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The following story is from the collection entitled 12 Hours of Murder, which is available on this website for purchase. 
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‘Henry Nelson knew his killer of course.’ 
Alice enjoyed the way her friends were looking at her, although she thought they shouldn’t have appeared so astonished. It wasn’t the most outrageous thing she’d said in her ninety-nine years, or even in the last week. 
‘Knew him how?’ asked Freda, one of her inner circle at the Silvermoon Retirement Village. 
‘Of course he knew him, he made the appointment. 9am on the dot, although the man was notorious for being late. If only he’d been late that day things might have been quite different.’ 
Owen sat back in his chair and sighed. ‘I know what you’re trying to do, Alice. And it won’t work.’ He discarded two cards and picked up the replacements dealt to him by the fourth person at the table, Les.
‘Yes,’ Les agreed. ‘You’re trying to distract us so you can win again.’ 
Alice regarded them all with a smile that said she didn’t need to distract anyone to win at poker. 
‘Unfortunately, it’s working,’ admitted Freda. ‘What do you mean he made the appointment?’ 
They were sitting in the games room and were alone for the time being, although Alice could hear the whirring of the treadmill in the small gym next door. 
‘Well, it’s—’
Les held up his hand to stop her. ‘You’re doing what Freda accuses me of. You’re starting in the middle of the story.’
‘I do not accuse you of that at all. If anything, the thing you’re guilty of is exaggerating all the time.’ 
‘If the two of you could pause the argument for a moment,’ Owen said, ‘I’d really like to hear Alice’s story.’
Les muttered something under his breath but they both lapsed into silence and the trio looked expectantly at Alice. 
‘Thank you, Owen, and you’re quite right, Les, I was starting, if not halfway, at least not at the beginning. Henry Nelson was a harmless enough man, but unfortunately for him he knew something worth killing for.’
‘Alice!’
Alice chuckled. ‘Alright, I’ll behave. Henry Nelson was the last person you’d expect to be targeted for murder. He was a fireman in the small town of Maddingvale, in England.’
‘I believe they’re called firefighters now, Alice,’ Freda said. ‘There are women as well.’ 
‘That may now be the case,’ replied Alice, ‘but this was in the sixties and he was a man, so I’m calling him a fireman.’ 
Freda held up her hand in mock surrender and Alice continued with her story. 
‘Like all small towns, Henry knew everyone – at least well enough to chat to in the street – and everyone knew him. When there was a fire, half the time they’d bang on his front door rather than ring the fire station.’
‘So, he was popular?’ asked Owen.
Alice shook her head. ‘Popular isn’t the right word. He kept to himself when he wasn’t rescuing kittens from trees or dousing flames.’
‘Do firefighters actually do that? I thought that was just in the pictures,’ Freda said. 
‘And not only kittens. He’d been known to deliver a calf now and then if the vet was occupied elsewhere.’
‘Are you making this up?’ Les asked with a suspicious look. 
Alice continued as if he’d not spoken. ‘One day there was a big fire …’
Henry Nelson wiped his brow and replaced his helmet. The heat caused fresh sweat to immediately erupt before he’d even settled the strap around his chin. 
‘Henry! It’s getting away from us.’ 
He looked at the terrified young man encumbered by a uniform two sizes too big.  ‘Nonsense, Frankie my boy, we have her right where we want her. Take that hose over there, to the left. Wet all the wood around there first, let’s starve the beast.’
Buoyed by the confidence in Henry’s voice, Frank Langston dragged his hose around the corner of the house and did as he was told. He failed to see the look of worry cross Henry’s face. Twenty years of fighting fires and it never got easier. The worry that he could have done things differently – better – was a constant companion eating at his insides. 
A loud crack brought him back as something inside the house collapsed. He barked orders to three bystanders – civilians who were theoretically there to help but were just as likely to burn themselves as put out the fire. They scurried to the other side of the house to help the human chain pass buckets of water from the nearby pond and pour them onto the unburnt wood. 
From somewhere inside the house there came a scream. 
Henry’s blood froze and his mouth went dry. No one was supposed to be inside. Dr Rollings was away attending a birth and his wife had left for London that morning. 
He heard the scream again and leapt into action. He thrust his hose into the hands of Keith Irwin, the third fireman attending the blaze, and paused to pluck an axe off the side of the truck, before kicking open the charred front door. 
A wall of heat pushed Henry back a step and his lungs immediately filled with smoke. He hacked it out, took a deep breath from the cleaner air outside the door, then stepped into chaos. The outside world ceased to exist. Flames crackled and wood popped as it blistered then burned in the heat. 
‘Hello?’
He almost missed the faint reply from the other end of the hall. 
Dr Rollings was the only doctor in the village, and Henry was familiar with this house that doubled as his surgery. Bent low, he stumbled down the hall, trying to keep his breathing shallow. The last door on the right was the study, but when Henry tried the handle he found it was locked. 
‘Is anyone there?’
‘Help me, please!’ 
Henry felt his strength ebbing. He didn’t have much time. Mustering what energy he could, he swung at the door with his axe. The blade bit in beside the lock and he had to wriggle it free before trying again. With a crack, the door split and swung open. 
Inside the study the smoke wasn’t as thick, but with the lights out it was difficult to see. He almost missed the body lying next to the window. 
Stumbling over he saw it was a woman. When he knelt to help her up, he saw her eyes were closed, and when he reached for her hand, he saw that her hands were bound in front of her. 
Henry’s brain couldn’t quite comprehend it. Why were her hands tied? And her feet too? It didn’t make sense. 
Something smashed to the ground in the hallway. 
Henry shook himself alert. A glance back through the door confirmed his exit was blocked. Flames already licked at the doorway, searching for fresh fuel. 
He stood up quickly, and the world tilted. He grabbed the windowsill for support until his vision cleared. With the axe, he quickly smashed the window pane, cleared the glass from the frame, and pushed his head out, gulping fresh air. His head cleared and he yelled for help. By the time he’d lifted the unconscious woman to the window, a man was standing on the other side ready to help. Henry didn’t see who it was, but he was grateful for the help. 
Henry hefted her through the window, then climbed out after her, where he collapsed onto the cool grass, his grateful lungs taking in deep breaths of smokeless air. 
He didn’t know how long he lay there, but next thing he knew Keith was standing over him.
‘You alright, Henry?’ 
Henry wasn’t alright, but he also wasn’t going to let his colleague see that. ‘Of course.’ Getting up was a two-stage process, onto the knees first, then upright. It was only then that he looked around.
‘Where is she?’ 
Keith looked around also. ‘Who?
‘The woman. The one I passed out the window.’
‘There’s no woman here?’ 
‘Now hang on,’ Les interrupted Alice. ‘Are you seriously trying to tell us she’d just disappeared? How?’
‘How can she tell us if you’re flapping your false teeth?’ snapped Freda. 
‘You’re forgetting that the man was gone too,’ Owen said.
‘What man?’
‘The one Henry passed the lady too.’
‘Ah yes. Well?’ 
Alice smothered a smile as she dealt the next hand. The pile of chips in front of her had grown considerably in the short time since she’d started her story.
‘I’m telling you, I rescued a woman I found in the study,’ Henry said. 
Constable Jenkins scratched the back of his neck. He’d known Henry for years and knew him to be an honest man, but the fact remained there was no woman to be found. 
‘Maybe it was the smoke,’ he suggested. 
Henry shook his head wearily as he gazed at the smoking ruins of the house. They’d finally extinguished the last of the flames just after four in the morning. The exhausted firemen and helpers were drinking mugs of tea provided by the local church group. Henry was grateful for their thoughtful gesture and sipped his drink, though he would have preferred a cold beer after battling heat for two hours. 
‘There was a lot going on, Henry. Can you be sure you saw what you saw?’ 
‘I’m telling you, there was a woman in the study. She was tied up.’
‘Who was it? Mrs Rollings is in London, so it wasn’t her.’
Henry shook his head again. The images in his head were clouded by smoke and exhaustion. He was sure it wasn’t Mrs Rollings. For one thing, Mrs Rollings was a larger lady with blonde hair and the woman he’d easily picked up had a slight figure and dark hair. 
‘Have you got hold of the doc?’ asked Henry. 
‘He’s on his way back from Smithfield Farm. Should be here shortly.’ 
‘I’m buggered. I need a bath,’ Henry said. 
‘What about the mystery woman?’
Henry shrugged. ‘She’ll still be missing once I’m clean. Maybe a hot soak will help me remember something.’ 
Jenkins slapped him on the shoulder. ‘Go have your bath and get some shut-eye. I’ll pop round just before nine and take your statement then.’ 
Henry nodded, and turned to go, pausing to tell Keith to keep any eye on the ruin for a couple of hours in case of any flare ups. Keith grumbled until Henry invited him to come by the house afterwards and get the bottle of whiskey sitting in his kitchen cupboard. Keith perked up at that and said he’d stop by on his way home, around eight-thirty. 
Henry made his way home and ran a bath. The water in the tub turned black almost as soon as he got into it, so he pulled the plug and filled a second bath with tepid water. His head nodded as his muscles relaxed and he might have even drifted off for a moment. The woman’s face sprang into his mind and he abruptly sat up, slopping water over the edge of the bath. 
‘Damn sure she was there,’ he muttered, as he climbed out and dried himself. After dressing, he went down to the kitchen to make some breakfast. Waiting for the toaster, he examined the calendar hanging on the wall next to the refrigerator. There was a big circle around today’s date.
‘That came around quick,’ he said with a heavy sigh. 
‘And what time did you arrive, Constable?’
Constable Jenkins stood up straighter and nervously eyed the Inspector. 
Inspector Brown might be new to the area, but Jenkins had heard things. 
‘Around nine-thirty, sir. I was supposed to be here earlier but got held up.’ 
‘And what did you find?’ 
Jenkins gestured towards the kitchen. ‘Henry … er … the victim was lying on the kitchen floor.’
‘I understand he had attended a fire that night in his capacity as a fireman?’ 
‘Yes, sir. Doc Rollings’ house went up. Henry was one of the first on the scene and stayed until the end.’ 
‘Hang on,’ Freda said. ‘I thought Henry was the hero of this story. Who is this Inspector Brown?’
‘Henry can’t be the hero, he’s dead,’ remarked Les. ‘Were you not listening to the start?’ 
Freda shot her husband a warning look and Alice pressed on, pre-empting civil war. 
Inspector Jack Brown dismissed Constable Jenkins with a nod, then entered the kitchen. The coroner’s boys had removed the body already – they hadn’t needed a medical degree to determine the cause of death. Henry Nelson had been shot through the chest. There wasn’t a lot of blood, which Dr Rollings said meant the bullet must have gone right through his heart. It was either a lucky shot or skill – possibly both. There was no sign of a break in and nothing out of place suggesting a struggle. 
There were two mugs on the table. One was completely empty and the other contained cold dregs of tea. It looked more like a social call than a murder. 
Inspector Brown knew a thing or two about murder. He’d put many killers away over his twenty-four-year career in the force. Mind you, that sort of record came at a price – his constant cynicism was just one of the reasons his wife had left him for a (presumably) optimistic butcher. He missed her – and the cheap sausages that had come from being friendly with the village butcher. 
Brown continued his assessment of the kitchen. One of the cupboard doors was slightly open, but there was no way of knowing when that happened. He opened it wide, revealing a neat row of tins. There was nothing out of the ordinary except for a space between a tin of beans and one of tomato soup. He made a mental note to look for an empty tin in the outside bin. 
A calendar hung on the wall next to the refrigerator. Brown frowned when he realised April was missing. A small torn corner had been left behind, as if the page had been ripped off in a hurry. He traced the edge of the tear with his finger. Was it important? Impossible to say. 
‘So,’ he said to the empty kitchen, ‘Henry Nelson responds to a fire at the Rollings house, comes home, has a bath, then gets shot dead. Why?’
The pale yellow walls failed to provide an answer. 
There was a knock on the wall and Jenkins popped his head through the doorway. ‘Sorry, sir, I forgot to tell you about the woman.’ 
‘What woman?’ 
Jenkins explained about Henry’s tale of rescuing the woman from the burning house and then his confusion at her subsequent disappearance. 
‘No one else saw her?’
‘No, sir. I asked everyone there and no one saw the woman or the man that Henry said had helped get her out of the house.’ 
Brown leaned against the counter and tapped the forefinger and thumb on his left hand together thoughtfully. ‘Presumably there was a lot happening at the site of the fire? People milling around, lots of noise and the like?’ 
Jenkins nodded enthusiastically. ‘That’s right, sir, blimmin chaos it was.’ 
Brown pointed to the calendar. ‘Tell me, Constable, why would a man tear the current month off a calendar when there’s still six days to go?’
‘Don’t know, sir.’ 
‘Hmmm. Well, thank you, Constable.’ Alone again, Brown walked around the kitchen. He had a nagging feeling that all the answers he sought were in the room, but they remained elusive. 
Collecting his hat from the hallway table, he placed it on his head and went in search of Keith Irwin. 
Keith was at his home, breath reeking of booze, but eyes alert. 
‘Definitely accidental, sir. The Rollings’ place was old and besides who would want to burn down the doc’s house? Don’t make no sense.’
Brown stifled the urge to question the double negative. Instead, he asked, ‘Was there anyone there you didn’t recognise?’
Keith began to shake his head, then stopped. ‘Well, it was pretty mad there, sir. And I was fighting the fire and didn’t have much time for looking around.’
‘But?’
‘Might be nothing, probably is, but just after Henry went in the front door I thought I saw someone duck around the side.’
‘Who was it?’
‘Well, that’s just the thing, sir, my eyes were all messed up with the light from the fire and the darkness of the night. I can’t be sure.’ 
‘Can’t be sure you saw someone? Or can’t be sure who it was you saw?’ 
‘The second one, sir. Now that I think about it, I must have been mistaken.’
Brown gripped Keith by the arm. ‘A man was murdered in his home, Mr Irwin, just spit it out.’ 
Keith winced and Brown loosened his grip but didn’t let go. He still might need to shake the information out. 
‘Doc Rollings, sir. I thought I saw Doc Rollings.’ Keith shook his head then dug a finger into his ear like he was trying to pry out the thought. ‘Only it couldn’t be, because he was off delivering a baby.’
‘According to who?’ 
‘Eh?’
‘Who said the doctor was off delivering a baby?’ 
Keith appeared completely baffled by the question. ‘I dunno, sir. I think Henry said that’s where he was. And everyone in the village knew that Mrs Rollings had gone to London.’
Brown’s ears pricked up. ‘Why?’
Again Keith looked like the inspector was speaking a different language. ‘Well, there’s only one train to London a day of course, and Mrs Taylor from the tea shop had to take Mrs Rollings to the station because the Doc said that he was too busy. Mrs Taylor came back and said Mrs Rollings had teared up and said she was spending a few days in the city to clear her head.’
‘Er, so Mrs Taylor told this to everyone?’
Keith winked. ‘They don’t call her a Taylorgram for nothing. Get it? Because—’
‘Yes, thank you, Mr Irwin. So, what did Mrs Taylor have to say about Doc Rollings?’
‘I’m sure I don’t know, sir. Don’t have time for gossip.’
Brown raised an eyebrow and waited. 
‘Well, she told me that Mrs Rollings thought there was another woman, with the doc, sir, and that’s why she was going to London. Mrs Rollings that is, not the other woman.’
‘I understand. Who was the other woman?’
‘Mrs Taylor said she didn’t know.’
‘I’ll ask around,’ Brown said more to himself.
‘No, sir, that’s not how it works in this village. If Mrs Taylor doesn’t know, then no one knows.’
An image of a dentist with a pair of pliers came to mind as Inspector Brown looked around the room. His eyes came to rest on a half-full bottle of whiskey. That at least explained Keith Irwin’s breath.  
With a sigh, Brown changed tack. ‘When did you last see Mr Nelson?’
‘This morning, sir.’
‘What time this morning?’ 
‘Ah, around four, I think it was. He told me to keep an eye on the house while he went home for a bath.’ Keith couldn’t hide the trace of bitterness in his words. 
Brown saw his eyes flick to the whiskey bottle and back. There’s a man in a hurry for a drink, he thought. ‘You didn’t see him again after that?’
‘No, sir.’
‘Is that usual?’
‘How’d you mean?’ asked Keith. 
‘Well, you were at the site of a major fire. He was the head firefighter and he’d left you in charge. Didn’t you report to him before you went home?’
Keith’s mouth opened and closed a couple of times, reminding Brown of fish he’d caught as they lay gasping on the riverbank.
‘Didn’t you stop in on your way home?’ Brown pressed gently. 
‘Alright, I did see him. I’m sorry. It was like you said, I went to see him on my way home. He’d promised me the bottle, you see, in exchange for me staying back. I was thirsty after all that firefighting.’ 
‘What time were you at his home?’
‘Just before nine, sir.’
‘I think you’d better tell me everything.’ 
Keith scratched his cheek and looked longingly at his empty glass.
‘The sooner you tell me what happened the sooner you can quench your thirst.’
‘Right. Well, there isn’t much to tell, sir. Henry let me in. I told him all was quiet at the fire site. Then he told me he had an appointment and gave me the bottle and I came home.’
‘An appointment with who?’
‘Don’t know, sir, he didn’t say. But I know it was written on his calendar, sir, because he pointed to it when he was showing me the door.’ 
‘You didn’t see anyone else there?’
‘No sir, but then … I wasn’t exactly looking. I was tired and …’ He looked at the bottle again.
Brown nodded and excused himself.
As he was leaving, Inspector Brown saw Doc Rollings drive past. He flagged him down and when the car rolled to a stop, Brown went to the driver’s door. 
‘Inspector?’ 
‘It occurred to me that I didn’t offer my condolences earlier on the loss of your house.’
Doc Rollings wiped his forehead with a large white handkerchief before stuffing it back into his jacket pocket. ‘Oh, well thank you, inspector. We're damn lucky the boys from the fire department were so efficient. From what I’m told, we might save as much as half of it.’
‘How did your wife take the news of the fire? Mrs Jenny Rollings, is that right?’
‘I haven’t been able to reach her.’ Doc Rollings eyes shifted and his knuckles whitened as he gripped the steering wheel tighter. ‘Mrs Rollings is staying in London for a few days. It’ll be such a terrible shock. All those family heirlooms lost. She will be devastated. She’s quite sentimental.’
‘Are you not, sir?’
Doc relaxed his hands and laughed. ‘No. I’ve an organised mind, trained to focus on the practical. It doesn’t leave much room for silly emotions.’ 
Brown’s wife had said something similar to him when she’d packed her bags to be with the butcher, although she’d added a few salty words for effect. 
‘I will need to speak with her, Doctor, when you reach her.’
‘Why?’
‘Your house burned down, Doctor, possibly in suspicious circumstances. It’s my job to gather all the evidence.’
‘Suspicious circumstances?’ Doc Rollings repeated. ‘It was an old house, Inspector. The wiring was always on the fritz. The only suspicious thing is how it didn’t catch fire before now.’ He checked his watch. ‘You’ll have to excuse me, Inspector. I’ve got a patient to see on the other side of town. I’ve set up a temporary clinic in the village hall, and I’ll be there later if you have more questions for me.’
Before Brown could reply, Doc Rollings drove away. 
Brown decided to visit the site of the fire. 
When he saw the ruin, he thought the doctor had been optimistic when he’d said they might save half of it. What wasn’t burnt was black with soot. As the inspector stood on the soggy front lawn, an ominous groan came from somewhere inside. 
He walked around and stood beside the study window. The window was broken and glass lay in the dirt below, along with a jumble of footprints. Someone (or someones) had certainly been outside the window, but that fact didn’t necessarily confirm Henry’s story of the mysterious tied up woman. 
‘Let’s assume he was right,’ Brown said to the wall. ‘Let’s say Henry rescued the woman and passed her to someone waiting outside, who took the woman away. They couldn’t have taken her around the front. Too many people. So where?’
A few feet from the house was a row of trees. Brown examined the ground beneath them but, apart from something that might have been a single footprint amongst the grass and leaves, there was nothing to suggest anyone had gone that way recently.
The trees reached for a further few metres, then ended at a fence which bordered a paddock containing a few cows. They looked at Brown, unimpressed, before going back to eating the grass. 
Brown had turned to retrace his steps, when he saw something caught in the top wire of the fence. He pulled free a small patch of material that had been caught there. It was dark coloured, thick and heavy, possibly from a coat. He sniffed it and caught a faint smell of perfume. Was it the sort his ex-wife had worn? 
Brown looked back at the partially hidden ruin. 
A theory was beginning to form. He needed to go back to Henry Nelson’s house, and then he’d need to make a phone call. 
At Henry’s house he went into the bathroom. The medicine cabinet over the basin contained nothing but a toothbrush, toothpaste, and shaving equipment. 
Perhaps his theory was wrong. 
Brown went back to the hall, and stood in the bedroom doorway. The bed was unmade and dirty clothes lay in a pile in the corner. One bedside table was replete with a dirty plate and mostly empty mug of tea. He pulled open the drawer and found what he’d been seeking in the bathroom. He picked up the bottle and read the label aloud to the silent room. A grim smile spread across his face. 
He went back into the hallway and made two phone calls using the telephone on the hall table. The first didn’t help but the second awarded him another piece of the puzzle.  
‘What?’ Alice looked at Freda with an innocent expression. 
‘You paused. You can’t leave it there.’ 
‘I was taking a sip of water, Freda.’ 
‘Well, get on with it, you can hydrate later. What did Inspector Brown do next?’ 
Alice put down her glass of water and asked for two cards before continuing. 
‘The problem with only having half the story,’ Inspector Brown said, ‘is that it forces one to make assumptions – assumptions not helped by Mrs Taylor’s proclivity for gossip.’ He paused to gauge the reaction from the man sitting opposite, who remained steadfastly quiet. 
‘It took a bit of digging, and of course tracking down everyone involved took time. Knowing the local area would have been a big help right off the bat, but there you go, sometimes things aren’t meant to be easy.’ 
The man blinked and offered a doubtful smile. 
His lawyer glanced at him nervously, no doubt wondering what his client hadn’t told him. 
‘You see, there was another woman in your life. But you weren’t having an affair, were you, Doctor Rollings? Nor was your wife. The other woman was helping your wife leave you.’
Dr Rollings shifted in his seat, but he kept his mouth shut.
This was fine with Brown. He’d already confirmed all of this with Mrs Rollings when he’d finally tracked her down.
‘You said it yourself, Doctor. Your wife was more sentimental than you, so burning down your own house was an easy decision for you. Perhaps you thought it would bring your wife back, or maybe you intended it as a message for your wife – leave me and see what happens. You caught the woman helping your wife as she was sneaking into the house to retrieve some of Mrs Rollings’ belongings and you saw an opportunity. You tied her up and left her to die. If burning the house was sending your wife a message, then imagine the impact if a body were found.’
Dr Rollings stirred again and finally spoke. ‘I was out delivering a baby when my house caught fire.’
‘Yes, you were, at Finnegan Farm. A substantial drive from your house by road, I understand.’
‘There, you see?’ Dr Rollings sat back with a triumphant expression. 
Brown always enjoyed the moment when suspects felt confident. It made what followed so much more satisfying. ‘By car it is a long way. But do you know what I found beside your house, Dr Rollings? A field. And next to that is another field. And next to that is the Finnegan farmhouse. As the crow flies, it’s not at all far. In fact, a man taking a tea break could nip across the field, set a fire, and be back before he was missed. Tell me, was the woman there by design or accident?’
Silence dragged until finally Dr Rollings sniffed and leaned back into his chair. ‘She was there to get something. Just lucky for me, I guess.’ 
Brown looked at the man and wondered if anyone in the village suspected his cold blooded side. ‘Lucky indeed, except for the witness – Henry Nelson found her alive and rescued her, with the help of your wife.’
Mrs Rollings had confirmed that it had been she who had stood outside the window, wearing one of her husband’s coats and hats so as to be mistaken for a man. 
‘So he had to die, he knew too much. And, as luck would have it, you already had an appointment to see him that morning at 9am. All you had to do was keep your appointment.’
Brown pulled out the pill bottle he’d found next to Henry Nelson’s bed and put it on the table between them.
Dr Rollings frowned at it, then swept the bottle off the table, sending it crashing against the wall where it smashed. 
‘Undone by a bloody house call,’ he snarled. 
‘What a hideous man,’ Freda said with a shudder. 
‘Yes, he was. He showed not a hint of remorse right up until they hung him for murder. Full house.’
Her friends groaned and threw their cards down. Apart from a single chip in front of Owen, they were well and truly beaten. 
‘What I don’t understand, Alice,’ said Les, frowning at his cards, ‘is what any of this had to do with you? How did you come upon the story?’ 
‘I would have thought that obvious, Les.’ Alice grinned as she pulled the chips in the middle towards her and began stacking them. ‘I was the woman helping Jenny get away.’ 
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Author’s Note


Alice Atkinson first appeared in Murder in Paint, before headlining her own series in the Silvermoon Retirement Village cozy mysteries. Owen, Freda, and Les also appear in the series. 







