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			Chapter 1

			Elvis had not left the building. He had, in fact, not left the chair he’d been sitting on all afternoon. The chair, an oak, midcentury modern lounge style with cushions upholstered in a rich burnt orange fabric, was a find from one of two storage units I’d bought the contents of back in September.

			“Let’s go,” I said.

			He yawned then looked expectantly at me.

			“Absolutely not.” I folded my arms over my midsection. “I’m not carrying you.”

			He made a huff of annoyance.

			“You’re perfectly capable of walking.”

			Since the I’m-so-tired yawn and the don’t-you know-who-I-am indignation hadn’t worked on me, he switched back to the I’m-so-cute head tilt. That particular move worked on pretty much everyone who walked into the store, probably because this Elvis was actually a green-eyed black cat with a long, rakish scar that cut diagonally across his nose and just a bit of an attitude, not the King of Rock and Roll—which is not to say that the head-tilt thing wouldn’t have worked if he were the King of Rock and Roll hanging around my shop charming people.

			I picked up my canvas carryall. It was heavy, packed with ten glass milk bottles, carefully wrapped in newspaper so they wouldn’t break or get chipped on the ride home. They were filthy, covered in dirt, sawdust and some things I didn’t want to think about since I knew the containers had been found in an old chicken coop. Once they were cleaned up I was certain that the bottles would sell. One of the things I’d learned from owning a repurpose store was that people collected just about anything, including linen tea towels circa 1964, department store mannequins and glass milk bottles.

			“I’m serious, Elvis. Let’s go.” I made a hurry-up gesture with my free hand. “Did you forget we’re having Charlotte’s shepherd’s pie for supper?”

			The cat straightened up and his whiskers twitched. It seemed that he had forgotten. But now that I had reminded him what was waiting for our dinner, he jumped down off the chair, shook himself and headed purposefully across the floor in the direction of the workroom door. He paused when he reached it, looked over his shoulder at me and meowed sharply.

			“Oh, so now you’re in a hurry,” I said.

			Now it was his turn to narrow his eyes at me. After all, we were talking about Charlotte Elliot’s shepherd’s pie: chunks of beef and carrot in a rich, meaty gravy topped with fluffy mashed potatoes and a crispy crust of Parmesan cheese. I might have drooled a little just thinking about it.

			Elvis was right. We needed to get home.

			I locked the back door of the building and Elvis trailed me across the parking lot to my SUV. I opened the passenger door and he hopped up onto the seat before I could lift him. I set my messenger bag next to him and placed the bag of milk bottles carefully on the floor.

			The sun was warm on my shoulders and the back of my neck as I made my way around the car to the driver’s side. It had been the kind of fall day the state of Maine was known for. The leaves were almost at peak—colors from russet to scarlet to vibrant yellow and intense oranges that rivaled the pumpkins piled up at roadside stands. The sky overhead was azure blue with just a few clouds starting to roll in from the bay.

			There wasn’t very much traffic driving home, but that didn’t stop my furry backseat driver from intently watching the road through the windshield and giving a sharp meow when I made a left-hand turn he seemingly didn’t approve of. Finally I pulled into the driveway, got out of the SUV and walked around to the passenger side to grab my bag and the bottles. Elvis jumped out the moment I opened the car door. He headed up the walkway to the front door as I wrestled with the tote full of milk bottles, which had somehow gotten wedged under the edge of the seat. It didn’t want to move. I gave a groan of frustration. I didn’t want to pull too hard and break something, but I didn’t want to have to carry the bottles inside one by one, either.

			“Hello, Sarah,” a voice said behind me. “Is there a problem with your car seat?”

			I straightened up and turned around. My elderly neighbor, Tom Harris, was standing by the back bumper of the SUV, a frown creasing his forehead. He was a small, round man, no taller than five eight or so, with thick iron gray hair and small black frame glasses that gave him the stereotypical appearance of a college professor.

			“Hi, Tom,” I said, brushing my bangs back off my face. “No, it’s not the seat. I brought home a bag of glass milk bottles. I set it on the floor and now the darn thing’s stuck. I don’t want to pull too hard because I don’t want to break them.”

			“May I take a look?” he asked. His voice still held a trace of his Scots accent even though he’d lived in Maine for more than fifty years now.

			“Absolutely.” I held up both hands and took a couple of steps backward. Tom was a particular, exacting man and I knew there was no chance that he’d break any of the bottles. The lawn around his gray-shingled, story-and-a-half house was the most perfectly manicured one in North Harbor, Maine, probably in the entire state. No weeds dared poke their heads up in the two planters that flanked the front door and ran the length of the house on either side.

			Tom leaned into the truck, his head almost touching the floor mat as he peered under the seat. He slipped a hand beneath the canvas tote. “A-ha,” I heard him say almost under his breath. Then he backed out of the truck and handed the bag of bottles to me.

			“Thank you, Tom,” I said. I gave a sigh of relief. “You’re a lifesaver.”

			He smiled. “You’re welcome. The strap had just gotten caught on a piece of metal on the frame of the seat.” He reached over and tapped a bottle, which was half poking out of the bag. The newspaper I’d wrapped around it had come loose. Inside it, I could see a couple of dried-out, pointed-edged leaves and several deep red, wrinkled berries. I had no idea how long the bottles had been stored in the old chicken coop where I’d found them. I wondered how the leaves and berries had gotten inside. One of the chickens, maybe? “Make sure you dispose of those very carefully, Sarah,” Tom said. “Those are holly berries, Ilex opaca. They’re toxic to cats. And dogs, too.”

			I nodded. “I will.” I realized then that Tom didn’t have his Corgi, Matilda, with him. I glanced over at his little gray-shingled house. There was no sign of her. “Where’s Matilda?” I asked. “Is she all right?”

			He nodded. “She’s over at the Burnses’ house visiting Molly.” He gestured toward the house diagonally across the street. “I’m on my way to get her.”

			“How is Molly?” I asked. Ten days earlier, the five-year-old had fallen out of the maple tree in her backyard and broken her right leg.

			“When I left she had Matilda wearing a cowboy hat in preparation for painting her portrait,” Tom said.

			I grinned. “I look forward to seeing that.”

			He smiled back at me. “As do I.”

			I thanked Tom again for his help and he made his way across the street as I headed for the front door, where Elvis was waiting more or less patiently.

			My big 1860s, two-story Victorian house was within walking distance of North Harbor’s waterfront. The neighborhood, with its big trees and old houses, had felt like home from the first time I’d turned onto the street. My house had been divided into three apartments about thirty years earlier, and it had been let go over time, but both my dad and my brother, Liam, had agreed with my belief that it had good bones, and after a lot of work it had turned into the home I’d known it could be.

			My grandmother and her new husband, John, lived in the top-floor apartment while Gram’s friend—and mine—Rose Jackson, had the small main-floor unit. Elvis and I shared the other first-floor apartment. It was a living arrangement that, in theory, shouldn’t have worked, but it did. Gram stayed out of my personal life—not that I exactly had one. And while Rose wasn’t quite as hands off, she was very open-minded.

			It also helped that they were all very busy. John was teaching a history course at University College at Rockland. Gram was working on a project for the Emmerson Foundation, which was run by her friend Liz. She was tracing the past of the charitable organization, rooting through dusty boxes of records and talking to past board members and employees. Eventually all of that information was going to be turned into a book on the history of the foundation. The idea of writing a book had begun as a bit of subterfuge on Liz’s part, a way to ask questions about an incident in the charity’s past, but after a recent scandal Liz had decided to turn the “fake” book project into a real one and had convinced Gram to organize everything.

			Rose was probably busier than any of us. She worked for me part-time in the shop. She volunteered at the library and the elementary school. And she ran a detective agency, Charlotte’s Angels, aka the Angels, with a couple of her friends. She kept us all in cookies and coffeecake and she had recently decided to play matchmaker for my brother. As she’d explained to Liam, “You haven’t reached your expiry date yet but you need to be moved up to the front of the shelf.” Since that meant Rose was no longer trying to play matchmaker for me, I thought it was a great idea.

			I checked my watch as I unlocked the apartment door. I had just under an hour before I needed to collect Rose and Mr. P., her “gentleman friend.” We had been invited to a reception to celebrate the rejuvenation of North Harbor’s waterfront—a project that had taken years to get under way. For me, the highlight of the evening was going to be the chance to see the various items—mostly photographs and a collection of tin toys—that had been unearthed in several of the old buildings that had had to be demolished.

			Liz was an investor in the project, although that wasn’t common knowledge, and Liam was acting as a consultant, advising the builders on how to best incorporate all the materials that had been saved from the structures that had been torn down. Because of my brother’s efforts, the new buildings would have some of the character of the ones they were replacing.

			After a lot of back-and-forth, everyone involved with the harbor front project had agreed that any items that were found in the old buildings that couldn’t easily be reunited with their owners would be sold, with the money going to the hot lunch program in the elementary school. I had a feeling that Liam had been the driving force behind that idea. The lunch program was one of our grandmother’s pet projects.

			I was looking forward to seeing some of the old photos. According to my brother, a box of class pictures from the elementary school had been found in one of the old warehouses. Neither Liam nor I had gone to school in North Harbor, but our friend Nick had and so had Gram and Rose and Liz. I was hoping for one or two slightly embarrassing pictures, considering that the latter three had more than a few photos like that of me.

			I took the bag of milk bottles into the kitchen and lined them up in two rows next to the sink, making sure that the stray holly berries went into the garbage can. Then I washed my hands and took Charlotte’s shepherd’s pie out of the refrigerator. Elvis watched from a stool at the counter, whiskers twitching.

			The shepherd’s pie was as good as I’d expected it would be. Charlotte was an excellent cook, so good that she’d been able to help Rose teach me to cook, something no one else including my mom, dad, Gram, three teachers and two (small) kitchen fires had been able to get me to master.

			After we’d eaten, Elvis made his way to the top of his cat tower, where he began meticulously washing his face. I decided on a shower. I was just pulling up the zipper of my black sweater dress when Elvis padded into the bedroom.

			“What do you think?” I asked, doing a slow turn. The dress had three-quarter sleeves, a flared skirt and two rows of a delicate eyelet design at the neck. Rose had actually picked the dress out for me. It was a little shorter and a little tighter than I would have chosen. She had taken the dress off a rack in the store, handed it to me and made a shooing motion in the direction of the dressing rooms. I knew better than to argue.

			Elvis cocked his head to one side and gave a soft “Mrr.”

			It sounded like approval to me. “Thank you,” I said.

			I finished my makeup, slipped a couple of gold bangles Gram had brought me back from her extended honeymoon trip onto my right arm and then set the timer on the TV so Elvis could watch Jeopardy! I’d never been able to figure out if the cat was an Alex Trebek fan or just liked trivia with the answers given in the form of a question. He was a quirky little guy. (Elvis, not Alex Trebek, although to be fair, I didn’t actually know the game show host.)

			Rose and Mr. P. were just coming out of her apartment when I stepped into the hallway. She smiled at me. “That’s your new dress.”

			I nodded. “Yes, it is.”

			“Let me see,” she said, making a circular motion with her right index finger.

			I did a slow twirl.

			She nodded her approval. “I knew that dress would look perfect on you.”

			“You do look lovely, Sarah,” Mr. P. added.

			“And you look very handsome,” I said.

			“Thank you. The credit goes to Rosie.” He turned and smiled at her.

			Alfred Peterson was a small man with just a few tufts of gray hair and warm brown eyes behind wire-framed glasses. He may have looked like the stereotypical grandpa who showed up in life insurance ads, but he had a keen, curious mind and computer skills that rivaled hackers a fraction of his age. Most of the time he favored knit golf shirts and pants that tended to creep up to his armpits, but tonight he was dressed in a pair of charcoal gray trousers with a lighter gray turtleneck sweater and a black tweed blazer.

			I shifted my attention to Rose. She was wearing a long-sleeved teal dress with a dove gray coat and gray shoes. “You look so pretty,” I said. “I like that color on you.”

			Rose Jackson was just shy of five feet tall with short white hair and kind gray eyes. She had the type of skin that belonged in a face cream commercial and she could have lied about how old she was if she’d been willing to listen to Liz and color her hair the way Liz did. In theory, the two of us living next door to each other shouldn’t have worked—she had changed my diapers, after all—but it did. We gave each other lots of space—and, in truth, Rose had way more of a personal life than I did.

			She reached up to pat my cheek as she moved past me. “Thank you, my dear,” she said. “I may be a senior citizen, but I’ve still got it.” She squared her shoulders and gave her head a little toss as she headed out the door.

			“That she does,” Mr. P. said, one eyebrow rising slightly as he followed her.

			I closed my eyes for a moment and gave my head a little shake as I brought up the rear. There were some things about Rose’s personal life I was happier having stay personal.

			

			*   *   *

			
			The reception was being held in the Emmerson Foundation’s former boardroom. After some recent financial misconduct had come to light, Liz had stepped up to once again take a more active role in the organization’s day-to-day business.

			“Why on earth do we need a boardroom?” she’d asked me as she walked around the huge space one Saturday morning.

			“I don’t know,” I’d said. I’d been trying to estimate the cost of the gorgeous Oriental rug under my feet. I’d almost bid on one recently at an auction but in the end had decided it would be too easy to spend too much money. “How many board meetings do you have in a year?”

			The meeting room was a beautiful space with a high ceiling, a wall of windows looking out toward the view of the bay and gleaming oak floors under that Oriental rug.

			“Not enough to justify having this space sit empty most of the time,” Liz had replied tartly, flicking a speck of lint off of the arm of her cream-colored sweater with an impeccably manicured nail. “And I happen to know that more foundation business gets done in Sam Newman’s pub than is ever accomplished here.” She’d tipped her head to one side then, narrowed her blue eyes, and tapped her chin with the same perfectly polished finger. “Would you have your wedding reception here, Sarah? Theoretically, I mean.”

			“Who am I marrying? Theoretically?”

			Liz had made an exasperated sound. “I don’t know. Hugh Jackman.”

			“I think he’s already married,” I’d said, “but yes, I can picture Hugh and I dancing our first dance as husband and wife in this room, toasting each other with champagne and sharing our first kiss as a married couple.”

			She’d rolled her eyes. “Given the speed at which your love life moves, it’s about as likely as any other possibility.”

			I’d folded my arms over my chest. “Oh are we talking about our love lives now?” I’d asked.

			“No, missy, we most decidedly are not,” Liz had said. “We’re talking about my plans to start renting out this space and using the money we raise to do some very needed work to the Sunshine Camp.”

			And it was as simple as that. Liz had worked out the details with her very capable assistant, Jane Evans, and the former boardroom became available for meetings, parties and receptions like tonight’s event.

			Jane had done a beautiful job with the space. Light gleamed from two teardrop capiz chandeliers. The photos, books and other items that had been found in the old buildings were in glass display cases that stretched across one long side of the room. There were small round tables with starched white cloths clustered by the tall windows and a makeshift bar had been set up in front of the exposed brick wall at the end of the room. There were easily fifty people already milling about and I knew from Liz that more were expected.

			North Harbor sits on the midcoast of Maine, “where the hills touch the sea.” The town stretches from the Swift Hills in the north to the Atlantic Ocean in the south. It’s full of beautiful, old buildings and eclectic little businesses, as well as several award-winning restaurants. Our year-round population is just over thirteen thousand people, but that number more than triples in the summer with seasonal residents and tourists. Every business owner in North Harbor knows the value of good word of mouth from what we called the summer people.

			The refurbishment of the harbor front had been talked about for years as a way of enticing visitors to stay in town longer, and more than one developer had submitted a proposal to the town. After several setbacks and delays the current development plan had been accepted. It included a new hotel, a row of shops and restaurants and a rebuilt boardwalk, all in the style and manner of the historic buildings that had been along the waterfront for decades, many for more than a century. Adding an apartment building or condominiums had been tabled for now. The idea was to offer visitors more of what they came to town for—the charm of a New England small town with the services they didn’t want to be without.

			I scanned the room for Liam. I spotted him standing near the bar talking with Joe Roswell, the developer in charge of the hotel and another man I didn’t recognize.

			“Rose, do you know who that is with Liam and Joe Roswell?” I asked.

			“That’s Robb Gorham,” she said.

			I studied the man. He was about average height with broad shoulders under his dark blue suit jacket. He had the stance of a confident person; feet planted firmly on the ground about shoulder width apart, shoulders back, body turned toward the other two men. “I feel as though I should know him,” I said.

			“He’s related to Stella,” Rose said. “A nephew or a cousin or something like that. He’s a building contractor.”

			Stella Hall was a former client of the Angels detective agency.

			“Do you remember the Starlight Inn?” Rose continued.

			I nodded. “It was just outside of town where that ugly motel, the Knights Inn, is now.”

			Mr. P. cleared his throat. “Mr. Gorham built that motel.”

			“Gram started a petition to save the Starlight Inn,” I said. “She threatened to chain herself to one of the newel posts on the verandah to stop it from being torn down.”

			Rose patted my arm. “If you’re introduced it’s probably better not to lead with that.”

			Liam had spotted us and was making his way in our direction. He caught one of Rose’s hands in his and beamed at her. “Rose Jackson, you are a vision,” he said.

			“Flattery doesn’t work on me,” she said.

			Mr. P. and I exchanged a look because we knew Rose had a soft spot for my brother.

			Liam put his free hand over his heart. “But it’s not flattery if it’s the truth.”

			Rose shook her head, but she couldn’t stop a smile from escaping.

			He leaned over and kissed her cheek then straightened up and offered a hand to Mr. P. “Alfred, I’m glad you’re here,” he said. “We found a set of model train cars in the basement of the old hotel. Sarah told me you know a little bit about model trains.”

			Mr. P. knew a little bit about a lot of things. I’d discovered his interest in trains when we were clearing out Stella Hall’s brother’s house and Elvis unearthed a model steam engine and several cars that turned out to be a valuable Marklin train set.

			“I’d be happy to take a look,” Mr. P. said.

			Liam turned to me then. “You look good, big brother,” I said. He was wearing a dark suit that brought out his blonde hair and blue-gray eyes.

			“You look pretty great yourself,” he said as he hugged me.

			Liam was older by just a few months and he liked to remind me that made him wiser as well. Technically we were stepsiblings, part of a blended family that had been created when his dad, Peter Kennelly, married my mom. To me, Liam was just my brother, the way Peter was just Dad. And I knew Liam felt the same way about Mom and me.

			Liam took Mr. P. off to look at the model train while Rose and I made our way over to look at a collection of photos that were displayed on the wall to our right.

			“Oh my goodness,” Rose exclaimed no more than a couple of minutes after we’d started checking the images. “Sarah, look.” She pointed at a black-and-white photo of an elementary school class. “The back row in the middle.”

			I leaned forward and squinted at the photograph. The little girl Rose had indicated was tall with chin-length dark hair held back with some kind of clip, and a serious expression on her face. “Is that . . . ?” I took another look. “Is that Gram?” I turned to Rose, who nodded. “But she looks so serious.”

			“Having the class picture taken was serious business back then.”

			“Wait a minute,” I said, gesturing at her with one finger. “You and Gram were in the same class. Where are you?”

			“Far left in the front row.”

			I turned back to the photo. Then as now, Rose was a sprite. Like Gram, her hair was styled in a chin-length bob, only Rose had thick bangs, which cut across her forehead on a very unfortunate diagonal. Her hands were folded primly in her lap, but there was something in her body language that said there was nothing prim and proper about this little girl.

			I put one arm around her shoulders and gave her a squeeze. “You were adorable. You look like you had spunk.”

			“I did have spunk,” she said, a twinkle in her gray eyes. “So did your grandmother.” She paused. “Our principal hated spunk.”

			I gave her another squeeze. “His loss.”

			Rose turned around and surveyed the room. “Where are Isabel and John?”

			“Gram is at a meeting about the sunflower window. They’ll be here later.”

			Rose linked her arm through mine and we moved on to the next collection of photos. “I hope they’ll be able to keep the window in town.”

			“Me, too,” I said. “With Gram and Liz and Judge Halloran involved, I don’t think that window will be going anywhere.”

			The sunflower window was a round, stained-glass window that had been in the old library building. It dated back to the time the library had originally been built, in the late 1800s. The window had gotten its name from the different shades of yellow glass in the flowerlike design. When the old library was torn down, the sunflower window had been removed and stored since it didn’t “fit with the design” of the new structure, according to the library board. In the last couple of months, a businessman from Singapore had offered a significant amount of money to buy the window. Judge Neill Halloran was spearheading the fund-raising to match the offer already on the table and keep the window in North Harbor. He and my grandmother had been friends in school and she’d offered her help.

			Rose and I spent the next fifteen minutes looking for people we knew in the collection of old school pictures, laughing at the way fashion and hairstyles seemed to run in cycles. Mr. P. and Liam rejoined us, with Liam looking like Elvis with a whole sardine to himself.

			“So?” I asked. I knew that grin had to mean good news.

			“They’re Marx tin train cars,” Mr. P. said. “In very good condition considering how long they could have spent in what was likely a damp basement.”

			“And worth several hundred dollars,” Liam added.

			“At least,” Mr. P. agreed.

			Rose beamed at him. “Wonderful!” she exclaimed. “That’s more money for the school’s hot lunch program.”

			Someone touched my arm then and I turned to see Nick Elliot standing there. “Hi,” he said. “What have I missed?” Nick was just over six feet tall, a big teddy bear of a man with broad shoulders and sandy hair. He was handsome and charming and funny and I couldn’t imagine my life without him in it.

			I smiled at him. “Hi yourself. You’ve missed a great school picture of Gram and Rose and you can settle an argument between Rose and me.” I turned and gestured at a photo to my left and just at Nick’s eye level. “Middle of the back row, guy who looks like a stockier Kurt Cobain. Is that Glenn McNamara?”

			Nick leaned forward, studied the picture for a moment and then straightened up. “Yes.”

			Rose grinned like a little girl.

			“C’mon, that’s not Glenn,” I said. “It can’t be. Look at the hair.” Glenn McNamara, who owned the local bakery and sandwich shop, kept his blonde hair in the same brush cut he’d had as a college football player. The young man in the photo that Rose kept insisting was Glenn had blonde hair parted in the middle that just brushed his shoulders and obscured part of his face.

			“It’s Glenn,” Nick insisted. “He’s a head taller than everyone else in that photograph and he told me once that he was always the biggest kid in his class. Besides, it looks like him.”

			“I told you it was Glenn, dear,” Rose said. “All you have to do is look at his eyes.”

			“I can’t see his eyes,” I retorted. “Whoever that is has too much hair.”

			“Maybe that’s the problem.” Her expression turned thoughtful.

			“That’s exactly the problem. It’s impossible to know whether that’s Glenn because you can’t see enough of the person’s face.”

			Rose waved away my words. “No, no that’s definitely Glenn. I mean, maybe the problem is with your eyes. When was the last time you had them examined?” She looked genuinely concerned.

			“I . . . uh . . . not that long ago.” I stumbled over my answer. It had to be less than a year since I’d had my eyes checked and I could see just fine.

			A group of people had just come in. The noise level rose in the room and a man bumped my arm, mumbling an apology as he passed. He smelled of alcohol and a mix of rosemary and mint, aftershave maybe. I noticed as he moved away from me that he seemed to be making an effort not to look intoxicated, although I was pretty certain he was. He wasn’t dressed for the occasion, either. He wore jeans with a white shirt and a tweedy wool sport coat over the top.

			“You are over thirty now, Sarah,” Rose said. “Are you getting enough antioxidants in your diet?”

			“I eat carrots and green beans.”

			“Do you gets lots of leafy greens? Lots of spinach and kale . . . oh and sweet potatoes.”

			Liam was standing just behind her left shoulder not even trying to keep a straight face. I had no problem throwing him under the bus.

			“How do you get your antioxidants, Liam?” I asked. “You’re older than I am.”

			Rose laced her fingers over her midsection and shook her head. “Oh for heaven’s sake. Really, is that the best you can do to distract me? I may have been born at night, but it wasn’t last night.”

			Color flooded my cheeks. Liam was smirking now. At least Nick and Mr. P. looked a little sympathetic to my plight.

			Rose smiled to let me know there were no hard feelings over my lame attempt to divert her attention away from me. “I know you’re busy,” she said. “So I’ll get Avery to make you one of her smoothies. With extra kale.”

			Avery was Liz’s teenage granddaughter. She had a repertoire of healthy breakfast drinks that all seemed to feature kale. Lots and lots of kale.

			“Um . . . thank you,” I said. I was going to need a big pot of coffee to wash down one of those smoothies.

			Rose turned around and Liam immediately wiped the grin from his face. She gave him her sweetest little old lady smile, which I’d seen her use more than once to wheedle information out of someone. “Avery will make one for you, too,” she said. “After all, as Sarah pointed out, you’re not getting any younger, either.”

			Raised voices diverted our attention before Liam could reply. We all turned in the direction of the sound. The man who had just bumped into me was accosting Joe Roswell. He’d grabbed the contractor’s arm with one hand and was gesturing with the other. Roswell was a shade less than six feet with a stocky build, and I was certain he could have shaken off the other man’s grip if he’d wanted to.

			“You’re just a sore loser,” the drunken man shouted. “But the judge is going to side with me. Me!”

			Joe Roswell was somewhere in his fifties, I guessed, balding with a salt-and-pepper mustache and wire-framed glasses. His face was lined from years of working outside in the sun and wind and cold. My grandmother would have said he had nice eyes.

			The man yelling at him was somewhere either side of thirty. He was a couple of inches shorter than Roswell and probably thirty pounds or so lighter, with sandy blonde hair that hung in his eyes.

			“Back off,” I heard Roswell say. Even twenty-five feet away I could see the warning in his eyes.

			Liam and Nick exchanged a look and started for the two men.

			Joe Roswell had clearly had enough. He rolled his forearm out and snapped it down on the other man’s arm, breaking the man’s grip. Then instead of moving away he took a step closer. “Walk away, Healy,” Roswell said, his voice sharp with warning. “Otherwise I will call the police. This party is invitation only and you don’t have one.”

			They glared at each other for a long moment, then Mr. Healy said something I didn’t catch and made his way toward the bar. The argument was over.

			People were already shifting their attention back to whatever they had been doing; in fact, I realized that not everyone had even noticed the brief altercation. Liam was talking to Roswell. Nick just stood there, hands stuffed in his pockets, listening. I saw the contractor shake his head. All three men looked in the direction of the bar and I did the same.

			As I watched I saw the female bartender shake her head at Mr. Healy. I didn’t think I was wrong about his state of intoxication and the last thing he needed was another drink. She set a cup and saucer on the bar in front of him, picked up a carafe that I assumed held coffee and poured a cup. He made a face at the coffee and said something. The bartender in turn pushed the cup at him. I had the sense from their interaction—the way he leaned in toward her, the way she seemed to snap back at him—that they knew each other.

			And it was all none of my business. I turned my attention back to Rose and Mr. P. Rose was looking in the direction of the bar as well.

			“Let’s go take a look at some of the toys,” I said.

			Mr. P. nodded. “I’d like that. Liam tells me they found a View-Master and a box of reels in excellent condition. I’m thinking of making an offer on them.”

			“I’m guessing you had one when you were a boy.” I remembered when Nick and I had found his mother’s old View-Master in a box up in the attic one rainy summer afternoon. I was fascinated by the idea that we could see images in three dimensions.

			Mr. P. smiled. “I did. I was quite the envy of my friends for a while.” He touched Rose on the shoulder. “What do you think, Rosie?” he asked.

			Rose still seemed to be distracted by what was happening at the bar. The bartender had moved on to serve someone else and Mr. Healy was drinking his coffee and surveying the crowd. She turned to look at us. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I was just wondering if that poor man is okay.”

			I glanced around the room. Joe Roswell was standing by the windows now talking to Liam and Jane Evans. I tipped my head in their direction. “I think he’s fine, Rose,” I said.

			She turned in the direction I’d indicated. “Oh I didn’t mean him,” she said.

			“If you weren’t referring to Joseph then who did you mean?” Mr. P. asked.

			“The young man over by the bar, of course.” She frowned as though she didn’t understand why we didn’t know that.

			“Rose, he’s drunk,” I said.

			“I can see that,” she replied. “Maybe you should ask yourself why.”

			Conversations with Rose could very easily get off track. I knew she had a point to make but I had no clue what it was.

			“I would assume he consumed more alcohol than his body could process,” Mr. P. said.

			Rose nodded approvingly. “Exactly.” She shifted her attention to me. “Why?”

			I was officially off in the bulrushes, as Liz would say.
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