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Chapter One

 

“I just can’t believe it,” Sadie Barnett said to her friend, Lucy Shylock.

 

“Tamsin Woo, killed on the street in Seagrove. What is our town coming to?”

 

She picked up Mr. Bradshaw, her tiny Jack Russell Terrier cross and held him close for comfort. The rash of murders they’d been experiencing in Seagrove unsettled her.

 

The two women were having coffee in Sadie’s living room, located in her apartment over the antique shop she owned. The coffee and pastries were from the bakery next door, improved by the new owner to the point that Sadie had to limit her intake or she’d turn into a vibrating ball of caffeinated butter. She was already plump enough.

 

“What gets me,” Lucy said, “is they tried making it look like a drive-by shooting. We don’t have any gangs in Seagrove, unless you count that group of high school kids down at the rec center. And the worst they do is smoke cigarettes and ride skateboards.”

 

“No,” Sadie agreed, “this is something else. Something evil.”

 

“I don’t like it,” Lucy said. “Something is changing in Seagrove and it’s not for the better.”

 

“Look,” Sadie pointed to a squirrel balancing on the railing of her balcony.

 

“There’s Simon. He comes down to the balcony twice a day to see if any nuts have fallen from the tree. He’d come right in the house if I let him.”

 

Simon jumped from the railing to the little table where Sadie liked to sit and drink coffee. Then he was bounding off the chair and looking in through the door. He tapped a nut against the glass and Lucy giggled.

 

“How long has he been doing that?” she asked.

 

“He’s been around since the beginning of summer,” Sadie said. “But he only started tapping at the glass when the nuts started falling.”

 

The bell to her shop rang and Sadie and Lucy jumped and looked at each other. Sadie laughed.

 

“Look at us. Jumping at an everyday occurrence. I’ll be right back.”

 

She headed down the inside stairway with Mr. Bradshaw on her heels. A delivery van was parked on the street outside the shop. Sadie opened the door to a uniformed driver.

 

“Are you Sadie Barnett?” the driver asked.

 

“I am,” Sadie said and Mr. Bradshaw barked once in agreement.

 

“Sign here, please.”

 

Sadie carried her package upstairs and plopped back on the couch near Lucy, who was sitting in the best armchair ever. That’s what Sadie always called it, as a name, The Best Armchair Ever. It was so comfortable.

 

“What is it?” Lucy asked.

 

“Give me a second and we’ll find out.”

 

Sadie wrestled with the tape until the flaps came open and a letter fluttered out and floated to the floor. She picked it up looked at it.

 

“This package is from Tamsin Woo,” she said. “The very dead Tamsin Woo.”

 

She pulled the packing paper from the box and, when she did, there was a flash of gold as whatever the box had been holding went flying through the air and landed on Lucy’s lap. Lucy examined it and held it out to Sadie.

 

“I think it’s a pocket watch,” she said. “But I’m not really sure.” Sadie took it and looked at it carefully.

 

“This,” she said, “is a very rare watch, and only partly because it’s almost impossible to tell time with it.” She opened it.

 

“See here?”

 

She asked pointing out the delicate carving and filigree on the watch’s face. It was a forest scene carved from gold and the hands moved behind much of the decoration. Only occasionally did the hands become visible.

 

Then she closed the watch, flipped it over and opened the other side. The clockwork was visible through the face and another set of hands moved counterclockwise across the etched glass.

 

“That’s amazing,” Lucy said. “But it doesn’t make any sense to have a backward watch on one side and one that obscures the time on the other.”

 

“Not great for telling time, but an excellent oddity. There are people who collect oddities. Tamsin Woo was one of those.”

 

Sadie picked up the paper from her lap and read, “
Sadie, please keep this safe for me. Hamilton has tried to steal it several times. ~ Tamsin”

 

“Who is Hamilton?” Lucy asked. “And why would he steal Tamsin’s watch?”

 

“He’s a rival collector,” Sadie said.

 

“They used to try to beat each other to the best stuff. Hamilton always was trying to get me to sell him things that Tamsin asked me to find for her. Only last week he was telling me that Tamsin was just using me.”

 

“How can you be used in a business relationship?” Lucy asked. “It’s not like she didn’t pay you.”

 

“Exactly,” Sadie said.

 

“Hamilton was trying to convince me she wasn’t really my friend. I told him she was a client, not a friend. That shut him up for about five minutes. It’s hard to keep Hamilton down for long.”

 

“What will you do with that?” Lucy asked, nodding in the direction of the watch.

 

“Take it to the Chief,” Sadie said. The Chief was Zack Woodstone, the chief of police and Sadie’s boyfriend.

 

“Want to come?”

 

“Of course,” Lucy said and extracted herself from the Best Armchair Ever.

 

They pulled on jackets, for it was turning toward autumn and there was a nip in the air, and Sadie clipped Mr. Bradshaw’s leash to his collar before they left through the shop’s front door.

 

“I love this time of year,” Lucy said as they kicked through the leaves that had littered the sidewalk.

 

Mr. Bradshaw jumped and caught an especially bright specimen that floated down from a red maple.

 

“I know,” Sadie said. “The air just glows. I think it has something to do with the angle of the sun.”

 

“Or the fact it’s shining through red and gold leaves,” Lucy said.

 

“I’m sure someone up at the College could tell us, “Sadie said.

 

“It’s probably something very scientific that has nothing to do with leaves or the angle of the sun.” She sighed.

 

“It’s okay not to be an expert at
everything
, Sade,” Lucy said. “Your expertise is junk. Leave the quality of light to someone else.”

 

It was a quick walk to the stationhouse where they found Zack sitting in his office surrounded by paper. Sadie let go of Mr. Bradshaw’s leash and he ran around to greet the Chief while Sadie and Lucy sat in the wooden chairs facing his desk. Sadie wondered if he used them to keep people from getting too comfortable in his office. Well, it wouldn’t work with her.

 

Chief Zack Woodstone finished rubbing Mr. B behind the ears and reached under his desk. He tossed them each a seat cushion. Sadie looked at it in surprise and then it dawned on her. She stood up and fit the cushion on the chair. Lucy did the same.

 

“I save those for the lucky few I actually want to sit in my office,” Zack said.

 

“If my chairs are too comfortable my staff will sit and chat instead of running off to do their jobs. Can’t have that. I have my own work to get done.”

 

“You make yourself sound like a horrible boss,” Lucy said. “But I bet that’s not true.”

 

“He’s a great boss,” Sadie said. “It’s his boss, the mayor, he’s trying to keep from sitting around.”

 

“Only too true,” Zack said. “What brings you ladies down here today?”

 

Sadie pulled out the tiny pocket watch and the letter that arrived with it.

 

“This,” she said and explained the delivery earlier that morning.

 

“Interesting,” Zack said, examining the watch.

 

“Impossible to use, but very beautiful. Reminds me of that period of time when beauty without function was in fashion among the very rich.”

 

“Exactly,” Sadie said. “But what interests me is that Tamsin sent this, one day and was killed the next. See, look at the postmark.”

 

Zack pulled a magnifying glass from his drawer and bent over the package. “It’s true,” he said.

 

“It was postmarked the day before she died. Interesting, but I’m not sure it tells us anything.”

 

“But surely,” Sadie started.

 

“Why not?” Lucy asked at the same time.

 

Zack held up his hand. “Because like most things, a postmark can be faked. It’s possible that it was sent days before it was postmarked, or it could have been stamped and then held until the next day.” He rubbed his chin.

 

“And didn’t you say a delivery service brought this to your door, Sadie? It shouldn’t have been postmarked at all.”

 

“It could have been Express Mail,” Sadie said.

 

“They have package delivery people.” She thought hard about the uniform the messenger had been wearing.

 

“The uniform
was
more than one color.”

 

“I’m going to hold on to these,” he held up the note and the watch.

 

“But I’ll give you a receipt. The court may find that Tamsin’s intention was for you to have it. Or not.” He shrugged.

 

He pulled some paperwork from a drawer and started filling it out. Then he pushed it over to Sadie to sign and took it to the copier outside his door.

 

“Do you think the watch is why Tamsin was killed?” Lucy asked when Zack handed Sadie the copy of the receipt.

 

“I don’t know, but Sadie, you’d better watch yourself. If it was this watch and the person who killed Tamsin finds out she sent it to you… well, you could be in danger,” Zack finished lamely.

 

“I can’t imagine anyone killing for that tiny useless watch,” Lucy said. “It’s just ludicrous.”

 

“Some people gamble on what the next big thing is going to be,” Sadie said. “If they thought the watch was going to gain value it might be possible. But truthfully, it’s unlikely.”

 

“Isn’t money the number one motive for murder?” Lucy asked.

 

“I think crimes of passion are number one,” Zack said, “but it doesn’t matter what the number one reason is, it only matters what our murderer’s reason was. Find that, find the murderer.”

 

“Or vice versa,” Sadie said, just to be contrary. She got up.

 

“Come on Luce,” she said. “Let’s take Mr. Bradshaw home. The Chief here has a homicide to solve.”

 

“Zack, Sadie,” he said. “My name is Zack.”

 

“I know,” she smiled at him. “But I can’t help myself. It’s so much fun to tease you.”

 

As they were passing the squad room, Mr. Bradshaw stopped in the doorway. He went rigid, tail sticking straight up in the air, and bared his teeth. A growl emanated from his throat. Sadie stopped, surprised. Mr. B appeared to be looking at a well-dressed man sitting across from one of the desks. The man didn’t appear to have noticed Mr. B’s aggression and Sadie scooped him up and carried him down the hall.

 

“What was that about?” Lucy asked.

 

“I don’t know,” Sadie said. “Mr. Bradshaw doesn’t usually growl at people like that.”

 

“Had to be something wrong,” Lucy said. “Maybe that man was lying to the officer and Mr. Bradshaw could tell.”

 

“Could be, but the last thing I need is for Mr. Bradshaw to get himself banned from the police station. He’d be unhappy if I had to leave him on the step like a normal dog.”

 

She kept the little dog under her arm until they were safely outside. Outside the station house, Lucy parted ways with Sadie and Mr. B.
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