.

And she wasn’t expecting any gifts fro m anyone else.

The bell over the door rang and two women walked in, chatting. Rarity tucked the

journal and note back into the envelope and put it under the counter. She wasn’t about

to take on any more mysteries. Not until she found the answers to the two, or more,

mysteries already front and cente r in her life.

No, today she was a bookseller. She’d put on her sleuthing hat tomorrow night during

the book club meeting. She focused on the two women and their banter. “So how can

I help you find your perfect read?”

* * *

Rarity kept her bookseller focus on right up until the Tuesday Night Sleuthing Club

opened the next evening with a pan of Shirley’s brownies on the table. The smell of

deep, dark chocolate filled the room. One of these with black coffee could keep you

up for days, but the insomnia was worth the price of the treat. Rarity watched as her

friends chattered while everyone got settled. There’d been no book discussion

scheduled this week. Their nonsleuthing members had called off after the last

meeting. As one would expect in a small town when a murder investigation was

going on and the club was involved, everyone knew what they were doing. Add in

Jonathon’s attendance, and the chance of the group only talking about a book was

slim to none.

Everyone had their notebooks out and a pen in hand. It was time to evaluate the clues.



Rarity turned the discussion to Shirley first. “What happened in the meeting at

Sedona Memory Care yesterday? Can y ou update us?”

Shirley had taken the last bite of her brownie. She held up one finger as she washed

the treat down with coffee. “Sorry, you took me by surprise. The meeting was civil.

They aren’t kicking George out. The doctor and the charge nurse both believe that

there is no indication that George is violent now or since he’s been in the facility.

Poor Kathy broke down in tears. She’d been more worried than I’d realized about

what might happ en to her dad.”

“Drew got the report from the nursing home this morning,” Jonathon confirmed.

“He’s not as convinced as George’s medical providers, but he’s willing to be open

minded.”

“Well, George didn’t kill that awful man, and Drew might need to work harder to

find out who did.” Shirley stared at Jonathon then continued. “Sally wants us to know

that William Jully’s memorial is being held at the Christian church in Flagstaff on

Thursday at ten. If anyone wants to come. She’s having a hard time finding friends

and fami ly to invite.”

No one said anything.

“The social worker told her that she was working that day and would be unable to

attend. Right there, during the meeting. I guess she works part-time at the Flagstaff

facility.” Shirley brushed off her hands and grabbed the afghan she w as working on.

“Jully worked at the Flagstaff home before coming to Sedona,” Rarity added.

“Gretchen from the animal shelter knew him from there. She said he was horrible

there like he was in Sedona. I wonder if the social worker knew hi m from there?”

Shirley shrugged. “I would assume so. Members of the admin team seem to work



together. At least they do at the Sedona home. Do you want to take a ride tomorrow

and see if there is anyone besides the social worker there willing to chat for a minute

about the guy? I need to visit anyway in case I need to move George in the future if

any other e pisodes occur.”

“After Mommy and Me, that would be great. Katie can hold down the fort while

we’re gone.” Rarity paused before turning to the whiteboard. “Moving George is your

cover story, right?”

Shirley smiled and nodded. “I know what to say without jeopardi zing the case.”

Jonathon held up his hand. “I’ll write here tomorrow. I haven’t been hanging out mu

ch this trip.”

Rarity wrote on the whiteboard, Find out more about William Jully when he worked

at Flagstaff Extended Care. “Anyone else have any reports or inform ation to give?”

Holly raised her hand. “I found the final probate report on Ruth Agee. Once probate

is completed, the court documents are public record. She died on November third and

her estate was distributed last month. She didn’t have relatives, but there were some

charity bequests and a late-in-the-game change. She left a good amount of her estate

to William Jully. The new will was signed by Ruth in October and notarized by the

business office manager at Sedona Memory Care, McKenzie Jones. I wonder if she

knew her boss was coming into a windfall. Or if she only notarized th e signatures.”

The group looked at each other. Finally, Malia stood to get another brownie. “We’re

saying someone who was charged with caring for the elderly instead befriended them,

then got them to change their will so they could gain financially when someone

passed on? Or worse, when Jully pushed them into their next reality? He was a Dr.

Death. Right he re in Sedona.”



“Potentially a Dr. Death,” Jonathon pointed out. “I don’t think anyone’s upset enough

about his death to try to protect his legacy. But there coul d be someone.”

“Like Lizzy Hamilton. I’m not sure she’s put together enough to pull off a lawsuit.”

Rarity nodded at Holly. “Anything else ab out the will?”

“Something weird, not about a will. It was about Lizzy Hamilton. Her sister filed for

conservatorship, saying that Lizzy isn’t fit to handle her own affairs.” She looked

around the group. “The judge asked to talk to Lizzy directly and the interview is

going to happen this Friday.”

“Wait, Lizzy thinks she’s getting sprung from the facility, but really, this sister is

clamping down tighter on her ability to get out.” Rarity shook her head. “I’ve talked

to Lizzy. I’m not sure she could survive in the real world. She’d fall for the first

scammer who told her that he loved her.”

“Maybe she did?” Jonathon was writing in his notebook.

Rarity set the marker down. “Jonathon, do you want to share with the rest of the

class?”

He shook his head. “Not yet. But I’m beginning to think that Lizzy’s the clue here. Or

the tip of the iceberg. Who’s going to the funeral with me on Thursday?”

Holly shook her head. “I’m working nights. I’l l be crashed.”

“Funerals freak me out.” Malia crossed her arms in front of her. “Not I, said the red

fox.”

Rarity saw the answer on Shirley’s face. She didn’t want to go. Jonathon nodded

when Rarity met his gaze and she wrote their names on the board.



She glanced around the room. “Anything else we should be looking into?”

“I’m going to go talk to Terrance and find out why Drew thinks he’s a good suspect. I

know he didn’t like Jully because of the way he treated the residents. But maybe

there’s something more. Something more direct.” Shirley didn’t look up from the

crocheting project in her lap. “I couldn’t go when Kathy was here, but I can go now. I

trust Terrance and I don’t think he killed anyone.”

“Now we have to prove that and find out who did kill Jully. I think the suspect pool is

opening up a little. Drew needs to do a deeper dive into Jully and his history.” Rarity

glanced at Jonathon. She didn’t want to be the one to tell Drew that he was looking at

the wrong suspects. But it wasn’t fair for Jonathon to have to be the Drew whi sperer

either.

The smile on his face proved to Rarity that even though Jonathon didn’t read minds,

he did have a little insight into people. And he’d understood her look. Jonathon’s

insight was a lot like the amazing Kresto, who performed at kids’ birthday parties all

over Sedona. The magician even had a little bunny that lived inside his black top hat.

At least it did dur ing the party.

If only solving a murder was as easy as a magic trick. And killers were simple to pull

out of a hat, like Kresto’s bunny.

Rarity looked at her meager list on the whiteboard. There was one more thing.

Something she’d heard at the festival. “We need to talk to Sally and try to find out

what she thought she was hiding when she threw away that file a nd from whom.”

If the woman would even consider telling her the truth. From what Rarity could see,

Sally was all about herself and her job. If she thought the secret would destroy her

memory care center, she would hold it forever. Or at least until someone with

authority asked. Authority was the one thing Rarity didn’t have. And something that



Sally would never give up. Even during a casual conversation with someone consi

dered a friend.
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Archer came to the bookstore as the book club ended. Rarity was finishing cleaning

up with Jonathon and Sam when he came inside. Rarity felt a smile come out of

nowhere when the door opened. The other two left quickly after Arc her’s arrival.

“Do I know how to clear a room or what?” Archer looked around and found Killer

sleeping in the bed by the fireplace. He went over and grabbed the pup. “Anything

else that we need to do before I walk you home? Dana’s with Dad. He’s asleep, but I

don’t like leaving her there for long alone with him. Sometimes he ha s bad dreams.”

“You didn’t need to worry about me getting home. I’m sure Jonathon or Sam would

have stayed and walked with me.” Rarity walked over and kissed him and then

tucked her murder book into her tote. “And you didn’t scare them off. I think they

know that alone time is precious l ately for us.”

“Well, whatever happened and why, I’m glad it’s the two of us.” Killer barked at

him, and Archer laughed then clarified his statement. “Sorry, just the three of us. I

would have thought you would have left hi m home today.”

“I didn’t want to ask Terrance to watch him. With Drew clearing George, Terrance is

next on the list. Shirley’s going to talk to him and see why Drew even thinks he’s a

suspect.” She locked up the bookstore and turned on the security alarm. “You didn’t

send me a jour nal, did you?”

“No. Was I supposed to? Don’t tell me I missed something important like your

birthday. But no, that’s in October. Who’s sending you journals?” He set Killer down

after he’d clicked on the leash. “I haven’t been that bad of a boyfriend that others are

taking my place alr eady. Have I?”



“I haven’t been interviewing any replacements,” Rarity teased. “I don’t know who

sent this journal. It had a note, but no name, only an initial. And something about

documenting my new journeys. I guess it could be someone who knows I’m new to

Sedona. It’s a beautiful notebook. It would make a lovely diary of all the trails we’ve

covered and the ones we want to hike. I’m probably thinking too m uch about it.”

“Tell me about your visit to the other bookstore. How does it feel to own a piece of

literary history?” Archer’s voice came over from the darknes s next to her.

“I don’t know. That Daisy woman I asked you about, she was there yesterday. But

she was weird. I wondered if they got a better offer for the book after I bought it.”

Rarity leaned into Archer’s shoulder. “I don’t get how the value of expensive books

is set.”

“Maybe it’s that beauty is in the eye of the beholder thing. Anyway, thanks to you,

my family has two of our heirloom books back in our possession. Maybe we should

loan them to you to display at the store. That way you don’t have to buy your own.”

“Sure, and if they get stolen, then both your dad and Dana will hate me forever.”

Rarity nodded toward Terrance’s dark house. “He must be out on patrol tonight, or

out with his friends. I wish he and Shirley were still hanging out. H e misses her.”

“Shirley needs to make her separation from George legal. It would probably save her

some money and she wouldn’t have to feel bad about seeing Terrance.” Archer

reached for Rarity’s keys. “I don’t like talking about divorce, especially coming from

a broken home, but Shirley’s the only person in her marriage now. George isn’t the

man she married anymore. It was that way for my mom when Dad went crazy after

Grandma was killed. All he could talk about was revenge. Finding the people who

had killed her. Mom, Dana, and I, honestly, ceased to exist for him. He never came

back. Even now, he talks more about that day than any other day in my lifetime. Or at

least he did last week. No w, he sleeps.”



They went inside, and Rarity set her tote down and took off Killer’s leash. “I’m sorry

you’re going through this with him. What do the doctors say?”

“He’s slipping away. They were saying six months; now it’s a couple of weeks. I’m

not sure he’ll even be around that long. He’s not eating and only takes water when he

takes his meds.” Archer fell into a chair, his head in his hands. “I don’t want to

burden you, but it’s bad. Dana sits there, not watching television. Not reading. Just

listening for his next breath. We talk about our memories growing up. The things we

did before Grandma was killed. After that, well, Dad wasn’t around much. Mom took

on the role of sole provider, so she was working a lot. It was Dana and me.”

Rarity sat next to him and put her arm around him. “I’m so s orry, Archer.”

“We were supposed to be talking about Terrance and Shirley. I sidetracked the

conversation.” Archer leaned into her. “I’m glad I can talk to you.”

“I’m here, anytime.” Rarity glanced at the kitchen. “Have you eaten? I can ma ke

something.”

“Dana cooked. She’s like me, cooking and keeping busy helps her deal.” He sat up

straighter. “But you’re probably hungry. I could grill something if you want.”

“Shirley and I went down to the Garnet for dinner before Katie left. I’m good.” She

leaned her head down to his. “Look at the two of us, trying to take care of the other

through food.”

“Food is love.” He reached up and pulled her into a kiss. His phone rang, interrupting

them. He glanced at the display. “Sorry, it’s Dana. I need to go.”

Rarity watched as he headed to the door, answering the call as he walked. He’d left

his truck at the bookstore, so he had to go back into town before he could even head



toward his dad’s apartment. She stood at the door watching him run up the street.

Killer barked after him. She scooped up the little dog and went inside, after checking

for lights over at Terrance’s house. It was still dark, but it had only been a few

minutes.

“Let’s go find a movie.” Rarity locked the door as she headed back inside. Tomorrow

would be soon enough to worry about the men in her life. Besides, she and Shirley

were heading into Flagstaff to see what they could find out about William Jully.

Focusing on one mystery at a time in her life would pro bably be best.

* * *

Katie arrived so she could man the register during Shirley’s Mommy and Me class.

Killer and Rarity were in the back room, working on business plans. At least that’s

what she told herself she was doing rather than hiding. Jonathon joined her after a

few minutes of the class.

“I love my granddaughter, but I can’t be around so many kids at once. No wonder I

took extra shifts when Drew and his sister were young. The noise.” He settled at the

other end of the table. “I hope I’m not b othering you.”

“Believe me, you’re not a bother.” Rarity snuck a look toward the madhouse that was

the front of the shop. “I’m thinking that maybe I’ll be a puppy parent.”

“Oh, you’ll get baby fever. Then you can make the decision. Besides, when they’re

yours you have control over them. Most of the time.” He peered at his screen. “I’m

having trouble with this book. It’s the same main character because I want to have a

series if the first one sells, but I’m worried it won’t and I’ll have two books I can’t

sell.”

“I heard from an author that he advises people to not even try to sell the first three



books because you don’t know what you’re doing until book four.” She leaned back

fr om the laptop.

“Well, aren’t you Little Miss Sunshine today.” He chuckled as he stood to ge t more

coffee.

“Don’t kill the messenger.” she held up her cup and he refilled hers as well. “Hey, I

have a question. Do you know Daisy Wellings? At least I think her last name is

Wellings. She’s Arthu r’s daughter?”

“She took her last name back when she got divorced. She came back after her mother

died to help Arthur with the store, at least that’s what I heard. The son, he died a few

years ago.” Jonathon sat down at the table to talk.

“That’s sad, to lose a child. Even if they were older.” Rarity opened her website and

started scanning for out-of-date information. It was like playing whack-a-mole.

“Nick was a problem child. He was in prison for armed robbery when he died.

Wasn’t his first offense either. I arrested the kid several times when I was on the job

in Sedona. I guess he was a bad apple. Daisy was a good kid from what I heard. She

was living with her first husband in town before Arthur moved his shop. And I went

to work in New York.” He sipped his coffee. “I haven’t thought about Daisy and

Nick Wellings for a long time. I can’t remember her first husband’s name, but there

was a big scandal when she was caught cheating on him. Edith would know more.

She and the women’s group here in town always ha d the gossip.”

“She seemed a little off when we were talking. At least when she found out I lived

here in Sedona. Maybe it brought up bad memories.” Rarity made a note about a sale

that had ended. She always reviewed the website and then went to make the changes

afterward. That way she didn’t m iss something.



“Well, if I knew about the affair, you can be sure most of town knew about it. She

may not see Sedona as a friendly place for her. Even though it was years ago. People

tend to remember the past. Even when they should let it go.” Jonathon opened his

notebook and started writing. Apparently, his writing block h ad disappeared.

Rarity went back to her website review, thinking about what Jonathon had said.

Archer’s dad seemed to be locked in the past with his concern over who had killed his

mom. Shirley was locked into a past in her marriage. Terrance was in love with a

woman who couldn’t even think of another man. Even though her husband didn’t

rememb er their vows.

Sometimes life wasn’t fair. But at least she could make sure that neither George nor

Terrance were charged with something they didn’t do. There had to be something in

Jully’s past that had caught up with him. And the fact that he was named in a

patient’s will was a great place to start. Maybe Jully had been the cause of Ruth

Agee’s death.

That would be something that Sally would want to hide. Even if she had nothing to

do with the situation. It had happened on her watch. She’d probably hired William

Jully. This was the time that Rarity wished she was a real investigator or law

enforcement so she could get the woman in a room and ask s ome questions.

Like all those cop shows on television where the guilty party confessed because they

knew they’ d been caught.

Wishes and horses, she thought. Another error on the website caught her eye. At least

she was productive as she avoided the shop filled with moms and babies and thought

about killers and their victims.

That sounded bad, especially together. Rarity decided to focus on the we bsite

changes.



When Shirley came back to find them, she sank into a chair. “Those babies were so

vocal today. I’m surprised Killer didn’t start barking with them durin g story time.”

“Killer’s afraid of kids. They move too fast.” Rarity glanced under the table where

Killer was sleeping in his bed. “So your cla ss went well?”

“Katie’s still out there dealing with the line for next week’s book.” Shirley rolled her

shoulders. “I suppose we should go get her something to eat bef ore we leave.”

“I can get her lunch when I go out for mine,” Jonathon piped in. “I need to stretch my

legs anyway. Are you two heading to F lagstaff now?”

“I’m ready if Rarity is.” Shirley looked over at Rarity, who was closi ng her laptop.

“I should have left Killer home; I don’t want to bring him along and leave him in the

car.” Rarity stood and stretched.

“If you’re coming back here, leave him with me. I’ll walk him when I go get lunch

and watch him while I’m writing. He’s not a bother.” Jonathon snapped his fingers,

and Killer went over to him. “Unless you d on’t want to.”

“I’m fine with it if you are. I don’t want to mess with your writing time.” Rarity

tucked her laptop into her tote and grabbed her wallet. “We’ll be back soon.”

“As long as you’re here by five. Drew’s taking me to dinner tonight. The women took

off for Tucson this morning.” He closed his laptop and moved to the door leading to

the shop. “I told Edith I wanted to hang around for this i nvestigation.”

“You could go home and do egg hunts,” Rarity reminded him.

“And again, there’s another reason why I’m staying here. At least until Drew heads



for Tucson for Easter.” Jonathon winked. “There’s a method to my madness. This

way Edith can go crazy with baby’s first Easter stuff, and I don’t have to look at pink

dresses every five minutes.”

Killer followed him ou t of the room.

“Well, I guess we’re good until we get back, then. Do you want to grab lunch in

Flagstaff after we talk with the nursing home?”

“Sounds like a plan. I’ll drive; I brought my Suburban today.” Shirley went on a

tangent about the cost of gas and how she needed to buy a new car. “Kathy asked if I

wanted her to go shopping with me, but I think I’m going to ask Terrance. I told

Kathy about our friendship and she seems okay with it now.”

“She’s probably glad you have someone to talk to,” Rarity added as they left the

building.

Shirley didn’t answer until she’d gotten into the car, started the engine, and then

looked over at Rarity. “I think I’m falling in love with Terrance. If George was gone,

I could understand my feelings. But why would my heart be so fickle?”

Rarity didn’t have a good answer. “Terrance is a good man. If you tell him you need

to wait , he’ll wait.”

Shirley nodded and then eased the car into traffic. “My luck, George will outlive us

all. Which I hope he does, but on the other hand… See, even talking about it ma kes

me crazy.”

“Then let’s talk about something else.” Rarity thought a moment and then said, “So

tell me what you know about W illiam Jully.”



By the time they got to Flagstaff, Shirley had gone over the times she’d met Jully.

“He was the one who told me I couldn’t come every day. I guess Sally wasn’t going

to say anything, but Jully said that Lizzy kept freaking out at night when I came t o

see George.”

“You were coming in the evening on days you didn’t work, right?” Rarity was

beginning to see a pattern with Jully. “Maybe he didn’t like family in the facility

when he w as in charge.”

“Marsha Graves, the social worker, would know.” Shirley pointed to an older station

wagon with faded paint in the parking lot. “And it looks like we’re in luck. She’s

here. She told Sally that she wasn’t going to Jully’s funeral because of her shifts

here.”

“Let’s go see if she’ll talk with us. She might even give us a tour of the facility since

you two are acquainted. And she knows the George situation.” Rarity didn’t know if

anyone would talk bad about William Jully because of the liability it put on the

facility. But if anyone knew his effect on and treatment of the patients, the facility

social worker would. She might even be able to give them a good understanding of

what happened that made Ruth Agee ch ange her will.

And pigs would fly, Rarity thought as they entered the front doors. Institutions stood

behind their bad actors because they worried about lawsuits. Ruth Agee didn’t have

anyone to worry about her. George was different. He had all kinds of people who had

his back. People he didn’t even know . Or remember.
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“We’re here to chat with Marsha Graves if she has a moment,” Shirley said when

they walked up to the front desk. “I’m looking at a possible transfer fo r my

husband.”

The woman’s eyes lit up, and she stood. “Are you sure you don’t want to chat with

our marketer? Rose usually does our intakes.”

“No, I know Marsha and I’d feel more comfortable chatting with her if you don’t

mind.” Shirley pointed to the conference room near the doors. “Is that the a ctivity

room?”

“It’s the next door down. Go ahead and I’ll let her know you’re coming.” The

receptionist sat and hit a few buttons on her phone.

As Shirley and Rarity walked in through the double doors, Rarity looked around.

“This is set up differently th an Sedona is.”

“A little. This one has group rooms and a cafeteria near the front of the building. The

patient rooms are behind these rooms.” Shirley pointed areas out to Rarity. “Sedona

has more of a lockdown feel since they do more memory care.”

“So would they even take George?” Rarity worried that their cover story wasn’t

going to work.

“The lockdown wing is at the back and has its own cafeteria and activity room. A lot

smaller, but those rooms are inside the locked wing.” Shirley nodded to the activity

room. “The social worker’s office is usually a ttached here.”



Rarity had to admit that Shirley knew a lot about long-term care facilities. She wished

her friend hadn’t needed to learn the setup and lingo quite so quickly or for the re

ason she knew.

The room was empty, except for a woman in a wheelchair reading a magazine at a

table and Marsha Graves, who was walking toward them. “Shirley, I’m surprised to

see you here.”

Shirley accepted the hug and then turned to Rarity. “This is my friend, Rarity Cole.

She runs the bookstore where I’m working.”

“I think we met at the festival.” Rarity held out her hand and shook Marsha’s. “You

were standing in for y our marketer?”

“Cindi’s always late. I think she parties a lot, but Sally loves her. So what can you

do.” She grinned at Shirley. “I never said that, if Sally asks. Anyway, h ow can I

help?”

Rarity decided to take a chance and veer away from their cover story. “William Jully

worked here before getting the job at Sedona. Why did he leave?”

Marsha glanced at the woman who was reading, then pointed to a sofa and chairs.

“Sit down and we’ll talk. We won’t both er Elizabeth.”

The woman waved a hand of dismissal toward the group as they sat down. “No one

ever says anything important, but it’s all so confidential. Like we don’t know we’re

all d ying in here.”

“Thanks for your support, Elizabeth.” Marsha laughed as she sat down. “Elizabeth

was an attorney before she retired. She’s seen all the games. So you want to know

about William? He was a jerk. He never did the reports he was assigned. And I guess



you heard about him becoming a beneficiary for at least one patient’s will. All he

cared about was lining his pockets. There are people like that in the elder care field

all the time. Con me n. And women.”

“So was that why he left here?” Rarity knew everything Marsha had told them so far.

And if she knew it , so did Drew.

“Actually, no.” Now Marsha did lower her voice. “He was accused by a patient’s

family of having a relationship with a woman. She didn’t have money, but her sister

was loaded. Rumors were floating around that he was going into her room at night.

She thought he was going to marry her and take her out of the facility. She’s i n

Sedona now.”

“Lizzy Hamilton,” R arity guessed.

Marsha nodded. “Lizzy insisted her sister move her once he was hired there. Then she

latched on to George. I think their relationship was a ruse to keep her sister from

knowing that she was still se eing William.”

“William Jully is a cad who used to visit several women at night here at the home. He

came into my room one night and I hit him with my cane where it hurts. He never

came back,” Elizabeth said without looking over at them. “When he left, it was

goodbye to bad rubbish.”

Marsha shook her head and smiled. “Elizabeth knows everything that goes on around

here. She only pretends she doesn’t.”

“I don’t give my counsel for free,” Elizabeth responded. This time she turned and

looked at the women. “Except in this case. Men like that should be locked up. They

think they can get away with anything. I showed him.”



After they left the facility, the duo stopped at a Chinese restaurant for lunch and to

compare notes. Rarity took in the smell of the spices and sauce from the dish that had

been set in front of her. “Well, that was revealing. Marsha was more up front than I’d

expected. I don’t think she was the woman Sally was talking with about Ruth Agee’s

file. If she was, why would she tell us that he was her beneficiary.”

Shirley shook her head as she used her chopsticks to eat her kung pao chicken. “She

didn’t specifically say it was Ruth Agee. She said we knew about the inheritance.

Maybe there was m ore than one?”

Rarity set down her fork. “We should have followed up on that. I just assumed it was

Ruth.”

“It might be, but she never said Ruth. I think facilities have to report deaths to a

nursing board or something. I’ll call my friend over at the state. She helped me find a

nursing home for George when he first entered Sedona Memory Care. If there’s been

a lot of women dying, we can at least have Holly check for their probate records.”

Shirley took another bite. “This is so good. I haven’t eaten here in years. George and

I used to come after we’d go into town t o go shopping.”

Rarity waited a moment, then decided to ask anyway. “If this is too hard, you know

you don’t have to be part of the sleuthing. You can sit out one investigation. No one

will think less of you.”

“I would think less of me.” Shirley pushed a plate of spring rolls toward Rarity. The

look on her face sent a message. The subject was closed. “Try one of these, the y’re

so good.”

When they got back to the shop, Rarity sent both Shirley and Katie home, saying

she’d finish up the shift herself. Archer hadn’t called, so she didn’t know if she would

be home alone or not, but she assumed she would be. Maybe Sam would want t o



have dinner.

Jonathon was still writing after the women left. Rarity watched him as she settled

onto the stool behind the counter. They were the only two people in the shop. “You

can leave too if you want.”

“I’m fine,” he said as he finished typing a sentence. Then he looked up at her. “So

what did you find out?”

Rarity told him about why Jully was fired from the Flagstaff facility. And she told

him about Elizabeth. “So we know he was trying to romance the women with money

in the facilities. Shirley said he was the one who asked her not to come so much.

Especially at night. I think he didn’t like having anyone around who might catch him.

I wonder what the night supervising nurses th ought of him?”

Jonathon tapped his fingers on the desk. “If I were in charge of this investigation, I’d

be asking myself why Terrance was hired to fix a security break. Maybe Jully didn’t

think Terrance would find out why the computers kept shutting down. I think my

conversation with Drew tonight is going to be interesting.”

“Just don’t tell him you got the information from our book club investigations. You

know he hates that.” Rarity stacked some book club books on the side o f the counter.

Jonathon chuckled. “Is your beau coming to walk you home tonight, or may I have

the pleasure? I walked in from Drew’s this morning.”

Rarity tried not to shrug. Instead, she glanced at her phone. “I haven’t heard from

Archer, so I’d appreciate the company. However, you know Killer and I could walk

home all by ourselves.”

“You have quite the attack dog there,” Jonathon said. Killer, somehow knowing he



was being talked about, lifted his head from the bed near the fireplace. He looked at

the two humans watching him, then sensing they weren’t going anywhere, lay back

down.

Rarity laughed. “Give him a break. At least he knows his name. Besides, he didn’t

sense any threats. You should see him when the postman comes in with the mail. He

’s ferocious.”

“If you say so. Did I tell you that Edith’s agreed to go to the humane society with me

when I get back to Tucson? I’m afraid to take her since most of the dogs there are a

little larger, but we’ll see what’s available. I know she wants a little ankle biter like

Killer.” Jonathon glanced at his watch. “If I focus, I might be able to finish this

chapter before you close up.”

“I’ll stop bothering you, then.” Rarity walked over to the pile of mail that had come

in. She sorted out the junk mail and made a pile for bills and community event

information. Then she opened the package that was on the bottom. The book inside

had been wrapped in paper and then again in plastic bubble wrap. When she finally

got to the book, it wasn’t an advance copy from a publisher or an independent author

who was self-publishing and trying to get her attention, hoping that she’d carry the

book in her store. This book was old. As she turned it over, she saw it was The

Fellowship of the Ring . And probably the third book taken from Marilyn Ender.

“And we have another one,” Rarity said aloud. When Jonathon looked up, she

flushed. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt your work. I’m thinking this is one of

Marilyn Ender’s books. What do you think?”

Jonathon held his hand out and opened to the copyright page. “It’s not a first edition.

The one missing from the Ender’s house was a f irst edition.”

When he handed the book back, Rarity sat it on the counter and stared at it.



Finally, Jonathon looked up, sitting back from his laptop. “Tell me what you’re

thinking. I can hear the wheels turning in your he ad over here.”

“What if the person who sent this also sent the other books?”

Jonathon shook his head. “It’s not the book tha t was stolen.”

“You know that, but what if they don’t? They just know it was an old copy?”

“So they assumed, when they found the book, it was the stolen one.” Jonathon

nodded. “It’s a theory. A good one. Call Drew and have him meet us here before you

close. I’ll still walk you home, especially after that ar riving today.”

When Drew came into the bookstore, Rarity had the book and the envelope sitting on

the counter. There was no postage on the envelope. She had called Shirley, who’d

said she hadn’t noticed it until the mail arrived. She thought the mailman h ad

brought it.

Rarity relayed all that information as Drew looke d at the book.

“You’re sure the missing book was a first edition?” He look ed at his dad.

“I’ll have to review a copy of the file, but I’m sure that’s what the insurance claim

said.” Jonathon tapped a pen on his notebook. “Unless the y were wrong.”

“Archer told me his grandmother had several first editions. She explained to him

what that meant and showed him the copyright page. It was his first lesson that books

are different and some are valuable.” Rarity shook her head. “The family shouldn’t

have made a mis take on that.”

“I wish I could chat with Archer’s dad.” Drew ran his hand through his hair.



Frustration oozed out of him. “Maybe I could call his mom.”

“He’s bad?” Rarity assumed things weren’t going well since Archer had to take off

last night.

Drew nodded. “Archer called me late to talk. I’m not sure his dad would even wake

up or understand if I went over to ask him questions. Anyway, can I take the book?

Let’s make sure it’s the book from the E nder robbery.”

“Of course.” Rarity tucked the book back into the envelope along with the packing

material, and Drew put it in a plastic evidence bag. “Not to change the subject, but

what’s going on with George?”

“He’s off the suspect list, if that’s what you’re asking. And no, Terrance isn’t cleared

yet.” Drew wrote on the outside of the evidence bag the time and date and the Next

Chapter’s address. “It’s horrible when my job is all about looking for evidence that

would convict my friends. Or friends of friends. You all seem to think I take pleasure

in raking people ov er the coals.”

“I don’t think that at all.” Rarity assumed he was referring to his issues with Sam and

her brother. “I just know Terrance couldn’t have killed anyone. He doesn’t have a

mean bone in his body.”

“But he does have a need to protect others.” Drew held up a hand as Rarity started to

object. “I’m not debating this with you. Besides, my dad said you found out some

things about Jully that might open up some other suspects in his death.”

“I think so.” Rarity told Drew what she and Shirley had heard at the nursing home.

“If he was killing off wealthy women, maybe someone got wise to his game and

stopped him.”



“Possible. And with the file that Sally threw away, I have at least circumstantial

evidence that the administrator knew more than what she’s telling me. I’ve got an

interview with her tomorrow before the funeral. Are you or any of your sleuths

attending? I’d love a snapshot of the guest book if they have one and maybe a list of

who you see at the funeral.”

“You laugh at our investigative techniques then you use us for the grunt stuff,” Rarity

responded, sha king her head.

Drew shrugged. “If you want to play detective, why not keep you guys out of harm’s

way by giving you safe things that need to be done anyway? I’d rather have you

doing this than interviewing people about Jully’s past. That could have be en

dangerous.”

Rarity thought about his statement. “We had a cover story; since Sedona Memory

Care was threatening to kick out George, Shirley had a reason to be there. But when

Marsha started talking, it seemed like she wanted to tell us everything. And we had

the patient, Elizabeth, who supported the story. William Jully was a bad egg. He

deserved t o be stopped.”

“And that’s why Terrance isn’t off the suspect list. He saw the same things.” Drew

glanced at his watch. “Dad, we have dinner reservations at the Garnet tonight at six. I

need to shower and change. Sam’ s joining us.”

“I told Rarity I’d walk her home, so I’ll meet you there.” Jonathon turned toward

Rarity. “Of course, you’re more than welcom e to join us.”

“I think I’ll pass.” Sam needed some time with Drew and his dad to clear the air and

make their relationship a little more normal. Besides, Rarity had an itch to cook

tonight. She always thought better when she was doing something. “I’ve got an urge t

o make pasta.”



“Sounds yummy,” Jonathon said as he packed up his laptop. “I see why you all walk

everywhere. You eat amazing food.”

Drew left and Rarity closed up the shop. She and Jonathon made small talk as they

walked through the subdivision to her house. As she dug out her keys, Jonathon

waited by the driveway. She turned to him after unlocking the door. “Am I seeing

you tomorrow?”

“I’m here for the duration. Unless this goes past Easter, then I’ll let you know. You

should come down to Tucson with Sam for Easter dinner.” He reached down and

pulled a weed out from the front flower bed that she’d fill ed with mulch.

“That’s nice of you, but Easter’s for family,” Rar ity protested.

“Dear, if you haven’t noticed by now, you and Archer are part of our family.”

Jonathon handed her Killer’s leash. “And this rug rat, of course. I might even have a

playmate for him by then.”

Rarity went into her kitchen to make sure she had what she needed for dinner; then

after pulling everything out, she decided to take a quick swim first. It would give her

chicken breast some time to thaw.

As she got into her suit, she thought about Jonathon’s offer to visit him and Edith in

Tucson for Easter. She looked at the old picture of her mom and dad. Easter had been

important when she was a child. She and Mom would go shopping for new dresses

and shoes. One year she even got a new coat. Her basket would be filled with colored

eggs they’d made the day before and tons of candy. Enough sugar to put her into a

coma as they attended ch urch services.

She hadn’t thought about her parents or Easter for a long time. Maybe it was time to

allow family back into her life. She touched her fingers to her lips, then pressed a kiss



on her parents’ picture. Yes, mayb e it was time.
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Shirley and Katie covered the bookstore while Rarity went to the funeral with

Jonathon. He’d come early to write and now had changed into a black suit. Rarity had

worn a darker dress to work, so she was just waiting for him to drive her to the

church in Flagstaff for the funeral. “We should be back around four since there isn’t

any grave side service.”

“I heard he was cremated.” Shirley was unpacking books that had arrived yesterday.

“George and I have burial plots. If the rapture happens, God’s going to have an easier

time reanimating us than he will all the souls who w ere cremated.”

“Ashes to ashes,” Ka tie responded.

“I know. I just don’t like the idea that I’m floating around the lake where Kathy

would probably dump our ashes like someone cleaned out an ashtray.” Shirley

pinked. “I suppose that’s insensitive t o talk about.”

“Well, with what we’re hearing about William Jully now, I’m not sure God would be

all that interested in reanimating his body during the rapture.” Rarity smiled as

Jonathon came out of the men’s room in his suit. “And I’ve just been saved from

saying anything more by the handsome man in the suit. You look dapper.”

“Pretty good for my funeral suit, I agree.” He adjusted the sleeves. “When I bought

this several years ago, I spent so much money on the suit I made Edith promise to

bury me in it. I’ve been wearing it so much lately, I’m not sure it’s going to stay in

good enough shap e until then.”

“You’ll probably live long enough to have several special suits. At least that’s my



hope.” Rarity grabbed her tote and hugged Killer. “You be good w hile I’m gone.”

“He’ll be fine. We love having him around.” Katie grinned at the little dog. “Besides,

who will I order around if he’s not here? I’m bottom on the totem pole unless K

iller’s here.”

“No one’s told her that Killer has more seniority?” Jonathon asked with a straight

face. “Part-time college kids come and go, but the shop dog, he’s eternal.”

The look on Katie’s face made Rarity laugh. “We’ll see you guys later. I hope you

stay busy but not overwhelmed.”

As they walked outside, Jonathon held the door open to his truck. “Drew sends his

thanks for yo u doing this.”

“The sleuthing club asked me to go, I’m just adding Drew’s assignment to that.”

Rarity adjusted her skirt and let Jonathon close the door. It was nice being out with

someone who treated her like a lady. When Archer had first opened the door for her,

it had felt uncomfortable. Now, she expected it from the men in her life. An old

holdover from a t ime long past.

Jonathon started the truck and turned on the air. “Edith told me last night when we

talked that I was supposed to convince you to come for Easter. So now you have

invites fro m both of us.”

“You brought it up first.” Rarity shook her head. “I don’t need a pity invite.”

“I swear, I didn’t. She asked about my day and I mentioned walking you home before

I went out to dinner with Drew and Sam. She brought it up then. We both care about

you.” He turned the truck around in a U-turn and then headed out of town to the

highway that would take them to Flagstaff.



The surrounding mountains sparkled with color. The spring plants were in bloom,

making the terrain feel vibrant and happy. Not the feeling she thought she should be

having on the way to a funeral. But she hadn’t known William Jully well. And now,

she liked him even less than when he’d yelled at Gretchen for bringing dogs into

Sedona Memory Care. He just didn’t know how to have fun. He must have had a

guilty conscience and not wanted people there to find out h is evil plans.

She was making him sound like Snidely Whiplash from the cartoons. “You must pay

the rent ,” she mumbled.

“Excuse me?” Jonathon turned. He’d been chatting about what the granddaughter had

been caught doing when he’d heard Ra rity’s mutter.

“Sorry, I was thinking about something else. So Savannah seems like she’s always

into things. She must be hard to watch.” Rarity had b een listening.

Jonathon chuckled. “We’ve had to babyproof the house. Edith’s always yelling at me

for dropping something into harm’s way. Both for the item and the baby.”

“Killer’s always finding something he shouldn’t have. But my kitchen floor is

spotless. There’s nothing that falls from the counter that he doesn’t find.” Rarity

wondered what it would be like to have a kid. Pushing that thought aside, she turned

to the victim. “Did Jully live in Flagstaff? Does he have family there?”

“According to Drew, Jully’s mom and stepdad live in Flagstaff. They didn’t know

much about his life. They’d been estranged for years. I guess the stepdad put the

kibosh on William coming over and borrowing money from his mom about five years

ago. He got mad and stopped talking with them.” Jonathon sighed. “Raising kids is

all a crapshoot. You can be great parents and still turn out a kid who doesn’t fit into

society. Drew said that Jully’s town house was all chrome and white. Lots of art on

the walls, but cold. Emotionless. Our house is cluttered and filled with memories.



Edith calls it Euro pean clutter.”

“It’s hard to find that décor that matches who you are and what feels like home for

you.” Rarity thought about her decorating tastes. “Before I moved here, my houses

were mostly a reflection of who I was living with. When I bought this house, it was

the first time I made all the decisions, good and bad, myself. I bought my first piece

of adult a rt last year.”

“I remember.” Jonathon smiled. “And you can sell it for twice what you paid right

now. The artist is still a favorite of the Mom ents gallery.”

“I like the painting and it fits the house. I don’t want to sell it.” She grinned. “But that

could change if it becomes really valuable. Mama needs new sho es, you know.”

As they pulled into the parking lot, Rarity noticed it wasn’t full. She checked her

watch and saw Jonathon looking at her. “I thought maybe w e were early.”

He sighed and parked the truck, looking around. “Sadly, I think there just aren’t many

people here to pay th eir respects.”

“My job for Drew should be short and sweet, then.” Rarity took a breath then opened

the door, slipping out of the truck. She adjusted her dress and then met Jonathon on

the sidewalk. “Let’s get th is over with.”

When they got inside, the doors to the chapel area were open and a man in a suit

handed them a program to the event. Jonathon walked her to a pew in the middle of

the room and they sat. She opened the program, which had a picture of William Jully

on the front. He looked happy . And younger.

She took in the details given on the small, folded paper and then got out a pen and a

small notebook from her purse. She saw an older couple in the front pew. She leaned



close to Jonathon. “Is that his parents?”

He nodded and reached for the pen and notebook, writing down their names. Then he

looked around and drew out a seating plan, adding names as he placed people in their

seats. Then he handed it back to her.

“Thanks,” Rarity said as she studied the list of people. Then she saw a familiar name.

She raised her head and saw Daisy Wellings sitting behind the parents. She touched

Jonathon’s hand. “Why is she here?”

Before he could answer, the se rvice started.

* * *

The minister who ran the service invited all in attendance to join the family in the

next room for coffee and refreshments when he finished. As the ushers brought the

family out of the chapel, Rarity met Daisy’s gaze and the woman nodded her head in

a cknowledgment.

As they waited to be escorted out of the chapel, she turned to Jonathon. “Did Daisy

know William?”

“She was his aunt. His dad was Nick Wellings. Nick and Daisy.” Jonathon softly

chuckled. “Arthur’s wife, Frieda, loved The Great Gatsby . She’s the one who started

the bookstore. Arthur kept it going after she died. They both loved books.”

He nodded to the coffee area. “Do you mind if we stay around for a minute? I’ve got

a few people I shou ld chat with.”

“Sure, I’ll go get us some coffee.” She wandered over to grab two cups of coffee and

when she turned around, Daisy stood behind her. “I’m sorry for your loss. I didn’t



realize that you were Wi lliam’s aunt.”

“He didn’t come around the family much. After his dad died in prison, he thought

we’d abandoned him. But nothing could be further from the truth.” She glanced over

at the grieving parents. “My dad, he’s just heartbroken over losing both Nick and

now, William. He wanted to be here, but his health isn’t go od right now.”

“I can’t even imagine.” Rarity was at a loss for words. Shirley would have been the

better club member to come to this event. She always knew just what to say in any

situation. “I only met William once, at the Sedona Memory Care home. We were

volunteering with the local animal shelter to bring the dogs to visit the patients.”

Daisy laughed. “I bet William hated the idea. He never liked animals. Dogs, cats, it

didn’t matter. He thought they were dirty. He was better with books and money. He

won several awards in high school in accounting competitions. Then he went to

college and got a finance degree. I never understood why he started working at

nursing homes. He could have done something huge. But I guess you do what you

want in the world, right?”

Rarity watched Daisy pour a cup of coffee then walk away again. She’d ended the

conversation. Grief made people act oddly. She took the coffee over to Jonathon, who

was walki ng toward her.

“Thanks, but I’m ready to go if you are.” He took the coffee and took a sip. “Weak as

usual. I’m sure they serve decaf to keep people from getting edgy.”

They set their unfinished coffees on a table and walked toward the door. A guest

book and additional flyers were on a table near the exit. She paused, took her phone

from her purse, and took a picture of the two pages where people had signed and

made comments f or the family.



“Not a lot of grief-stricken people,” she said as Jonathon signed the book after she

did. “No women who were his age. Or male frien ds. It’s sad.”

“We build the life we want and deal with the aftermath.” Jonathon’s words were a

mirror of Daisy’s comments. William Jully had built the life he’d wanted and it had

gotten him killed. The problem was that Rarity wasn’t any closer to knowing why

than she’d been when she came. She hadn’t expected a killer to walk around with a

sign on his neck, but maybe someone shifty could have come and made a scene.

Instead, she had a list of people to check out and send to Drew. Maybe between them,

they’d find a reason and a suspect who would take Terrance off the top of the list. A

confession would be great as well.

Sometimes Rarity wondered if she watched too many one-hour cop shows. The main

character always got their man by the end of the hour. Or the end of two hours if it

was a two-part show. They didn’t walk away from a funeral not knowing anything

more than when they came.

Since Jonathon had driven in that morning, he offered to drive her home when Rarity

closed the bookstore, but she declined the offer. She wanted to walk and think about

the day.

Instead of heading directly home, she went over to Carole’s for dinner. As she waited

to be seated outside, she noticed a donation jar on the hostess stand. That was what

she loved about Sedona. They were all in this life together. She checked the flyer

taped on the front—it was for Caleb Ender. She tucked a ten in the jar as the hostess

waved her over to a spot on the patio where she could have dinner with Killer tucked

under her feet. Killer was all for it since Carole’s put rolls on the table with water as

soon as a customer sat down. Killer loved breadsticks. Rarity studied the menu as she

thought abou t the funeral.



Joni, Amy’s mom, who waitressed at the restaurant, stopped by her table. “I’ll get

you some water and bread. And a bowl for Killer. Amy told me she’s looking

forward to book club on Saturday and she’s dying to talk to you about the adopt-a-pet

idea. I think you’re turning my bookworm into a community organizer. I can see her

leading protests in the streets when sh e gets older.”

Rarity hadn’t thought about what her mom would think about Amy’s love of helping

others and where it might lead. “I hope I’m not overstepping by inviting her to take

on these projects. She’s good at motiv ating others.”

“You’re kidding, right? She’s such a different kid since she started hanging out at the

bookstore. She was so timid before. Now, she has friends at school and she’s always

in some activity. Her dance recital is in April, and she expects to see you there.” Joni

looked over and nodded to a new couple at the next table. “Anyway, I need to get

busy. Can I bring you anything to drink besid es the water?”

Rarity shook her head then watched as Joni moved seamlessly to welcome the next

table. After ordering and getting her food, she spent some time reading from a

mystery advance reader copy she’d tucked in her tote. After finishing her food, and a

chapter, Killer nudged her. She closed the book and tucked it away, rubbing his head.

“I know, it’s your tur n to eat now.”

She paid the check, and as she was walking out, she thought she recognized a voice

behind her. She turned to see a man who looked like Kevin, her St. Louis fiancé. He

was inside the restaurant, but the window was open and she could almost hear his

conversation. He was on the phone with a steak and baked potato on a plate on the

table in front of him. The man looked a lot like him. She leaned back, trying to get a

better angle.

“I’m sorry, are you going in or out?” A man stood, holding the gate open for her as

Killer had already gone out to the sidewalk.



“Sorry, I thought…” She smiled at the man, who was still waiting for her to move. “It

doesn’t matter. Thanks for holding t he gate open.”

“No problem. Cute dog,” he said as he motioned a woman next to him through the

gate where Rarity had been standing.

As she walked home, she thought about Kevin and how they’d left things. She’d

come home from work, and he’d been standing there in their town house. His bags

were packed and several pieces of furniture were already gone from their living room.

The furniture that he’d bought or brought to the town house when they’d move d in

together.

His last words still hurt. “Face it, with this cancer thing, you’re not the woman I

proposed to. Rarity, you us ed to be fun.”

She shuddered the pain away. She hadn’t thought of the perfect comeback until hours

later when she was on the couch with a half gallon of gooey butter cake ice cream in

her hands. “I’m not fun when I’m fighting for my life!” she yelle d at the door.

It would have been a much more satisfying of a response if she’d done it before he’d

left. If that was Kevin, here in Sedona on a business trip, maybe she should go back

and tell him exactly that.

Killer paused at the driveway to her house and looked up at her. He must be able to

tell that her mind wasn’t on getting h im his dinner.

“Come on, then.” Rarity nodded toward the porch. The man at Carole’s more than

likely wasn’t Kevin, and she didn’t feel like going back now, just to find that out.

She’d put Kevin, their relationship, and St. Louis in her rearview mirror years ago.

Why was she thinking abou t him tonight?



She knew the answer, and as she fed Killer, she felt stupid. Archer had made a big

hole in her day-to-day life. He walked her home from work. They typically had

dinner together and had a date night at least once a week. They talked on the phone

during work, and he’d gotten her hooked on hiking. They were supposed to go to

Montezuma Castle sometime next month since she hadn’t seen the local tou rist site

yet.

She’d let her life as part of a couple define her. Again. Now, Archer wasn’t Kevin,

not by a long shot, but she was still Rarity. She needed to figure out who she was

when she didn’t have a man around. She opened the weekly newspaper and scanned

the regional events list for the weekend. She was getting out of the house and doing

something. Alone. Well, hopefully, with Killer, but if he couldn’t come, she’d go it

alone. She was a strong, inde pendent woman.

Her phone rang and it was Archer. She felt a little guilty at the joy she felt at hear ing

his voice.

She could be strong and indepen dent tomorrow.

“Hey, what’s going on?” She curled up on the couch as she listene d to him talk.
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Friday morning, the shop was quiet, so Rarity decided to look into the charities that

Ruth Agee had been planning to leave her money to, at least before she met William

and changed the will. Will got named in the will . Okay, she was tired and a little

rummy. She and Archer had talked for a long time before she’d gotten to bed. His dad

was worse. Dana wasn’t handling it well, and Archer was trying to be the strong one.

Drew had come over to his dad’s apartment with the book that had been sent to

Rarity. It didn’t match the description from the insurance claim that was filed at the

time o f the robbery.

“The problem is,” Archer had told her before they hung up, “I remember that specific

book. I wrote my name on the last page like the other one. I wanted to get the book if

anything happened to Grandma, so I guess I was staking my claim. Dana might not

want it if my name was in the book.”

“And is your name there?” Rarity thought Archer had a habit of writing his name in

books. She’d sat up in bed when she’d asked, disturbing Killer, who gave her a look

before curling up on the other side of the bed, away from her.

“No, but there’s a page missing in the back.” He paused. “Look, I know this sounds

crazy, but I’m pretty sure that’s Grandma’s book. It’s not as valuable as the one that

Dad listed on the insu rance papers.”

They’d said good night soon after, but the question of the book stayed in Rarity’s

head for a long while afterward. Had Archer’s dad lied on the insurance claim to get a

bigger payout?

Not her circus, nor was it her monkey. Yet the question still haunted her the next



morning.

Jonathon had texted to say he’d be late coming by to write. He was meeting one of

his friends from the Flagstaff writing group. Katie was scheduled to come in at one,

and Shirley had scheduled to work from home to get ready for tomorrow’s middle-

grade book club. So unless she got customers, Rarity was alone in the bookstore.

Well, with a sleeping Killer on his bed by the fireplace.

Holly had sent everyone a copy of the distribution of Ruth’s estate that had been filed

by the probate court. Rarity printed a copy for her murder book and then used the list

to look up the charities on the internet.

The first one was a local division of a well-known cancer research charity. It had a

high-end website that its national support team must have made for it. The local

board had several people from the hospital and a local doctor that Rarity knew but

didn’t care for much. She thought he was in the field more for the glory than helping

his patients. She wrote down the six board members and the administrative assistant’s

names as well as their contact information. She wasn’t quite sure what she’d ask;

maybe she’d pretend to be gathering information for her mom to help her distribute

her assets. She’d figure that one out before sh e made a call.

So then she did the same for the other charities listed. Ruth had shorted each of them

the same percentage to get the money to give to William. Maybe she hadn’t been

quite the easy mark he’d assumed. He’d gotten a six-figure check last month. What

had he done with the money? That was a question for Drew. She wrote it on a

separate page.

As she got to the last charity, her stomach rumbled. She could call in a delivery order

and send Katie to get it. She texted her, hoping that she wasn’t on the road. Rarity

wasn’t sure if Katie’s older car had hands-free capability, but if she hadn’t eaten,



Rarity would buy her lunch too. She got a quick text back, telling her to call in the

order and Katie would be in town in thirty minutes. A second text listed off what

Katie wanted, a fish tacos plate. Rarity would have ordered that for her employee if

she hadn’t responded. Katie ate a lot of fish tacos. Rarity got on the website and

ordered their lunches along with a bag of chi ps with queso.

She and Killer were going to a quilt fair in Flagstaff tomorrow afternoon. She’d be

here at the shop until Shirley’s book club was over, and if traffic slowed after that,

she’d head to Flagstaff. If not, they’d go on Sunday.

She had a plan to be a fun version of Rarity, no matter if she had a guy hanging

around to approve or not. Besides, even if Archer was available, he hated craft shows.

She found that out when they’d walked through the county fair building last summer.

She wanted to see the jars of canned peaches and jelly along with the home arts stuff.

He’d wanted to see th e animal barn.

She went back to finish listing off the board members and administrative assistant for

the last charity and found a name she hadn’t expected. Sedona Memory Keepers was

an independent charity started by the woman who still ran the charity, at least part-

time. Rarity stared at the picture of Marsha Graves o n the website.

She clicked on the About Us tab and read about how Marsha’s mom had been

diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. Marsha had realized how little money people who were

helped by the state got to keep. The charity sponsored craft projects, snacks, a van for

outings, and other things that weren’t covered by their payment to their care facility o

r by Medicaid.

Marsha had lost a portion of their gift from Ruth Agee to a man she didn’t like and

who had wound up dead. Marsha had even told Shirley and Rarity about his issues.

That he’d been fired for inappropriate relations with a resident. Was she trying to

throw a smoke screen o ver her guilt?



Before she could do more research, Katie and Jonathon came in the front door,

chatting. “We come bearing food. Manna from heaven, to use a season-appropriate

phrase.” Jonathon held up the bag. “I was in the Garnet getting my lunch when I ran

into Katie. We’re going to have double chips and queso since I ordered some too.

Great m inds and all.”

Rarity cleared off the table in the back and then went to put up the “Closed for

Lunch” sign she rarely used. Friday was a good enough reason to take a little time to

eat with friends and catch up on what was going on.

* * *

Saturday afternoon, the bookstore was slowing down enough for Rarity to consider

taking off for the quilt show. Jonathon had come in to work and had hidden back in

the break room during the book club. Now that it was over, and the kids had

dispersed, he was in his normal writing spot.

“I have to say, the noise level didn’t hurt my word count as much as I’d assumed it

would.” He had gone back to refill his coffee cup and was now leaning on the counter

with Rarity. “It’s like having the television on at home when Edith’s out. I don’t want

to be talked to or entertained, but I don’t want to be alone.”

“Well, I think Killer and I are taking some me time and running to Flagstaff to see the

quilt show.” Rarity focused on Shirley, who was restocking next month’s book club

book on the shelf by the register. They kept extra copies for all the book clubs as well

as a flyer with the yearly schedule and club picks on a shelf near the checkout. Rarity

liked to think of it as an impulse shelf. You didn’t have to attend the club to read the

book your friends wer e all reading.

“Go ahead and leave. I’ll be here until closing and then I’m running over to see

George. Now that he’s been cleared of hurting William, he’s being moved back to his



prior room. I’m sure Lizzy won’t like me there, but I’m his w ife. Not her.”

Jonathon and Rarity shared a look.

Shirley must have seen it, because she laughed. “I know, it’s complicated. And I’m

not jealous of Lizzy. But I’ve loved George since we were kids. That’s not going to

change because he doesn’t remember our vows. And he’s been a little under the

weather, so I ’m concerned.”

“I hope he’s doing all right.” Rarity closed her laptop and tucked it into her tote bag.

She didn’t add what she wanted to say— I hope he recognizes you. “Katie, are you

wo rking Monday?”

Katie had come over from the shelves where she’d been adding new books. “I’ll be

here at noon. I’m bringing my laptop to work on a paper, in case we get slow.”

“I can work for you if you need to do schoolwork.” Shirley turned toward Katie. “I’ll

probably be baki ng if I don’t.”

“It’s fine. I like working here when it’s quiet.” Katie grabbed another stack of books

to shelve. “Besides, with all the rare books showing up lately, shelving and cleaning

the store is like being on an Easter egg hunt. You never know what you’re g oing to

find.”

“Well, there’s only one more book on the Enders’ stolen book list, and that’s a first-

edition Nancy Drew. Archer is convinced that the last book was in his grandmother’s

library. Well, unless the books are showing up for a different reason.” Jonathon

adjusted his laptop screen. “At this point, I think the thieves are on a restitution tour.

Trying to get the books returned before Archer’s dad leave s this world.”

Rarity needed to think about that theory. Was someone who had been involved in the



death of Marilyn Ender trying to make things right with the family before it was too

late? Who knew about Archer’s dad being sick? Archer hadn’t shared much with

Rarity; he’d been trying to handle everythi ng on his own.

And she still didn’t know who killed William Jully. She would run the idea of Marsha

Graves and her charity by the sleuthing group on Tuesday night. She didn’t want to

kick the idea up to Drew unless they thought it might be a motive too. Would

someone kill a rival over an inheritance? Money makes people do a lot o f crazy

things.

She said goodbye and then walked home to get her car. She didn’t mind the stroll,

and it would give Killer a little more exercise before being tucked into the front seat

of the car while she drove. The quilt show was outside, so they’d be able to walk

around. Rarity brought a specially made tote that had slots for a water bottle, puppy

bags, and even Killer if he got too tired.

As she drove to Flagstaff, she thought about Marilyn’s death and the missing books.

Why would someone go to all the trouble of stealing them just to return them years

later? Marilyn was supposed to be out of the house. Had her death been accidental?

She’d walked into the robbery and surprised the thief, who then turned into a

murderer. The theory made sense, but the copy of The Fellowship of the Ring hadn’t

been the one that was re ported stolen.

She thought about an article about an art theft that had occurred a few years ago. The

thieves had been working with a family member who had lied about the value of the

painting to the insurance company for the claim. And the guy had known the man the

police had arrested for the break-in. They’d gone to school together and planned the

whole thing. The one man got caught when he’d tried to sell the painting in a

California gallery. That’s how the police and insurance company found out the actual

value of the painting.



Had Archer’s dad lied when he filed the insurance claim on the books? Jonathon had

told her that Drew was working that angle, but he’d been busy with the recent

murder. Pulling up old, closed files wasn’t a high priority for the insurance company.

Maybe they should be happy the books were returned. But Rarity could see that

Jonathon still wanted to solve the case, even all the se years later.

It was a beautiful spring day at the park. This was the same park that had hosted the

artists and their booths last year when she’d bought the painting she had in her living

room. She ran into several moms whom she’d met through the book clubs and chatted

for a while. Being alone didn’t mean she was lonely. She was an adult woman. She

could do things by herself without Archer by her side. Besides, he’d be bored stiff if

he’d come with her.

Sometimes you had to have a me day. Killer barked at her, indicating he wanted some

water. “Okay, a me and Killer day.” She took him over to the side of the booths

where there was a big shade tree and took out his collapsible water dish and the water

bottle. As he was drinking, her phone rang. It was Archer.

“Hey, what’s going on?” She leaned against the tree, watching Killer drink all the

water and then wander off to drain his bladder. What goes in must come out.

“I hate to do this since I know you’re probably busy at the shop, but when you close,

can you do me a favor?” Archer soun ded distracted.

“I’m not at the shop. I went to a quilt show.” Rarity picked up Killer’s bowl and

tucked it back into her tote. She stayed under the tree as she talked to Archer. “Can I

do it whe n I get back?”

“Are you in Flagstaff?” he asked, his tone hopeful.

“Yes, at that same park,” Rarity said then paused, thinking he probably didn’t want to



chat. “So w hat can I do?”

“We rushed Dad to the hospital. He was having trouble breathing, and Dana was

watching him, so she called the ambulance. They’re probably sending him home soon

and officially making the hospice decision, but I left my laptop at the house. I need

the chart I made with his stats for the last week. The doctors want to see it before they

make the decision.” He paused. “I’d hoped that he would recover from this, but as

much as Dana and I want him to bounce ba ck, he isn’t.”

“I’m so sorry, Archer.” Rarity’s heart hurt a bit for what he was going through.

He told her where to find the spare key for the apartment and gave her the address of

the apartment and the hospital. Before he hung up, he took a deep breath. “Thanks,

Rarity. I’m sorry to interr upt your day.”

“We’re almost through the exhibits. Killer’s getting tired anyway. Can I bring you

and Da na some food?”

“She’s already ordered something to be delivered,” he said. “Thank you again . I love

you.”

When she got to the first-level apartment, she quickly found the key and went inside.

She quickly found Archer’s laptop, but as she was walking out the door, a framed

photograph on the bookcase caught her eye. She took a picture of the foursome,

smiling at the camera. She thought she recognized the woman. She was much

younger in this photo and the man standing by her looked like William Jully. Of

course it wasn’t, but what if this was Daisy and Nick? Were the other two in the

photograph Archer ’s mom and dad?

Had she f ound the link?



When she got to the hospital, she texted Archer, who promised to meet her outside

the main doors. She tucked Killer into his tote and locked the car, then headed to the

entrance.

He came out a few minutes later. He gave her a quick hug and took the laptop.

“Thank you so much. I know I keep saying that, but I didn’t want to leave Dana to

drive over and get it. She’s a mess.”

Killer barked, and Rarity felt the tote moving as he wiggled to try to get Archer to

talk to him. “Someone wan ts to say hi.”

He reached down and gave the dog a rub on the top of his head and got several licks

in return. “Hey buddy, are you taking care of your mom since I ca n’t be there?”

That earned Archer a quick bark, and they laughed.

“He’s probably telling you I’ve been a complete mess and how much work it is for

him.” Rarity took out her phone. “Look, I know you have to get back to your dad, but

can you look at this picture? It was on your dad’s bookcase. Do you know who that

is?”

He took her phone. “Sure. That’s Mom and Dad, before the divorce. And that’s Daisy

and Nick Wellings. They’re Arthur’s kids, the guy with the rare bookshop. They were

all friends back then. Daisy and Nick were like family. They were always around.

They all went to high sch ool together.”

“Daisy told me that Nick was William Jully’s birth dad. I guess he took his

stepfather’s name when his mom got married.” She took her phone back. “Is there

any way that Nick might have stolen your grandmo ther’s books?”

Before he could answer, his phone rang. He looked down at the text. “Dana says



Dad’s not doing well. I need to go.” He kissed her and then took off back into the

hospital.

Rarity sent a prayer with him and turned back to the parking lot. Killer whined as

they settled into the car. “I know you didn’t want to leave Archer, but he’s a little

busy with his dad. He’ll be back over for dinner soon.”

As she drove back to Sedona, she hoped her wo rds were true.
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Sunday morning, Rarity was eating breakfast when a knock sounded at her door. She

went to open it and found Shirley standing there, a baking pa n in her hand.

“Good morning, I brought cinnamon rolls.” She moved past Rarity and set the pan on

the table. She eyed Rarity’s bowl of cereal. “And it looks like I got here in time to

save y ou from that.”

“Hey, I like shredded wheat.” Rarity followed the smell of warm sugar and cinnamon

int o her kitchen.

“You might like them, but you’ll love these. They’re right out of the oven.” Shirley

walked over and took out two small plates. “Besides, I need to butter you up so I can

ask a favor.”

“Fine.” Rarity took her half-eaten breakfast into the kitchen and dumped it down the

garbage disposal. The wheat had gone soft anyway. “Do you want coffee?”

“Is a turtle slow?” Shirley smiled at her. “Of course I want coffee. So abou t that

favor?”

“Where do you want to go with Terrance and have us tag along?” Rarity put the cups

on the table and picked up a fork to bite into the sinful treat that was calling to her.

“Wait, what? No, it’s not about Terrance. I want you to help me move George back to

the other ward. The aides are shorthanded and if we don’t do it, he’ll have to stay in

that awful room for another week or so until they get around to it. It’s only a few

boxes and remaking his bed. Sally says I need someone to carry the boxes. Which I



think is ageist, but what are you going to do? I told her I moved heavier boxes than

that at work, but she doesn’t believe me.” She sipped her coffee. “How do you like

the rolls? I put cream cheese frosting on top this morning.”

Rarity looked up from inhaling the cinnamon roll and groaned. “Since it’s almost

gone, I think it’s okay. But you didn’t have to bake to bribe me. I would have come

and h elped anyway.”

“I know, but I felt bad asking you on your day off. Well, one of your days off. I guess

you have a full weekend now.” Shirley sipped her coffee. “So you’ll come with me?”

“Of course.” Rarity cut a second roll in half and put it on the plate. “Any more of this

and I’ll be in a sugar coma. Besides, it’s only because I have you and Katie at the

store that I get a full weekend. I should be thanking you.”

“Well, finish that and I’ll put a couple in a container for tomorrow’s breakfast. I’ll

take the rest with us to give to the Sunday nurses. They love these. They always wait

to eat until I come in to visit in case I bring something for them. Of course, I always

do. They won’t let me give any baked treats to George now. They’re watching his

blood sugar.”

As they got ready to go, Rarity let Killer out into the backyard.

“I’ll drive. We probably should leave Killer at home. We won’t be able to watch him

while we’re moving and packing.” Shirley rinsed off the plates and the cups and put

them into Rarity’s dishwasher. She’d already put two cinnamon rolls in to the fridge.

“He probably wants to sleep anyway.” Rarity let him in and went to grab her purse.

“He’s been going a lot lately.”

As they drove to Sedona Memory Care, Rarity updated Shirley on what she knew



abou t Archer’s dad.

“That’s such a shame. I’ve heard that Dana was a big daddy’s girl when she was

growing up. One of the ladies in my women’s group was friends with June, the wife.

She says it nearly broke the woman’s heart to divorce him and move away. But she

wanted to have a life before she died and Archer’s dad was lost in the past. I guess

she’d accused him of cheating before, but this time, he stopped being there for her at

all. Marriage is hard, even when it sh ould be easy.”

Rarity watched out the window as they drove through town. If anyone knew the

subject matter, Shirley knew all about marriage. The goo d and the bad.

When they got to the nursing home, Sally Ball, the administrator, met them at the

door. She stood in front of Shirley with her arms crossed. “I didn’t realize you’d be

here today. I thought we agreed that George’s move would be put on the aides ’ to-do

list.”

Rarity heard the steel in her fr iend’s answer.

“Actually, you told me that I couldn’t move his boxes myself due to my age. So I

brought someone to help me. I don’t want George stuck in that windowless room for

weeks while you deal with staffing issues.” Shirley pulled her wagon closer to her.

“And I brought supplies so you don’t have to be inconveni enced at all.”

“I didn’t mean to say we have staffing issues. The aides are all busy with resident

tasks and…” Sally paused and looked at Shirley. She must have seen the

determination as well. “Okay, fine. You’re more than welcome to move George’s

things. You will need a nurse to transfer him from one hall to the other. I’ll let them

know to expect you and your friend.”

“Thank you so much.” Shirley turned around and winked at Rarity. “We’ll get this



done before lunch. George hates it when his lunch is late. Or he used to.”

Sally moved so Shirley could wheel her wagon into the resident area, and Rarity tried

to follow. Sally touched Rarity’s arm, stopping her. “I wanted to tell you that I was so

pleased to see you at William’s memorial. He didn’t have a lot of family in the area.

It was nice to see Sedona represented.”

Rarity nodded. “I know William’s aunt was pleased with the turnout, even though she

and that side of the family we re estranged.”

Sally frowned. “He had an aunt who attended? I thought it was only his mom and

stepdad in the area.”

“The aunt lives in Flagstaff near his grandfather. I don’t know if there are more

relatives nearby. I didn’t have much of a chance to talk to Daisy.” Rarity nodded to

Shirley, who was standing at the doors to the secured area, waving at her to follow. “I

better catch up. We ca n chat later.”

As Rarity hurried over to follow Shirley, she could feel Sally’s eyes burning a hole in

her back. So William hadn’t told her about his father or relatives. Was this an issue

for the administrator who had thrown away a file to keep his indiscretions with a

patient a secret? Rarity wanted to have an honest chat with Drew about the

administrator and the social worker at Sedon a Memory Care.

Maybe before the sleuthing group m eets tomorrow.

Shirley smiled at the nurse on the floor and handed her the pan of cinnamon rolls

she’d brought along. “How’s George doing today?”

“He’s a doll. Now that Lizzy’s gone, he’s calmer. Terrance came this morning and

played cards with him for a few hours. That man’s a keeper. I hear you’re moving



George back to his old room?” The nurse’s name tag said she was Shevonne. “I know

he’ll be happier back with his roommate; he talks about him all the time.”

The look on Shirley’s face almost broke Rarity’s heart. She decided to follow up on

what Shevonne had said. “Lizzy H amilton left?”

“Oh, I probably shouldn’t have said that, medical privacy law and all, but I guess

since she’s not here anymore, it shouldn’t be an issue, right?” Shevonne looked

around, as if to see if anyone was listening.

“I won’t say anything. She was actually in my bookstore last week and mentioned she

was moving out and getting married?” Rarity leaned into the nurses’ station. “I mean,

I’m glad for her, but going from being in a facility to running a household, that’ s a

big step.”

“That’s Lizzy for you. She was a hard-core romantic. She said her boyfriend was

coming to rescue her all the time. I called her Rapunzel and she loved it. She even

started braiding her hair. But no, she didn’t get married. I hear she went to a facility

in California where her sister moved.” Shevonne leaned forward. “If you ask me, that

William Jully had the girl tied up in knots. I saw him going into her room at night.

She pretended to be interested in George—she would wink at me when she was

flirting with him. No, those two had a thing going on. I don’t like to speak ill of the

dead, but William Jully was trouble with a capital T.”

Shirley and Rarity made their way to George’s room. He was sitting at a table,

playing cards with Terrance. As they entered, Terrance stood. “Oh, I didn’t expect y

ou here today.”

George looked up from the cards in his hand. “Don’t disturb us. I’ve got this guy o

ver a barrel.”



“We’ll pack up your things while you play out that hand. Then maybe you and

Terrance could go to the activity room to play. Rarity and I will get you set up in your

old room while you’re taking Terrance to the cleaners.” Shirley started folding up a

box. “How do es that sound?”

“Great. I hate this room.” He stared at Shirley. “What’s your name again? You s eem

familiar.”

“I’m Shirley.” The brightness in her voice wavered a little. “This is Rarity and we’re

here to g et you moved.”

“Hi, Shirley. You sure look familiar.” He looked up at Terrance, who was still

standing. “Are you going to finish this hand or keep gawking at the pretty women?”

Shirley and Rarity worked on packing up George’s room, and when he and Terrance

left for the activity room, she collapsed on the bed. “I don’t know why I keep trying.

He hasn’t recognized me fo r months now.”

“Because you love him. Good or bad, you’ve committed. I’d hate to see you going

through this.” Rarity sat next to her. She didn’t mention the pain on Terrance’s face

when he saw Shirle y in the room.

“Rarity, you’re a good friend.” Shirley glanced at the empty doorway. “And so is

Terrance. I can’t give him more than th at right now.”

“Then tell him that and let him deal with his feelings. He misses you.” Rarity rubbed

Shirley’s back. “L ife is short.”

Shirley nodded and stood. “You’re right about that. We know that lesson better than

others. I’ll think about what you said, but right now, let’s get this done. Then I’m

taking you to lunch at Carole’s. I need some carbs I didn’t cook myself.”



When they came back for the last load, Rarity stripped the sheets off the bed. There

were envelopes in the corner of the fitted sheet. She unwrapped them and then sat

back down. “Shirley, l ook at these.”

Shirley took one and opened it. “I’m not sure I want to know what’s in these. It looks

like a woman’s handwriting. It’s not George’s.”

“I can read them if you want.” Rarity put her hand over Shirley’s as she pulled o ut

the letter.

“Seriously, I’m not sure this could get any worse. Besides, Lizzy’s not here anymore

and I haven’t heard about any new girlfriends.” She scanned the letter. “This is from

Lizzy, but the letter’s not to George. It’s to a guy named Billy. Could this be W illiam

Jully?”

Rarity opened a letter and nodded. “I think so. It talks about meeting in her room at

night and how she’s trying to hide how happy she is from the nurses and her family.

Maybe George took these from Ju lly’s office.”

“You don’t think Lizzy could have killed him, do you?” Shirley tucked the letter back

into the envelope.

“No, but it gives Drew someone different to look at besides Terrance.” Rarity tucked

the letters into her tote. “I’m not sure George will remember he even had these, but if

he does, tell him that they got sent b ack to Lizzy.”

“What are you doing with them?” Shirley grabbed the sheets and put them into a pile.

The room was empty and ready for the next resident. The aides would clean it and

take the sheets t o the laundry.

Rarity followed her out of the room that George had been banished to after William



Jully’s death. “I’m dropping them off to Drew. After lunc h, of course.”

As they were driving to Carole’s, Rarity saw a man walking down the street. He was

on his phone, and he turned into the Sedona Hotel as she focused on him. He looked

like Kevin. She shook her head and turned back in her seat. It was the second sighting

of the man who looked like her ex this week. She was going a little crazy . That was

all.

Shirley glanced over at her. “Are you all right? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

The description fit. A ghost of her past. Rarity smiled and relaxed in the passenger

seat. “I think I’m worn out. I’ve been working too much and not relaxing. I didn’t

even swim this morning.”

“I know you’re worried about Archer and then we’ve got these two mysteries on our

hands.” Shirley turned the car into Carole’s parking lot. “You need to find a hobby

that helps you de-stress. Like croche t. Or baking.”

“Swimming does that. I’ve got Killer to walk. And I went to the quilt show this

weekend. I’m trying to keep busy.” Rarity rattled off the ways she’d spent her time

this week.

Shirley got out of the car and waited for Rarity to meet her in front of the restaurant.

“Staying busy isn’t the same as relaxing. You need to find something where you stop

thinking about everything going on around you. For me, it’s baking. I get lost in the

process. Of course, the downside is I have way too many sweet dishes and food in the

house for one person. Maybe I’ll drop off a cake to Terrance later today. To thank

him for being so nice to George. He always liked having male friends. He used to be

part of a standing Saturday morning golf game, but now they’ve all moved away. Of

course, I don’t think George co uld golf now.”



Rarity thought that Shirley needed someone to cook for, but she wasn’t going to bring

that subject up. “Let’s go find a table. I’m starving.”

* * *

Drew met Rarity at her house at about three. They were currently sitting outside on

the deck and Killer was on his lap. She’d gone through what she’d found out about

Lizzy and George and even Daisy being friends with Caleb Ender. She showed him

the photo. He sipped his tea and put his notebook away. “It’s something. I mean, the

only thing linking Terrance to the murder right now is he was at the memory care

place that night. He admits to fighting with William Jully about George. He also told

Jully that someone inside was turning off the security system. It wasn’t a computer

problem; someone was specifically turning it off. Terrance said he was going to put a

camera in the mechanical room to catch whoever was doing it. Jully told him it was a

violation of patient privacy and forbade it. Then according to Terrance, Jully told him

to leave the facility. That it was late and the residents had already been upset enough

with the dogs all ov er the place.”

“Jully wasn’t happy about the pet visits. He yelled at Gretchen when Archer and I

arrived that night.” Rarity leaned back in her chair. “He didn’t like anyone there at

night besides the small staff they keep on-site. And if all the scuttlebutt about Jully

we’ve been hearing is right, there was a good reason. He was trolling for women he

could romance into givi ng him money.”

“That’s horrible.” Drew had a habit of rubbing the top of his head when he was

thinking, and he did it right then. “I’ve been trying to contact Lizzy’s sister and see

why they moved her. It might have been because they wanted her closer, but my gut

and these letters are telling a nother story.”

“I think Sally found out. That’s why she threw away Ruth Agee’s file. She didn’t

want anyone to find out what he was doing. It would put her as an administrator in a



bad light, right?” Rarity stood and started to pace on her deck. “But someone else

knew. It might have been Marsha Graves that Sally was talking to that day at the

festival.”

“Maybe, but then why would Marsha tell you about Jully’s bad deeds?” Drew flipped

through his notebook. “No, there’s another player here we haven’t found. I need to

reinterview all the staff at Sedona Memory Care. Thanks for fillin g up my week.”

“The sleuthing group could go over and help you.” Rarity stepped inside and grabbed

the iced tea pitcher from the fridge. The look on his face when she came out was

priceless. “Stop, I was kidd ing, kind of.”

“You, my dad, and your group are going to give me a heart attack one of these days, I

swear.” He rubbed Killer’s head while Rarity refilled his glass. “Maybe you and I

should take off for a long vacation. What do you think, buddy? Leave your mom and

the book club to do my job while we rent a boat somewhere an d go fishing?”

“I’m not sure Killer likes fish.” Rarity smiled as she sat back down. “Besides, he

loves investigating, don’t you, big guy?”
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Monday morning, Rarity did all the things she’d been putting off all week. She swam,

cleaned her kitchen, made a shopping list, and thought about William Jully. Had he

been a fox in the henhouse? If so, Ruth Agee couldn’t have been his first victim.

Maybe there were others where he was listed in their wills or on the probate order.

She texted Holly to see if she could sear ch by his name.

Rarity didn’t worry that she didn’t hear back quickly. Holly worked nights, so she

had her phone on Do Not Disturb during the first of the day. She’d discover the

message soon.

She finished her shopping list and decided it was cool enough that Killer could come

to Flagstaff with her. She had to stop at the pet store and there he could go inside with

her. The shopping list wasn’t long. If she thought it was too warm, there was a doggy

daycare in the same strip mall as the grocery store. She wanted to talk to Daisy

Wellings again abo ut rare books.

Rarity had a feeling that there was more Daisy could tell her. Maybe she knew the

mysterious benefactor returning the books to the Ender family.

As she got ready, she realized she’d left her wallet at the store on Saturday. She’d

been planning on going back, so she’d tucked a credit card and her driver’s license in

her jeans pocket when she’d left for the quilt show. Then Archer had called and she’d

totally forg otten about it.

“Okay, let’s go and stop at the shop first, then go to your favorite pet store, then to

the bookstore, and finally to grab groceries.” Rarity looked down at Killer, who’d

only paid attention to the part about going. He was wiggling in delight. At least that



was how Rarity was seeing it. Having a dog kept her from talking to herself.

Especially lately. Rarity liked talking out a complicated list of chores or stops before

she left home.

When they arrived at the shop, a red Corvette was pulling out of the parking spot in

front of the store. She’d seen a lot of Cor vettes lately.

Madame Zelda’s shop was open and she must have had an early morning true

believer stop and get their first-of-the-week reading. Looking at the car, the woman

driving must have been getting great fin ancial advice.

Rarity turned to Killer. “Want to come out with me?”

A dance on the seat told her that maybe the dog had realized he needed to relieve

himself before the trip. Rarity clicked a leash on his harness and locked the car as

they stepped onto the sidewalk. It would have been fine unlocked, but Rarity still had

the safety mentality from living in St. Louis for so long. You always locked your car

there.

Walking up to the shop, she wondered if the postman had come early. A package was

propped against the door. She tucked it under her arm then unlocked the door, turning

off the security system as she juggled the package, her keys, and Killer’s leash since

he had decided to stop and water the fake grass she’d put by the do or for his use.

When he was done, she shut and relocked the door, then went to the counter. Her

wallet was right where she left it, and she set the package on the counter as she

retrieved it and returned her cards to their regular slots. She’d learned during cancer

treatments to always put things back when she used them. It kept her life and her

mind settled, because at first, she’d been so scattered with everything, she’d started

misplacing insurance and debit cards. She usually found them at the bottom of her

tote. Or in a jacket. Or worse, in jeans she was getting ready to wash. Being



organized kept her from stressing out later. Except she’d let this wallet thing slip by.

Maybe she was starting to relax and not be so hypervigilant.

She closed the wallet and glanced at the package. She’d assumed it was from a

publisher with an advance reader copy of an upcoming book, but there was no

address on the front. Rarity turned it over, her stoma ch tightening.

Nothing on that side either. The postman hadn’t delivered this package. She opened it

carefully. If it was the last book, it was rare and expensive. She unwrapped the book

and took a breath. It was a Nancy Drew novel. She assumed it must be the final book

that had been stolen from Marilyn Ender’s house the night she’ d been killed.

Rarity rewrapped it into the bubble wrap and set the envelope on the counter. Then

she went to her security feed. She watched as the woman in the red Corvette pulled

up, got out of the car, and walked, head down, to the door. The envelope was clearly

in her hands. But that was the only clear thing from the video. Rarity could see her

long, dark hair coming out from the dark gray hoodie she wore over her jeans. But

she had her hoodie down over her face and kept her face away from the camera. She

must have known it was there.

Sh e dialed Drew.

“Why are you calling so early? Do you have some ability to know when I’m in the

shower? Or worse, a camera in my bathroom?” He s ounded grumpy.

“No to both of those things. Instead, I have another book delivery. I’m at the shop

and I saw the woman leave it. Well, I wasn’t here when she dropped it off, but the

camera caught her. She left in a red Corvette as I was parking.” Rarity glanced at her

watch. “Come by and get it at noon when Katie opens and then you can watch the s

ecurity tape.”



“I have a meeting with the DA on Jully’s murder at nine. I can be there at noon.” He

paused, then asked, “Where a re you going?”

“I’m heading to Flagstaff for some errands. I’m taking Killer with me.” Rarity tucked

the package under the counter. “Tell Katie it’s under the counter. I’ll text her before I

leave town.”

“Well, at least you have someone with you,” he teased. “Lock up the shop. I’d hate to

have the book disappear again. Although I still think it’s weird the books are showing

up now. Someone must be having a cas e of remorse.”

“That’s my take as well.” Rarity turned off the lights and picked up her wallet and

keys. “I’ll make sure the shop is locked. I can put it in the safe if you want.”

“I’m sure it will be fine. There are only three of us who know it’s there. Maybe just

text Katie that I’m picking up something, but not what it is.” He paused. “I’ve got to

get ready. Make sur e to lock up.”

“I heard you the first time.” Rarity smiled as she said it. It was nice to have people

worry about her. “Hey, is Jonathon coming o ver to write?”

“I think it’s a good idea. I’ll make sure he’s aware of the situation. That way, if I’m

late, Katie will h ave a backup.”

“It’s good to have friends in law enforcement.” Rarity laughed. “Go finish your

shower. You don’t want to offend the DA or have them think we’re hicks.”

“He already thinks that. Drive safe and lock up.”

She was about to respond when she realized he’d hung up. She looked down at Killer,

who looked unsure why he still was on his leash in the bookstore.



“Your uncle Drew thinks I’m an idiot.”

The only response she got was a bark. She was going to interpret that as he’s crazy

rather than knowing her dog agr eed with Drew.

She used the hands-free function in her car to text Katie about Drew and to expect

Jonathon. She got a quick acknowledgment, so she turned up the radio and headed to

Flagstaff. First st op, pet store.

When they came out with dog food, two different types of treats, and a new toy that

Killer would ignore after the first five seconds of playing with it, she unloaded the

cart into her Cooper, then headed to the nearest cart corral where she hefted the tote

with Killer inside on her shoulder. She headed over to the Lost Manuscript bookstore,

and as she walked, she saw a red Corvette parked in a corner spot out of the way. The

car or one like it had been at the store last time she’d visited as well. Was it the same

one she’d seen that morning? Or was she just noticing a lot of the same type and

color of cars recently?

Coincidences don’t happen that often. She pushed open the door, and a bell

announced her entrance.

Daisy called from the back, “Welcome. If you need help, I’m back in nonfiction,

shelving some new arrivals that came in last week. I’ve got a lot of books on the

Kennedy era if you’re a collector or like to read that time f rame setting.”

Rarity didn’t answer; instead, she followed the voice to where Daisy was working. “

Good morning.”

Daisy turned around, a surprised look on her face. “Oh, it’s R arity, right?”

“Yes, I own the bookstore in Sedona. Sorry, you already know that.” Rarity picked up



a history book from the cart. “Camelot. Everyone wants to know more about the past.

Especially when it ends in a murder. Or I guess I should call it an assassination.” She

tucked the book under her arm. “I’ll take this one. Hey, speaking of the past, is that

your Corvette out here? Midseve nties? Right?”

“It’s 1974. Good eye. The first car I ever bought off the showroom floor. My dad

thought I was an idiot, but I was making great money as a tax lawyer back then. Had

to spend it somehow, right?” She didn’t look up at Rarity, instead focusing on the

book she was shelving.

“It’s beautiful. Funny thing is, I needed to stop at my shop this morning and I thought

I saw your car in Sedona.” Rarity stopped talking and let the silence between them w

ork its magic.

“I’ve been here at the shop all morning.” Daisy sorted through the books in the cart.

“Can I get you something else, or is that all you came in for?”

Rarity decided to take a chance and laid her cards out on the table. “Why are you

returning the books that were stolen from Marilyn Ender? Were you there that night?

I know you and your brother knew Caleb and June Ender. I saw a picture of the four

of you together in Caleb ’s apartment.”

Now Daisy did look at her. She set the books she’d picked up back on the cart. “I

guess it doesn’t matter anymore. Nick’s dead. William, his son, is dead. Caleb’s

dying. The only one who would be hurt is my dad, and he doesn’t remember much

from day to day. Let’s go up to the front and talk. Do you want some coffee?”

“If you want some.” Rarity regretted accepting the offer as soon as the words came

out of her mouth. This was where in the books, the killer poisoned the nosy sleuth

who was asking too m any questions.



The coffeepot had just finished brewing and sat on a table next to a large couch and

reading chair. Daisy gave Rarity a cup then filled another. She held the second one

out. “We can switch if yo u’re worried.”

“Do you have a reason to kill me?” Rarity hadn’t seen her put anything in the cups

besid es the coffee.

“No. I wasn’t involved with the Marilyn incident. I found out about the mess later. I

was part of the problem, though.” She leaned in and took a sip of her cup. “The

coffee’s fin e, I promise.”

Rarity decided to trust her. She sat down and put Killer’s tote next to her. He stuck

his head out and watched the two of them. “So tell me w hat happened.”

Daisy stared into her coffee like it was a portal looking into the past. “What do you th

ink you know?”

“Marilyn Ender wasn’t supposed to be home. The books were rare and valuable so

someone broke in to take them, but then Marilyn came downstairs and surprised the

thief. And he reacted.” Rarity had decided that this had to be what happened. “But

I’m not sure how they knew the house was supposed to be empty. Unless the killer

was working with someone , like Caleb.”

Daisy nodded. “Nick and Caleb were friends. Best friends for years, at least before

this happened. I was in love with Caleb. I wasn’t happy with my husband; he wasn’t

happy. We’d been high school sweethearts and thought we were soulmates. We

started an affair, and we were going to run off to New York. Now, looking back, I

think we were both tired of being adults. I had a job lined up there. I could have

supported us until Caleb found work. But he was proud and didn’t want to live off

me. I think Nick was pushing that narrative. Anyway, they came up with this plan.

Dad knew people in the rare book community who would buy anything, no questions



asked. Caleb would help his mom file the insurance claim, and he and Nick would

split the money from selling the books. It should have been easy. That’s always the

kicker, right? The acts of chance that throw wrenches into the bes t-laid plans?”

“How do you know this?” Rarity set down the coffee cup without taking a sip. She

wasn’t ta king a chance.

“Caleb called me after it all went down. I was already in New York working and

finalizing the divorce. He told me that Nick had killed Marilyn and he couldn’t leave

June alone. Not with two kids. He was heartbroken and riddled with guilt. He was

never the same. He’d call over the years and cry on my shoulder.” Daisy set her cup

down and curled around herself as she talked. “I was in love with him. We didn’t

need the money from the books. This was all Nick buzzing in his ear. My brother

always was a make-money-quick type. A trait I hear his s on inherited.”

“So Nick killed Marilyn that night and took the books. How did you g et the books?”

Daisy had her hands clasped together. “I never remarried. I never wanted to trust

someone and then be betrayed again like what Caleb did. So years passed. Nick

robbed someone else, probably several someone elses, and finally went to prison. He

was killed there. William was a baby when Nick’s girlfriend got tired of waiting for

him to grow up and remarried. When I came home for a visit after my mom passed a

few years ago, I realized my dad was failing. I believe it’s Alzheimer’s, but he

doesn’t have a diagnosis, yet. I moved back, started working at the store and cleaning

out the house. I found the books in the attic. They were in a box labeled ‘Nick’s

stuff.’ It looked like Nick’s writing. I almost dropped it off at William’s house. I

thought he might want his dad’ s belongings.”

“But with his history, you weren’t sure what was in the box,” R arity guessed.

A sad smile and a nod answered the question before Daisy did. “Exactly. I found out



you were dating Archer and thought since Caleb was doing poorly, maybe getting the

books back might help ea se his guilt.”

Rarity sat back. With everything that she’d found out, she never thought it would be

an act of love. Or what Daisy thought was love. “So why is The Fellowship of the

Ring you returned not the same book that was on the ins urance claim?”

“I know it’s the book that Nick took. Honestly, I think Caleb decided to take

advantage of the situation. I know he and Nick got into a fight after Marilyn was

killed. Caleb thought Nick had sold the books and blown town. Instead, he’d blown

town without selling the books. Maybe he wanted to let things cool off a bit. I never

thought my brother would kill anyone. Not until I got that phone call from Caleb. By

then, when I called Dad, Nick had left town for a job in California. At least that was

the story. I don’t know where he wound up, but I didn’t even know I had a nephew

until years later. We’ve never been a close family. Not for years.” She leaned back

onto the couch. “I wanted to make amends for the affair. I’ve never forgiven myself

for ruining Ca leb’s family.”

Rarity left the bookstore and called Drew on her way to the grocery store. She told

him what Daisy had told her. The mystery behind the death of Marilyn Ender and the

resurfacing books had been solved, but the man who had killed her, according to

Daisy, was dead. The other man involved, Caleb Ender, was nearing the end of his

own life. “She’s at the bookstore if you want to go talk to her.”

“I’m stuck in meetings still. I stepped out to take this call. I don’t want Dad to leave

the bookstore until I get that book out of there and safe here at the station. I don’t

think anyone is out there looking for it. But in case.” There was a pause before Drew

added, “I don’t know how we’re going to tell Archer and Dana that their dad was

involved in their grandm other’s death.”

Rarity felt Drew’s pain. “Maybe we could leave t hat part out?”



“Do you want to lie to Archer for the rest of your life?”

Drew had a point. “I’m at the grocery store. I’m dropping Killer off at doggy daycare,

doing my shopping, and then I’ll be back in town. Let me know if you want me to

send Jonathon over to the station with the book onc e I get back.”

“I’ll come get it or send one of the guys. I don’t mind him being a watchdog, but the

delivery guy for something this valuable is one step too far. If he got hurt, my mom

would never forgive me.” He signed off with a “Drive carefully,” and then t he call

ended.

Drew had become a good friend, even if he didn’t like her getting involved in his

investigations. She thought that maybe this time she hadn’t gotten the lecture about

talking to suspects because it was an old, cold case. Or maybe it was because he knew

how not solving the case had bothered his dad. Now, Jonathon didn’t have to have

that on h is conscience.

As she was coming out of the grocery store, she saw that man again getting into a car

in the parking lot. The man who looked like Kevin. This was getting weirder by the

day. Maybe instead of a hobby, she needed a vacation. She watched the newer BMW

pull out of the parking lot and head west. It was probably a local doppelganger. A guy

who looked like Kevin. And liked BMWs like Kevin had. When he left her years ago,

he’d bought his first one.

Rarity thought it was a waste of money, but it had made him happy to have a status

car. This Arizona guy must have the same need for labels as her former fiancé.

She tucked the groceries away, then went to get Killer from daycare. They were

stopping at her favorite local drive-in, the Hungry Onion, for lunch. Fish sandwich

and onion rings. And a slider bun for Killer. And a vani lla milkshake.



Rarity didn’t have dinner plans, so she could eat a salad then.
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Rarity’s phone woke her at one o’clock Tuesday morning. The display said it was

Archer. She turned on the light and sat up in bed. Killer watched her for a second,

then tucked his head under the pillow. “What’s going on? Are you okay?”

“Sorry, it’s late. You were probably sleeping. I shouldn’t have called, but I needed to

hear your voice.” Archer sighed. “He’s gone. We were supposed to take him home

tomorrow, well, today now, but after Drew visited last night, it seemed like Dad took

a turn for the worse. I think he knew the truth had come out and the rest of the books

had b een returned.”

“Oh, Archer.” Rarity curled her legs under her as she adjusted her pillow. “ I’m so

sorry.”

“Drew said Daisy told you the whole story yesterday. I guess she felt guilty about the

affair and the role her brother had in the robbery and killing Grandma.” He paused. “I

can’t believe Dad would do that to his mom. I mean, stealing from her. He was going

to leave us and start a new life with stolen money? It makes sense now. I mean, he

started being distant, but I thought it was because he was missing Grandma so much.

Instead, it was because he was carrying this lie around with h im. Poor Mom.”

“Have you ca lled her yet?”

“Dana’s doing that right now. I needed a minute and I needed to talk to you. Sorr y I

woke you.”

“You don’t know you did. Killer and I could have been up still drinking and partying

with all my rowdy friends. I’m surprised you don’t hear all the commotion around



us.” Rarity was trying to make Archer laugh. And it worked.

“Whatever. Anyway, we need to finish up here and then head back to my place to get

some sleep. I don’t want Dana to have to go to Dad’s apartment right now. We’ll

clean it out later.” He sighed again. “We need to make arrangements. I guess we’ll do

a service, but I talked to Dad and he wanted his ashes spread out by Montezuma

Castle. So are you up for a hike in a few weeks?”

“Whenever you need me, I’ll be there. I won’t expect you over tonight after the book

club, so take that off your to-do list. Killer and I will have Jonathon walk us home.”

She rubbed Killer’s back. He lifted his head when he heard her say his name. “I love

you.”

“I love you too. I need to get back, Dana came back in with the chaplain. These

people are amazing around her e. Talk soon.”

After Archer had hung up, Rarity turned off the light and thought about Marilyn and

the books. Now that they knew it was Daisy returning the books—and that William

Jully was Daisy’s nephew—did that answer any questions about the Jully murder?

Besides the fact that his dad had been a rotten apple and despite being raised in a

different family, he hadn’t fallen far from the tree.

Maybe the book club could point out what she was missing. If she could stay awake

long enough to have book club tonight. She curled up in bed and tried to turn off her

brain. She must have been tired, because the next thing she knew, her alarm was

going off. It was time to get up and swim if she had any chance of getting one in

today. The morning would be a little chilly, but she still had the heater running on the

pool, so the water should be warm. She got into her suit, and after a quick rinse in her

shower, she headed out to do laps and try to wake up.

* * *



Shirley had been busy baking, so there were cookies and a sheet cake along with

some savory biscuits with honey butter on the treat table for book club. She poured

herself a cup of coffee and looked at Rarity, who was sitting next to her. “You look

like you were rode hard and put away wet. Maybe you should take a trip somewhere

and chill for a few days. Archer would probably like to get away as well.”

“He’s going to be busy with Dana setting up the service as well as cleaning out his

dad’s apartment. Their mom, June, is coming in tomorrow with her husband to help.”

Rarity knew they needed their mom around, but her being here was also probably

bringing up a lo t of memories.

Drew and Jonathon had officially closed the case. Drew let Jonathon write up the

final report, and he’d signed it under his father’s signature. Jonathon’s one cold case

that had haunted him for years was finally closed. He was going home on Friday,

whether or not the Jully murder was solved. He said he needed some Edith time. But

tonight , he was here.

After the regulars had all arrived and helped themselves to Shirley’s table of treats,

Jonathon stood and filled the group in on what had happened with Marilyn Ender’s

case with the missing books. “I wanted to thank everyone for what you did in helping

solve Marilyn’s murder. The clues were all there, even back then, but I think I let my

respect and feelings for the Ender family cover up the clues that should have pointed

me in the direction of Nick Wellings. But I couldn’t imagine that a man I considered

my friend would have tried to steal from his own mother. It was impossible. And

now, looking back, that was why I didn’t solve the case. I let my feelings cloud my

judgment.”

A few tried to correct Jonathon, but eventually, the room got quiet again. He looked

over at Rarity. “I think the fl oor is yours.”

Rarity walked over to the whiteboard. “One of the first things we do in investigating a



murder is learn more about our victim. Why would someone want to kill them? For

William Jully, this was hard because he was a chameleon. He had a way of

distracting you into thinking something when the actual reality was something

completely different. So finding out that he was Nick Wellings’s son made a lot of

things snap into place. He was a grifter; apparently his father had tendencies in that

career area as well. Nick didn’t live long enough to be good at it, so he was arrested

for one of his earli er incidences.”

Rarity told the group about Lizzy’s letters and what the nurse had told them. “We

know he did this to Ruth Agee. Was there anyone before that? Someone who was

robbed and kept the crime under wraps because they didn’t want to look foolish?”

Holly raised her hand. “I got your message, but I haven’t had time to get back to

you.” She looked at Rarity and then the group. “Rarity asked me to look into probate

filings that had William Jully’s name mentioned. I found two more. One was a

Sedona Memory Care resident, and the other, well, she’d been planning on entering

the care facility, but she died before she could. William was her caregiver according

to a lawsuit filed by her family. It was settled, and William gave back some of the

estate but still kep t a big chunk.”

“Didn’t he have to report that money somewhere? Like on his taxes?” Malia asked as

she stood to get another slice of cake.

“From what I know of estate laws, as long as the amount is less than a few million, he

doesn’t have to report or pay taxes. I’m guessing he kept it under that?” Jonathon lo

oked at Holly.

She nodded. “That was one reason he settled so quickly with the family, according to

a letter that the woman’s sister wrote to attach to the court filing. She asked for it as

part of the settlement. She thought he backed away from getting all of the estate

because he would have had to report and pay taxes. She wanted it to be a public



record of what he was doing. And it worked. The letter got o ur attention.”

“After he was dead,” Malia pointed out. “I don’t think it wa s a deterrent.”

“Unless that information forced Sally to try to hide his activities with Ruth Agee.

And maybe she alerted Lizzy’s sister to move her out of the facility. To protect her

from his manipulation.” Rarity met Shirley’s gaze. “Sally ac ted too late.”

“And someone else was on the phone talking with Sally about the problem. You said

so yourself when you found the file.” Shirley stopped crocheting and laid her hands

in her lap. “I’ve been thinking about this a lot. It could only be three people. Cindi

Kennedy, the marketer, McKenzie Jones, the business office manager, or Marsha

Graves, the social worker for the facility. I don’t think Sally would trust anyone else

with her cover-up. Getting rid of a patient’s file i s pretty bad.”

Jonathon held his hand up. “We still have Terrance on the board. I know you all don’t

think he killed Jully, but he admitted to getting into an argument with Jully the night

he died. He had found out that someone inside was turning off the security system.

That the system wasn’t misfiring. He thought Jully was putting patients’ lives in

danger. And he didn’t like how he treated George. He’d found out from the nurses

that Jully was actively campaigning to limit Shirley’s visits. He didn’t want her to

become suspicious of George’s position as Lizzy’s fake boyfriend to cover up their

affair.”

“Terrance wouldn’t kill anyone.” Shirley shook her head and picked up h er

crocheting.

Jonathon looked over at her. “Are you sure? He was in a bar fight early in his service

and he got punished for almost killing the other guy.”

Shirley set her crochet down again. “That was when he was twenty and he was



protecting a woman who was serving drinks in the bar. The man he attacked was later

convicted of rape on another woman a few years later and kicked out of the service.

He’s a hero, not a killer.”

“He was protecting George and the other patients during the argument with Jully.

Maybe it went too far,” Jonathon said, h is voice calm.

“He didn’t do it. And if he did, he would admit it. He already gave Drew enough to

suspect him, voluntarily. Why wouldn’t he tell him if he did kill the guy?”

Jonathon nodded and sat back. “That was what was bothering me too. So we’re

taking Terrance off the suspect list? I mean, here at least. I can’t get Drew to do that

without a new suspect.”

Ev eryone nodded.

Rarity went back to the board and drew a line through Terrance’s name. Then she

wrote three new names— Cindi, Marsha, and McKenzie . “So what do we know

about these people?”

Shirley listed off what she knew about each of the three staff members at Sedona

Memory Care. Then she paused. “Why isn’t Sally Ball on the possible list? She did h

ide evidence.”

“Oh, I have an update. Sally Ball has an alibi for the night in question. She was on a

date with one of Drew’s police officer friends. So she couldn’t have killed Jully. She

was working on firing him, though.” Jonathon looked up from the notes he was

making in his notebook. “I’m friends with her date’s father. We were on the force h

ere together.”

“Okay, so no Sally.” Rarity studied the information that was on the whiteboard. “We



need to divide these people up and see if they have any outside-of-work connection

with William Jully. We know a lot about Marsha since her foundation was hurt when

William got an inheritance from the Agee estate. But the other two are new.”

“Well, I’m off tomorrow, so I could go talk to someone,” Malia offered as she looked

around. “No one at the care facility is going to talk to either Rarity or Shirley.

Everyone knows you, and there’s the issue of George. Maybe Jonathon can come

with me to see if my grandmother is a good fit. And, if I miss a question, he can fill

in. I’m young. I don’t know things.”

“So you want me to play the distinguished older family friend.” Jonathon squared his

shoulders. “I’ll do anything to help o ut our Malia.”

“Dude, don’t make it sound creepy.” Malia thre w a pen at him.

He caught the pen in midair. “I don’t know what’s creepy about what I said. Anyway,

it’s late and I need to work on my notes before I attend tomorrow’s writers’ group.

Do we have ou r assignments?”

Jonathon and Malia agreed to meet at the bookstore on Wednesday at ten. Rarity was

reaching out to Lizzy’s sister. And Holly was going to scan the probate records one

last time. As Jonathon and Rarity headed out of the bookstore, she looked up at him.

“Are you okay with the Ender case? I know you wanted to solve it.”

“No, that’s not quite true. I wanted it solved. There’s a difference. I was part of a

team when I was in the force. I’m part of a team now. The detectives who hold

everything to their chests like on television, they’re the ones who burn out or make

mistakes and get killed on the job. We’re a community. We solve these cases

together. There’s no cowboying in real police work.”

* * *



The next morning, the bookstore was filled with customers. Shirley and her Mommy

and Me class were going strong, and surprisingly the bookstore had other patrons as

well. Rarity would have heard the noise from the kids and left as soon as she came

inside. Not a good sign for any future offspring. As if she’d called him, Archer came

into the shop and met her gaze over the din. He made his way to her, but Killer met

him first. He jumped on Archer’s legs, asking to be picked up. And, if Rarity was

reading her dog right, he also wanted to be taken far, far away from the bookstore and

its current state of craziness.

“Hey, buddy. Rarity, you look wonderful.” He picked Killer up an d cuddled him.

“Now I know you’re tired. I thought you were going to take it easy for a few days.”

Rarity saw the lines under Archer’s eyes and worr ied about him.

“Dana’s getting food to take back to the apartment. I told her I’d come and get the

second book in that dragon series she liked so much.” He walked over to the new

release shelf and picked a book up. “This is it, right?”

“You’re spot-on. What’s been going on?” She took the book and put it into a bag.

When he tried to give her a card, she shook her head. “Friends and fam ily discount.”

“Thanks. She can’t sleep, so she’s been reading. We’ll probably be back tomorrow

for another book.” He leaned on the counter. “We went to the funeral home and took

care of everything. Mom is coming over to make dinner at six. Do you want to

come?”

“I don’t know. This is family time.” Rarity took Killer, who was leani ng toward her.

“Mom asked me to invite you. They’re going home tomorrow. It’s now or never to

meet my mom.”



Rarity laughed, “But no pre ssure, right?”

“None at all. And bring the rat.” He leaned over the counter and kissed her quickly.

“I’m escaping before anyone else sees me. I can’t take hearing any more old stories

about my dad. Everyone loved him, but now that we know the truth, it’s getting on

my nerves.”

She wanted to tell him that people changed. That what had happened didn’t define his

father. But she knew this wasn’t the time. She prayed that dinner wouldn’t be a

disaster. Sometimes Rarity could only hold her tongu e for so long.

As Archer left, he ran into Jonathon coming back from his sleuthing trip with Malia.

He and Archer chatted a bit at the door, and then Jonathon came to the counter. “Can

Katie take over for you for a minute?”

Katie had come in for the afternoon and was shelving new books. Rarity walked over

and asked her to watch the register and then met Jonathon in the back room. He had

already poured himself a cup of coffee and had his murder notebook open in front of

him on a new page. “I’ve got to get ready to leave for my Flagstaff group, so this

needs to be quick. Malia and I finished our tour of Sedona Memory Care. And that

girl should take up acting. She was amazing in her role. Her questions kept us exactly

where we needed to be. We talked to all three suspects. Marsha was less than

energetic about the facility. She told us that the Flagstaff center had more staffing and

wa s better run.”

“She said that?” Rarity grabbed a bottle of water and then came back to the table.

“Sally would hate hearing that s he said that.”

“Marsha seems to be on an honesty kick. She told me when Malia went to the

bathroom that she was considering leaving the job. She’s burned out on all the

drama.” He shook his head. “Cindi, the marketer, on the other hand, painted an over-



the-top positive review of the facility. I believe some of her salary is commission.

When I brought up the death of Jully, she blew it off. She told me he had a heart

attack. When I tried to correct her, she dumped us on the business office manager and

asked her to finish the tour. She had an appointment she’d jus t remembered.”

“Weird.” Rarity thought about when she’d talked to Cindi. She’d been unwilling to

tarnish the facility then either. But Marsha had always been ready to chat about Jully

and his misdeeds. “So what did you think about Mc Kenzie Jones?”

“Ms. Jones was business focused. She talked about the room cost and how most

insurance policies wouldn’t cover the expense for long. If at all. Malia played that

great. She told her that her grandmother was left well off from her lawyer husband.

So the family was concerned about the best care, not the money.” He laughed as he

remembered the discussion. “McKenzie was pushy about how well off Malia’s family

was and the girl didn’t back down. Malia asked what a private room cost, then

shrugged and said, ‘We’ll be fine.’ I’m sure they’re counting th e revenue now.”

“Malia did have some drama classes, but I think she’s been learning as we keep

sleuthing these cases. She’s not the shy girl I met at her first book club meeting.”

Rarity glanced at the clock; she knew Jonathon was going to be leaving soon. “Did

you find out anything else?”

“One thing. When McKenzie came to work at the facility, the books hadn’t added up.

There was missing money in the petty cash drawer.” He leaned forward. “She

reported it to Sally, her administrator, and Sally said she’d take care of it. When

McKenzie came in the next Monday, the count was accurate. She told us that she

does a daily petty ca sh count now.”

“She told you that?” Rarity didn’t follow the logic. “Why admit that someone was

stealing from the facility?”



“She wanted us to know that the problem had been fixed.” Jonathon closed his

notebook. “She didn’t tell us how Sally had fixed it.”
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Rarity got ready for dinner at Archer’s as she thought about Jonathon’s report. Of the

three staff members they’d talked to, one was avoiding the discussion of William

Jully entirely. One was focused on the issue of missing money and fixing the

problem. And the third was ready to throw in the tow el completely.

Marsha had the best motive to kill Jully. He’d taken part of his Agee inheritance from

the charity she ran. He’d been inappropriate with patients, including Lizzy. And she

took her job as a patient advoc ate seriously.

Rarity had called Lizzy’s sister and asked her to call back, but so far, no one had

returned her call. She hadn’t been specific in what she wanted, so the woman might

be seeing her as a spam call and ignoring the message. She’d call again after dinner.

Cindi seemed like she was in it for herself. Could she have been the one Sally was

working with to clean up the Ruth Agee mess? Probably. Rarity thought that if

Marsha had been part of that, she wouldn’t have told anyone about Ju lly’s actions.

Then there was McKenzie, who was motivated to keep the books clean. Would she

have seen Jully as a problem to the nursing home? Someone who needed to be

eliminated? It seemed over the top, but she’d been the one to witness the change of

wills for Ruth Agee. Had she found out that William was wining and dining his wa y

into riches?

Rarity went back and pulled out her murder notebook. Someone needed to find out

more about McKenzie Jones and what she was capable of. There was something

niggling at the back of Rarity’s mind. Something with Georg e and Shirley.



She called Shirley as she drove to Archer’s apartment in the building where he also

had his hiking tour shop. When she answered, she got right to the point. “Who helped

you with the financials to get George into the facility?”

“McKenzie was a doll. She helped file for the insurance that covers most of it. I’ve

got a direct deposit for the balance coming out of our retirement account. I’m lucky

that George loved investing so I have a substantial amount to work with.” Shirley

paused, then asked, “Why?”

“I’m trying to put some things together. Did you and Kathy meet wit h her lately?”

“Kathy did. She wanted to know what the facility was costing, and what I was paying

a month. And she did an accounting of her dad’s trust at the facility. I guess she was

worried I was overspending, and I’d be living with her when I ran out of money.”

“I remember her saying she thought McKenzie was a mess. What was the result?”

Rarity parked the car but stayed inside, wanting to finish this conversation.

“Oh, it was hilarious. George had over a hundred thousand in his trust account. Of

course, the money wasn’t his. McKenzie had deposited several insurance checks into

his account rather than to the facility account since it was in his name. And then she

hadn’t made the monthly payment from his account to the facility. Kathy was

horrified—she worried that George would be kicked out—but McKenzie told her it

wasn’t a big deal. That it was just mo ving numbers.”

Rarity ended the call, telling her she’d talk to her later; then she called Drew. “Do

you still have the file that we think is Ruth Agee’s?”

“I have it at the station. I’m home eating dinner, why?” Drew sounded tired.

“I think I saw a copy of her trust account in there. I wonder if it matches the one at



the facility.” Rarity explained what she was thinking. Each resident had their own

trust account that the nursing home put deposits in and then took the monthly fees out

at the end of the month. The balance should stay about the same plus some interest,

unless the patient had a large personal expenditure. When Rarity had reviewed the

file, Ruth had about a thousand in slush funds in her account. If George’s trust had

extra money in it, maybe Ruth’s deposits had been collected and saved too.

It looked like McKenzie Jones had her own slush fund, moving money from one

account to another. And part of William Jully’s job had been to verify the books at

the end of the month. What if he’d found McKenzie stealing money because he’d

been researching Ruth’s financial status before ma king his move?

The business office manager was in charge of the numbers. Who better to manipulat e

the reports?

Drew was quiet on his side of the line as she laid out her theory. Finally, when she

was about to ask if he was still there, he asked, “So you think there were two foxes in

the henhouse and one kill ed the other?”

* * *

Dinner with Archer, Dana, his mom, and her husband went better than she’d

expected. June Ender, now June Conner, was warm and friendly. She and her

husband, Tom, had a tan cocker spaniel that they’d had to leave with a friend at home

when they flew out to Phoenix. So they were both fawning over Killer, who was

enjoying his pampering. After a dinner of spaghetti and garlic bread, Rarity was

helping June clean up the kitchen while the rest of the group got the living room

ready for a gam e of Scrabble.

“Thank you for all you did in finding Marilyn’s books. That must have been

weighing on Caleb’s conscience as he started to pass over.” June rinsed the plate



Rarity handed her. “I already knew about the affair, but I never told the kids. I didn’t

want them to think badly about their dad. Besides, Caleb was wrecked over the part

he played in her death. Daisy and Nick were our friends, and all three of them

deceived me. That’s why I moved home to California. I felt betrayed. The kids were

both living their own lives. There was nothing to keep me here.”

“I didn’t find the books. Daisy dropped them off at the bookstore for me to pass on,”

Rar ity explained.

“I know, but you figured out the whole story. All Caleb told me about was the affair.

He never told me about his deal with Nick. How can you steal from your own

family?” June looked around the kitchen. “Anyway, thanks f or your help.”

“No problem.” Rarity paused as her phone rang. It was Lizzy’s sister. “I’m sorry, I

need to take this.”

“Don’t talk too long. Scrabble is a competition sport in our family.” June waved her

off and went to start t he dishwasher.

Rarity stepped out on Archer’s balcony around the top floor of the buil ding. “Hello?”

“Is this Rarity Cole? I understand you’re calling about my sister?” Constance asked.

“Are you the bookstore owner? I think we met right before we left town.”

“Yes, that’s me. I’ve got a friend who is related to one of the patients at Sedona

Memory Care. I was wondering why you took Lizzy out. I don’t want to tell her it’s

safe if there are issues.” Rarity he ld her breath.

“All I can say is I’m not sure about the facility. I’m not going to bad-mouth Sally

because she was supportive and I know that Lizzy can be a handful. But that man

who died, Lizzy was positive he was going to marry her. She’s a little na?ve



regarding romance. I know he was always asking her for money because she would

call me. I put money in her account and it would disappear. Lizzy swore she never

saw it. I don’t know if that office girl was helping Jully take that money or not, but

that’s when I started looking for something else. Then Mike got an offer here in

California and it seemed like the best for all of us.” She paused. “If I had a friend, I’d

tell her to keep a close eye on the money. The place seems clean and the nursing staff

are wonderful, but that’s all I’m going to say. I can’t have Sally suing me fo r

defamation.”

“The office girl, you mean McKenzie Jones?” Rarity held her breath again. This

might be the final clue to tie McKenz ie to William.

“That’s her. She gave me her card when I left, in case we had any questions,”

Constance said with a laugh. “At least any questions that weren’t about Lizzy’s

missing money. That, she blamed on that Jully guy. And Sally backed her up. I’ve got

to go. We have dinner reservations.”

And with that, the call was over. Archer came to the window to see if she was done.

She held up a finger and made one more call. She might have taken Terrance off

Drew’s lis t of suspects.

Driving home, Rarity went by the nursing home. She pulled into the parking lot and

saw the BMW parked in a handicapped zone. It didn’t have handicap plates, but

sometimes they had that hanging tag. She got out of the car and took a pictur e of the

plate.

“What are you, the parking police?” a woman’s voice asked from behind her. Rarity

turned to find McKenzie Jones standing there, a box in one hand and a plan t in the

other.

“Sorry, my ex-fiancé had a car just like this and I wanted to make sure he wasn’t in



town. Stalking me.” Rarity crossed her fingers behind her back. Lying didn’t come

naturally.

“Oh. Well, I’m happy to tell you that it’s my car, not your ex’s, so you can leave

now.” She opened the trunk and put the box with several others.

“Are you packing up and leaving your job? Shirley said you were so helpful when

she had to place George here.” Rarity watched as she closed the trunk then put the

plant in the back seat with several others and a few suit jackets. It was obvious that

McKenzie was leaving Sedona Memory Care and under the c over of night.

“I got a better offer in sunny California. I just hate to disappoint Sally. I told her I was

going on a vacation. I’ll email her tomorrow and give her some excuse. She hates

hiring. Which is one reason she kept William on so long. This way, I’m forcing her to

replace me. Anyway, I’ve got a few more boxes, s o I better go.”

“Have a great life in California. Where are you going to be? My sister lives in Santa

Barbara near the ocean. It’s so beautiful out there.” Rarity didn’t have a sister in

California. And her fingers ached from crossing them.

“Oh, it’s San Diego. Near the border. Hot, dry, and ocean views,” McKenzie called

back as she hurrie d to the door.

Rarity went back to her car. McKenzie Jones was making a run for it. She placed

another call to Drew. He was going to stop taking her calls soon, but she hoped he

picked up now. Before McKenzie got in her car and drove away with the money

she’d stashed.

* * *

The next day, Drew stopped by the bookstore. He came up and leaned on the counter



while Killer tried to get his attention. He scooped up the little dog in his arms and

then stared at Rarity. “I don’t know how you do it. We looked at McKenzie but at

first glance, she looked clean. She doesn’t have a record. No violence. She see med

harmless.”

“I take it she didn’t have a date in Flagstaff the night William was killed?” Rarity

closed out her monthly accounting work. She could do a profit and loss st atement

later.

“No, the security cameras saw her coming back around midnight in that new car

she’d bought with the residents’ money. She’d been skimming from Lizzy, but when

William found out, he approached her and told her he was going to get her fire d,”

Drew said.

“But he was doing the same thing,” Ra rity protested.

Drew shook his head. “Not quite. William was getting the residents to give him the

money. McKenzie was taking it. She skimmed from the personal accounts as well as

the business payments. Besides, getting rid of her cleared the way for his ill- gotten

gains.”

“I guess there can only be one fox in a henhouse.” Rarity was glad it was over and

both bad actors were out of Sedona Memory Care. “Di d Sally know?”

“Yes. Or at least she knew about William’s activities. I think McKenzie told her,

thinking she could cover up what she’d been doing and blame him. Sally admitted

throwing away Ruth Agee’s file. I think the facility’s getting a whole new

administration section.” He glanced at the clock. “I’ve got a meeting with the home’s

corporate lawyers. They want to limit the charges to McKenzie and try to keep

everything out of the news. We’ll see. Anyway, thanks for the information. I would

have found it anyway, but you sp ed things up.”



“Keep telling yourself that,” Rarity called after him as he left the bookstore. The

Tuesday Night Sleuthing Club struck again. She needed to bring in pizza to the next

meetin g to celebrate.

* * *

Later that day, Rarity was alone in the shop when the bell over the door rang, and she

looked up to see Kevin walking into her shop. He grinned like they were long-lost

friends. “Rarity! I finally found you here. People around here are pretty tight lipped

about locals. I finally had to look up new businesses in the area since you left St.

Louis. When I saw the name of the bookstore, I knew it had to be you. The Next

Chapter. You always did love books.” He glanced around to see if they were alone.

“But every time I came in, you weren’t working. You’ve got a sw eet deal here.”

“Kevin, what are you doing here?” Now that she knew he’d been the person she’d

been seeing, her next thoughts went to why he had tracked her down. “Are you in

town for a convention?”

“No. I came to find you.” He stepped closer, and Rarity heard Killer’s low growl.

Kevin looked down and saw the dog behind the counter. “Y ou got a dog?”

“I did get a dog. I have a whole life here and although it’s been nice to see you, I’m

busy.” Rarity reached down to pick Killer up before he decided to snap at her former

fiancé. The dog had good senses about people. “So say your pi ece and leave.”

“Rarity, I wanted to tell you I was sorry. I came back, but you had already moved out

and left your job. I couldn’t believe it. You loved that job. I asked around and

someone said that you’d moved to Arizona to be closer to that friend of yours.” Kevin

leaned on the counter. “I’m not the same without you. I sent you a journal when I was

in Denver last week. I took a chance that someone at the bookstore would know you a

nd pass it on.



“I love you and I want you to come back to St. Louis with me. We can buy a house in

Chesterfield. You can go back to marketing, and I’ve got a new position with a local

law firm. We’ll find someone to take the dog.” Kevin reached for her hand.

“I love my dog.” She moved her hand away quickly, like his hand was a snake. A

headache pounded in the back of Rarity’s head. “I have a house here. I own the

bookstore. I have friends and a life here. I don’t want to move back to St. Lo uis with

you.”

“Rarity, I don’t think you heard me. I know I made a mistake letting you leave. I love

you. I can’t imagine a life without you.” He reached out again, to touch her arm, but

Killer growled and, this time, sho wed his teeth.

“Look, I know this is a shock, me dropping in. What if I take you to dinner tonight?”

He pulled out a card and wrote on the back. “This is where I’m staying. I’m not

leaving town until you say yes.”

“I guess you’re staying indefinitely, then. I’m not interested in rekindling our

relationship. I didn’t leave you. You left me when I was going through cancer

treatments because I wasn’t fun. That’s not the type of man I want to be involved

with.” She nodded to the door. “Unless you want to buy a book on how to be a better

partner for your next victim, I think you should leave.”

“So you’re involved with a hiking instructor? I hear things. Is that Sedona-speak for a

physical trainer?” He set his card down on the counter. “At least have dinner with me.

No pressure. I’d like to catch up before I leave. I’v e missed you.”

Rarity watched him leave the bookstore. She glanced at the card. She hoped that he

was staying in Flagstaff. At least not in Sedona where she’d have to see him every

day until he heard what she’d told him. Even if she wasn’t dating Archer, she’d never

g o back to him.



But there were some things she wanted to tell him. Maybe dinner wouldn’t be a bad

idea.

Killer barked as she set him down. “Don’t worry, I’m no t going back.”

He looked like he didn’t believe her as he went to find his bed by the fireplace where

he could watch the door better. He’d probably bite Kevin if he came back into the

shop.

She smiled at the three-pound guard dog. At least someone had her back.

* * *

The early May day was perfect for a hike to Montezuma Well. It was about ten miles

from the more famous Montezuma Castle. The rock formation had been an Indian

community built into the side of the mountain years ago. Now it was a popular tourist

spot, even if the actual caves weren’t open for visitors to go into. It had taken Archer

several weeks to get permission to fulfill his father’s last wish, to be part of the

Arizona landscape he’d loved all his life.

As they passed by the entrance to the national park where the castle was located,

Archer turned toward Rarity. “We’ll stop there on the way back. Shirley’s been

talking about going there for weeks. I’m glad your book club decide d to join us.”

Drew and Sam were in the small convoy heading to the hiking trail to the well.

Jonathon and Edith had come up from Tucson to help Archer say goodbye to his

father. They were right under the maximum fifteen people allowed by their permit,

but this had been important to Archer, and therefore, his friends were there to be with

him. Jack, his assistant at the shop, was driving the bus. Edith and Jonathon had

brought their car, as they were heading home after the ceremony.



The gang was back together, with a few additions. Dana and her boyfriend, Tyler, sat

up in the front, talking to Jack. Tyler was interested in taking several hikes before

they went back home. Dan a seemed quiet.

Rarity knew she was feeling the loss of her father. They were working with a rare

book expert on setting up an auction for the books. From what Rarity knew, neither

of the Ender children would have to worry about money for a while. Archer was

planning on paying off his building and probably buying a new van for his h iking

business.

“Hey, did Kevin finally leave Flagstaff?” Archer put his arm around her as he pulled

her closer. “Or do I need to go give him some e ncouragement?”

“He left me a message last week that he was going back to St. Louis. He gave me a

long plea on how much he needed me. I’m glad I had the chance to say all the things I

wanted to that night at dinner. I know he didn’t believe that I didn’t still love him, but

I wanted him to know how much his indifference hurt during my treatment. By the

time dinner ended, I was ready for him to disappear back into my past.” She laid her

head on Archer’s shoulder. “He wasn’t there for me. Not when I was at my lowest.

Why should I be there for him when I’ m at my best?”

“Well said.” Archer kissed the top of her head. “I’m glad I don’t have to go kick him

out of my territory. Or worse, pe e on his leg.”

She giggled, then Jack announced their arrival. The bus parked, and as the group

climbed out, gathering near the trailhead, Rarity heard a snap behind her. She turned

to look and saw a doe with three babies in the clearing ahead. They were watching

the newcomers with big eyes. Family was everything. The family you were born into

and the family you built. That was what Kevin never understood. She’d built her own

family here in Sedona. A group that would stand by her through t hick and thin.



“Are you ready?” Archer asked as she watched the family of deer walk out into the

woods and over the hill.

“I should be asking you that.” Rarity turned back and looked at her group. Dana was

right behind them with the box that held Caleb Ender’s ashes. The man might not

have lived a perfect life, but he’d loved his children. And they were setting him free

today.

An eagle cried from the sky as it passed over the solemn group as they made their

way to say goodbye and start a new future. One in a world withou t Caleb Ender.
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For Easter dinner with the neighbors this year, I asked what I could bring and they

suggested ambrosia. I’ve never made the fruit salad before and was surprised to learn

that it dates back to the nineteenth century. The salad never graced my family’s

Easter table. From what I read, most families have their own recipe. And the addition

of coconut is controversial. At least between the Cowboy and me. Only one dinner

guest didn’t appreciate the coconut, so it’s staying in my recipe. I’ve even started

making a mini version of this fruit salad for an after-dinner treat during t he hot

months.

Enjoy,

Lynn

Ambrosia

11-ounce can mandarin o ranges, drained

8-ounce can crushed pin eapple, drained

1 cup swe et green grapes

1 cup sliced fresh strawberries (Note: this will add a pink t int to the mix)

2 cups sweetened s hredded coconut

2 cups miniatu re marshmallows



8-ounce cont ainer Cool Whip

Mix and chill. Some recipes I found used canned fruit cocktail (15-ounce) rather than

fresh fruit. It may be an easy recipe, but it’ s oh, so good.

And for my mini version? I slice a handful of strawberries and a banana into a bowl.

Top with a spray of whipped cream and a sprink le of coconut.
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Chapter 1

What doesn’t kill you counts as w ork experience.

Meg Gates studied her empty apartment through bleary eyes. It was just her and

Watson. She sank into the papasan wicker chair after moving the empty wine bottle

from last night on the floor next to the other one. Meg had kept a case of Queen Anne

white from the shipment that was supposed to be used to toast the happy couple at her

wedding reception in two days. Instead, her father had scheduled an appreciation

party for his Stephen Gates, Accounting clients. He’d taken the wine, the reception

location, and her caterer and charged it off to his company credit card. Now, her

wedding failure could be a tax deduction for his company rather than another hit to

his bottom line. Like when she’d left college to work for that start-up. As Stephen

Gates always reminded her, since they weren’t related to that Gates, they had to make

sure the lemons turned into lemonade. Or more likely, imitation lemon- flavored

water.

As Meg sat staring at the Space Needle and drinking a bottle of water, trying to get

rid of her hangover headache, she realized she was now a three-time loser. She’d

failed at college, work, and now love. But who was counting? Besides her, her

family, and eve ryone she knew.

Last night she’d sat in this same chair listening to John Legend and Bruno Mars and

any other artist with a sad song she could find on her phone. She’d never figured out

how to pair her phone to Romain’s pricy Bluetooth stereo that was still in the

apartment. In fact, all his belongings were here, surrounding her. Waiting for Romain

and Rachel to return from their Italian vacation that was supposed to be her



honeymoon. Romain Evans had been her fiancé. A few weeks before the wedding, he

changed. He’d been distant. Cold. She’d thought it had been prewedding jitters. I t

hadn’t been.

Mutual friends had whispered to her that Romain was moving into Rachel’s condo

down by the sound. She hoped he tripped and fell off the dock. Maybe he could

drown, too. But that seemed unlikely. Tripping on the way to happiness was m ore

her style.

Several times last night, Meg had considered throwing his stereo over the side of the

balcony, but it had seemed like too much work to commit to the failed relationship.

Besides, at the time, she still hadn’t finished the task at hand—drinking the win e in

her glass.

By the end of the night, or maybe sometime this morning, she had been playing Barry

Manilow, Joni Mitchell, and the Carpenters, her mom’s favorites. Meg spent the

evening cutting her designer wedding dress into pieces that matched her shattered

heart. The Space Needle sparkled in the window and kept her company while she

destroyed the dress. Worse, she vaguely remembered possibly making a few

Facebook Live posts du ring the night.

Her eyes felt dry from all the tears and probably from the wine. Pushing aside the pile

of chopped white lace this morning didn’t make her feel better. She had loved the

dress. Destroying it had been symbolic of what Romain’s betrayal had do ne to her

soul.

She’d been called dr amatic before.

Today, she reminded herself, was the start of a new chapter. Twenty-six wasn’t too

late to start over. Again. Or at least she hoped it wasn’t. She might be single,

unemployed, and sans degree, but there had to be real jobs out there for som eone like

her.



To tide her over, her mom had hired her to work evenings at Island Books, the family

bookstore on Bainbridge Island. Meg figured it was her mom’s way of keeping her

out of trouble as her heart healed. Today was moving day. Moving home. One more

indicator that her life was in the toilet. At least she wasn’t moving back in with her

mother; instead, Aunt Melody had let her have the apartment over the garage. She

groaned and leaned back into the chair, closing her eyes. Maybe she could put

moving off until next week. But then she’d run the risk of seeing Romain. And

probably Rachel. She didn’t know if she could stop herself from throwing things at

them or worse, projectile vomiting like in that old movie. Today was as good as any

day to run home with her tail bet ween her legs.

Watson, her tan rescue cocker mix, jumped onto her lap and licked her face. He must

have read her mind about the dog analogy. Watson liked sleeping in, so if he was

awake, it was time to take him outsi de for a walk.

“You know I’m destroyed, right? Totally heartbroken and worthless.” She stared into

his deep brown eyes and asked as he whined out his request, again. “If you want to be

a Seattle dog, you should break free of your leash and run as far away from me as

possible. Go toward the Queen Anne neighborhood. Maybe someone rich w ill adopt

you.”

Watson patted her chest. He didn’t care. She pushed him off her lap and finished the

water in one gulp. Then she stood and grabbed Watson’s neon blue leash. It matched

his collar and his bed. Watson’s dog accessories were stylish and expensive. “Don’t

wear these out, buddy. For the next year or so, we’re only buyin g essentials.”

Watson stood at the door and whined again. He wasn’t impressed with her cost -

cutting ideas.

“Fine, I’m hurrying.” Meg opened the door and checked to make sure she had her

keys. No one was around to come to save her if she locked herself out. Except for the

building’s super, who usually slept until noon. Besides, she had people coming at ten



to move her back home.

Home. She’d planned on this apartment being her and Romain’s home until they’d

gotten pregnant. Then they would move out of the city and closer to his job in

Bellevue. They’d buy a cute cottage with a fenced yard for Watson and the new baby.

She’d take up some sort of craft that would sell like hotcakes online and they’d be a

perfect little family. She’d even imagined making homemade baby food. She’d be the

yoga mom who wore crazy-colored jumpsuits and Birks except for date nights when

she would shimmer in designer dresses and heels, having magically dropped the baby

weight. And Romain would never even look at another woman, he’d be so in love

with her.

So that dream had a few holes now. Romain hadn’t even gotten to the wedding night.

Watson did his business, and she picked it up in a biodegradable bag. Just like a good

dog mom. She’d done everything right. So why was she b eing punished?

“Wishes and horses,” she said as she found a trash can on the street and deposited the

bag. A scruffy-looking man leaning against the building glared at her, and she

repeated the saying. Her pity party was over. It was time for that new life. “Wishe s

and horses.”

When she turned the corner toward the apartment building— not home, she corrected

herself—she saw her moving crew. Her mom, Felicia Gates, Aunt Melody, and

Natasha Jones were all standing by her mom’s bookmobile van. They were helping

her brother Steve, who everyone called Junior, parallel park his Ram truck on the

street. Dalton Hamilton, Junior’s best friend, was helping him back in. Mom had

taken Romain’s parking spot since his BMW was a t the airport.

“Felicia, she’s across the street with Watson.” Her aunt poked her mom and then

pointed at her. “Meg, we’re here, darling. Don’t you worry anymore. We’ll have you

back on the island and hom e in no time.”



Meg smiled and hoped it didn’t look like she was suffering. Bainbridge Island was a

thirty-minute ferry ride away from Seattle in distance and more than fifty years

behind the city in lifestyle. Residents and tourists hiked and had picnics in the woods

that covered most of the island. Lately, large tracts of land were being sold with a

single house built in the middle of those woods. Or on the waterside of the property.

Houses that longtime residents like her parents and aunt and uncle could never i

magine owning.

In Seattle, Meg had lived in an apartment building where no one knew her name,

including the super. And she loved her freedom. Now, she was moving back to the

apartment over her aunt Melody’s garage. An apartment where her bedroom window

overlooked their backyard and her every move cou ld be watched.

Natasha Jones met her as she and Watson crossed the street and handed her a large

coffee. “You look horrible. I should have come ove r last night.”

“Then both of us would be hungover and we’d have one less bottle of wine to move.”

Meg hugg ed her friend.

“One? I’m disappointed that you think so poorly of my ability to comfort drink.”

Natasha squeezed her back. “Are you sure about moving home? It’ s a big step.”

Meg nodded, looking around the neighborhood she’d called home for the last five

years. She’d loved it here, but she couldn’t afford the apartment on her own. Not

since the start-up she’d been working at shut down. She had started trying to get on

where Romain worked, but she’d put off her interview until after she would return

from Italy. “It’s a big step backwa rd, you mean.”

“Not even close. Seattle’s not good enough for you.” Natasha put her arm around her

as they finished crossi ng the street.

Natasha had been Meg’s best friend since they’d found they had matching Barbies at



preschool. Natasha had warned Meg that Rachel was a player, but Meg hadn’t

imagined that her sorority sister would go after Romain when she’d asked her to be a

bridesmaid. Or that he’d jump on the offer. Until the day when she’d gotten Romain’s

phone call from the gate at Sea-Tac, just before he and Rachel boarded their

rescheduled flight. She pushed away the memory and smiled at Natasha. “Anyway,

thanks for coming. I hope you haven’t started the wedding cake yet. I’ll pay you for it

if you have. We can feed it to the ducks in the park.”

“Cake isn’t good for ducks. Besides, I called the couple I’d turned down last week

and sold it to them. She thought your design was beautiful.” Natasha owned her

bakery, A Taste of Magic, on Bainbridge Island. She catered to the tourists who liked

having fancy cupcakes to eat while they walked through the small town’s streets

along with her coffee. And she’d been making wedding cakes for the last year. “I

have a check for your deposit refun d in my purse.”

“I just hope the cake doesn’t bring them bad luck.” Meg unlocked the door and saw

that Junior wasn’t alone. She held the door open as Dalton, who’d been her big

brother’s best friend for as long as she could remember, hugged her. His arms felt

protective around her, and she wanted to lay her head on his chest. For just an hour or

two, then she’d be fine.

“He wasn’t good enough for you anyway.” Dalton stepped back, breaking contact.

Then he punched her in the arm. “Welcome back to the boo nies, Magpie.”

Dalton was the only one who ever called her Magpie. Typically, she found it

annoying, but today, she was so grateful for the extra help, he could call her anything.

“Come on in, brat, and help me move my meager bel ongings home.”

She pointed out the furniture she was taking, including her grandmother’s china

cabinet, her desk, and the papasan chair she’d bought in college. The rest of the

furniture was Romain’s. He didn’t like her mishmash of yard sale furniture finds, so

she’d sold most of it when they moved in together. She handed Junior a pile of



blankets to protect the furniture. Then he and Dalton started moving the larger items i

nto the truck.

“Mom, will you and Aunt Melody pack up the kitchen?” Meg didn’t look at them as

she told them what not to box up. The kitchen was Meg’s domain. Right now, she

was on autopilot and if she stopped to think, the tears would start to flow. Again.

Biting her lip, she kept from crying. Not in front of her family. “All the dishes,

silverware, glasses, pots, and pans. And all the appliances except the Keurig on the

counter. I t’s all mine.”

Natasha went into the living room and started boxing up Meg’s complete series of

Nancy Drew, Trixie Belden, and the Hardy Boys books. “I’m assuming all the bo oks

are yours?”

“Exactly. I should have realized that before saying I’d marry the guy. You can’t trust

a man who doesn’t read,” Meg called back from the bedroom, where she had gone to

pack her clothes. In here she didn’t have to worry about someone seeing her crying.

She taped up a box for her shoes, but most of her clothes fit into her three suitcases.

She needed to check the coat closet too. She had a North End puffer, and as she

emptied her side of the clos et, she froze.

Romain’s tuxedo still hung by his suits. She ran her hand over the smooth fabric,

imagining him standing there, watching her. She noticed the engagement ring on her

finger. It still sparkled even with her pain dulling her senses. She could keep it.

Wasn’t the rule if she didn’t break the engagement, she got the ring? She took off the

ring and studied the marquise-cut diamond and platinum setting. He’d picked out the

perfect ring. He just wasn’t th e perfect man.

Meg tucked the ring into the breast pocket of the tuxedo. Romain had bought his tux.

He’d shuddered when she’d suggested getting a rental to save money. So at least

someday when he put this on, he’d find the ring. Meg imagined the moment when he

pulled it out and realized he’d made a horrible mistake. He’d try to call her, but Meg



wouldn’t answer. Romain was dead to her. Just like her fantasy of a perfect life. She

ran her hand on the top shelf to make sure she hadn’t missed anything. There was

something there. She pulled it down and realized it was a money clip with five

hundred dollars in it. Romain’s cash stash. Their just-in-case money. At least he

hadn’t taken it on vac ation with him.

“You should take it. It will help pay for your moving expenses.” Dalton stood at the

doorway, watching her consider the money. “He owes you a t least that.”

Meg fanned out the money. “He does, but I’m not taking all of it.” She peeled off a

hundred-dollar bill and tucked it into the tux pocket with the money clip and the ring.

Then she handed two hundred to Dalton. She’d contributed to what used to be their

emergency fund. “Share this with Junior for your time a nd gas money.”

Dalton stood close enough that she could smell the aftershave he’d used since he’d

been a teenager. Musky and woodsy at the same time. Like he’d just stepped out of

the forest on his way to buil d a log cabin.

“Meg, I’m really sorry about this. But he wasn’t the guy for you.” Dalton pushed a

lock of hair back away from her eyes. “You deserve so much more.”

A cough made her jump.

“Hey, Meg.” Natasha stood at the doorway, watching them. “Your mom wants to

know what you’re doing with the w edding gifts.”

“I’ll come and sort them. I’ll be responsible for sending back the ones from my

relatives, but the others, Romain’s going to have to deal with.” She stepped away

from Dalton, clearing her head of the foresty smell. She had work to do. “I’ll need

another box.”

Meg saw her mom sitting on the papasan chair, putting all the lace pieces of her



wedding dress into a garment bag. “Mom, ju st leave that.”

Instead, Felicia reached down and picked up the last few pieces of lace off the floor.

“I’m not letting you throw this out. You paid too much for it. Maybe we can save it.”

Meg picked lace off Watson’s fur and put it with the rest of the dress. “I don’t think

even a miracle could save this. I was furious last night. I guess I’m glad the dress d

istracted me.”

Aunt Melody snorted. “Felicia has always believed in a patron saint of lost causes.”

Ignoring her sister, Felicia zipped up the bag and took it downstairs to the van. Meg

watched her go, knowing that she couldn’t say anything to change her mind and

feeling the daughter guilt that still hung in the room over destroying an ex pensive

dress.

After cleaning out the pantry and boxing up what she could save from the fridge, Meg

looked around the home she’d lived in for the last year. She stepped out on the

balcony to retrieve her fern that somehow was still alive and paused to take in the

view. “I’m going to miss you, Space Needle.”

“Bainbridge Island has views too. Including the Space Needle from the skyline.”

Natasha hugged her. “Come on, if we’re done here, the guys want to catch the ne xt

ferry home.”

When they got settled on the ferry, Meg went up to the observation deck for coffee

and to keep Watson happy. She sat backward and watched the city disappear into the

distance. She would be living less than an hour away, but it might as well be across

the world. They’d gone outside to sit, and the spray from the fog stung her face as she

fought the tears. She’d cried enough over Romain’s betrayal, but then she realized, it

wasn’t the man she was grieving. It was her city life.



An angry voice brought her out of her anguish.

“The woman doesn’t know what she wants—or what she has, for that matter. Don’t

worry about the advance. She’ll be grateful for even the part we disclose to her.” A

man stood by the rail near Meg, his back to he r and Seattle.

What a jerk . Meg moved closer as she wiped the tears from her face. Mom had

always said the best way to get over something was to get involved in something else.

Maybe she could help the woman this man was trying to cheat. Unless he wasn’t

going to Bainbridge to meet with her. He could just be talking about someone

somewhere else. Maybe she had her mom’s love of helpless causes as well.

“I brought you hot chocolate to warm you up,” Dalton said as he held out the cup.

The man on the phone turned toward them, giving them both a dirty look. Like she’d

been trying to listen in on his conversation. Well, she had, but he was the one who’d

interrupted h er pity party.

“Thanks,” she said as she watched the man walk back inside the ferry. She took the

cup but didn’t take a drink. It was always too hot when yo u first got it.

“Do you know him?” Dalton foll owed her gaze.

Meg shook her head. “No. I just overheard part of his conversation. He’s no t a nice

guy.”

“I got that feeling from him too. It’s funny how you just know sometimes.” Dalton

leaned on the railing, watching Seattle disappear. “Look, Magpie, Bainbridge isn’t

that bad. And who says it’s forever? You’ll be back on your feet sooner th an you

think.”

Meg sipped her still-too-hot hot chocolate, not sure what to say. She could tell him

that she felt broken. That she needed a whole new life. A new purpose. Really open



up and let him into her head. But Dalton was only trying to be nice. He wasn’t

offering a free counseling session. “You’re right, of course. But it feels like a step

back. At least I’ll be e mployed again.”

“I heard you’re going to be working for your mom at the bookstore.” He moved to

stand closer, his back to Seattle and breaking her view of what she was l eaving

behind.

It didn’t occur to her until later that he’d moved to that s pot on purpose.

“I’ll be manning Island Books from three to ten Thursday through Saturday and

sometime on Sunday. It’s too bad I’m not a writer, I bet I’d get a lot of work done.”

She stopped trying to watch Seattle disappear. Bainbridge was her new life. Not

there. “Thanks to Aunt Melody, I also got a second gig. I’ll be working as an author

assistant for Lilly Aster.”

“LC Aster? The mystery author? I just finished her last book.” Dalton looked

impressed. “Her summer home is beautiful. I helped my uncle with the flooring when

it wa s being built.”

“Well, if there’s anything I do know, it’s how to solve a mystery. My name might not

be Nancy and this isn’t River Heights, but I think I can be useful to Ms. Aster.

Besides, it will get me inside that house. I’m looking forward to seeing it. I wonder

what my first assignment will be. Researching what it’s like to be a spy with the CIA

or maybe tracking down jewelry heists that haven’t been solved?” Meg had imagined

several different topics her first assignment could involve, including having coffee

with the author as they discussed their favorite books.

“I haven’t seen that look on your face since you solved the mystery of who was

spiking Coach Bailey’s vitamin water. Did you ever tell him it was the cheerleader

advisor?” Dalton glanced around her at the upcoming dock. “Hold that thought. We

need to get back in the vehicles. We’re almost a t Bainbridge.”



The announcement came after they were already on the stairs. She followed Dalton

down to the vehicle level and climbed into her car. Watson sat in the front with the

rest of the space in the Honda Civic being taken up with plants and boxes. Dalton

worked on the ferry, so he knew all the whistles and noises. While she waited for her

turn to drive onto the island, she thought about working for Ms. Aster. Maybe this

was the start of her new life. She’d joked about writing at the bookstore, but maybe

she’d try her hand at a book about solving mysteries as an amateur, including helpful

hints about i nvestigations.

She might have missed all the signs between Romain and Rachel. But that had been

her heart talking. She knew she could do this investigation thing. And after some time

working with the famous New York Times bestselling author, she’d have even more

tools and maybe so me experience.

Now, all she had to do was convince Uncle Troy, the town’s police chief, to let her

help investigate the next murder in Bainbridge. Unless the dead guy was Romain.

Because if her ex-fiancé ever showed his face again on the island, she’d be top of the

suspect list. Wi th good reason.

Meg Gates is no loser . She stared into the rearview mirror and rephrased her badly

phrased affirmation. “Meg Gates, that’s me, is on the way to being Bainbridge

Island’s top consultant for murder i nvestigations.”

The woman in the mirror didn’t look convinced. Maybe she’d start small, like trying

to find a missing clock.

It wor ked for Nancy.

First on her list was to write a policy and procedure manual for her new life. The sun

broke through the rain clouds as the ferry landed on the island. Meg took it as her first

positive sign she was on th e right track.


