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				“Damn,” I said as the folio of documents I had pulled from the shelf fell apart in my hands and the fragile papers inside scattered across the floor. Instinctively I looked around to see if anyone had observed my clumsy handling of the precious antique letters, which was stupid because I’d made a point of waiting until the building had emptied before venturing into the stacks for my search.

				The library stacks of the Pennsylvania Antiquarian Society were never crowded, since the general public was not allowed into them to browse at will. But after hours, at night, they were dark and silent and more than a little creepy. I had worked in the building for years and knew it well, but even I had to fight a sneaking fear when I was alone there. Maybe it was the weight of history looming over me—and there was plenty of it—or maybe it was something more.

				But I was not here for my own enjoyment: I was on a mission. A few days earlier, Arthur Biddle Logan, elderly scion of several of Philadelphia’s oldest and most respected families, had requested an appointment with me—Eleanor Pratt, commonly known as Nell, president of the Society. I had never met the man in my former role as fundraiser, but I knew Mr. Logan on sight, and I certainly knew of his sterling reputation in Philadelphia social circles. I also knew that he avoided anything that smelled of a request for contributions of any sort, so the fact that he had approached me was intriguing. Of course, I had informed him that I would be happy to schedule an appointment at his convenience, while mentally licking my chops at the prospect of a healthy infusion of much-needed cash and/or donations of family memorabilia.

				He had asked that I meet him at his Rittenhouse Square apartment rather than at the Society, and I had been happy to oblige. When I arrived at his building, a doorman held the door for me and a concierge announced my arrival and ushered me to the elevator, which carried me smoothly and soundlessly to the penthouse floor. I was surprised when Mr. Logan answered the door himself, and slightly disappointed that there wasn’t a butler. I’d never met a butler, and I had been kind of looking forward to it.

				“Miss Pratt? Please, come in. Thank you for agreeing to meet with me. In my younger days I loved to walk about the city, but I’m afraid I find that difficult now.” He stood back to let me into his home.

				“Mr. Logan, I’m delighted to be here. I’ve always hoped to have the chance to meet you.” I hoped that he didn’t add the implied follow-up: so I could ask you for a donation of some kind. He must hear such requests often.

				“I apologize for the oblique approach, but I have a rather unusual request, and I thought you would know best how to address it. May we sit?” He gestured toward the living room.

				I was torn between studying my host and admiring the understated elegance of the space, dominated by damask-clad mahogany furniture (could that be real Chippendale?) and imposing oil portraits. Mr. Logan was exactly what I expected of a Main Line blue blood: tall, silver-haired, immaculately tailored in what I had to assume was a bespoke suit, with a monogrammed linen handkerchief discreetly peeping from his pocket. His sober silk tie gleamed dully, as did his slim gold watch and cuff links. Cuff links! How many men wore those anymore, much less at home? I had, of course, reviewed the file we kept on him, as with all our donors, actual and potential, so I knew the basics—his age (eighty-three), his family (widowed; three adult children, two boys and a girl, all scattered), where he lived (the horse country of West Chester, and this coveted address in town), and what charitable institutions he had supported (not us, yet).

				He settled himself in a straight-backed wing chair, hitching his crisply pressed trousers, revealing a tasteful minimum of dark sock and polished leather shoe. “Miss Pratt, you must be wondering why I asked you here,” he began.

				“I will confess that I am. You haven’t visited the Society, have you?”

				“Perhaps on one or two occasions as a guest, but not recently. Others in my family have had a closer relationship.”

				I didn’t mention that I knew and could easily list off those near relatives of his who had supported the Society for many years: the Biddles, the Coxes, the Whartons. I nodded, trying to look encouraging. “We’d be happy to welcome you, and I hope you’ll take some time to peruse our collections.”

				Mr. Logan appeared to be at a loss for words. I waited patiently until he began, “Miss Pratt, I find myself in a rather awkward position. I trust I may rely on your discretion?”

				“Of course.” I would never betray a confidence, either professionally or personally.

				He sighed. “Are you acquainted with the history of the Logan family?”

				That was familiar ground. “To some extent, yes. Your family—both your father’s and your mother’s ancestors—were instrumental in establishing the coal mining industry in the state, weren’t they?”

				“Precisely. And they profited handsomely from those endeavors.” Mr. Logan gave a small smile. “Let me come to the point. I have been going through my family papers, which are, I fear, in much disarray.”

				I leaned forward. Did he want our help in cataloguing them? How fabulous they might be! I could only hope he was contemplating the gift of the collected family papers, which would document a major segment of Pennsylvania history. What a coup it would be for the Society to acquire such an extraordinary collection. But why the secrecy?

				He steepled his hands and resumed, “I have come upon several documents . . . whose contents I do not wish to disclose at this time, but suffice it to say, they contain information that troubles me.”

				I had no idea what this charming gentleman might consider troubling. “Mr. Logan, what is it you would like me to do?”

				“I admire your directness, Miss Pratt. To put it briefly, I would like you to review the collections that your institution holds, to see if there is any corroborative information about a particular . . . unfortunate event. This is purely for my own peace of mind, you understand. I want to be sure that I have made the correct interpretation.”

				“I’d be pleased to assist you, but you must know that I’m not part of the research staff. One of our archivists would be better equipped to find whatever it is you’re looking for.” Especially since I knew we didn’t possess any documents from his direct familial line, and therefore whatever existed in our collections already—if anything—would be buried in any of the many collections donated by other families over who knows how long a period.

				“I understand, but I would prefer you to handle this yourself, for some particular reasons. One, I’ve spoken with colleagues of mine, and they have reported that you are unquestionably discreet. Two, I know you are familiar with your institution’s holdings, at least broadly, so you are equipped to initiate such a search. This is not a scholarly undertaking, merely an exploratory effort. Let me add that I think you will appreciate the incentive that I offer.”

				While it was true that I knew the collections in general, I was not familiar with the minutiae. This was getting odder and odder. He’d been talking to people about me? He kept coming back to “discretion”—what was the information? Potentially damaging? Personally? Legally?

				“If I find something . . . illegal, you know I’d have to tell the authorities.”

				“Understood. I would expect nothing less from you. However, I do ask that you apprise me first of your discoveries.”

				“Mr. Logan, I appreciate the compliments, but what is it you hope I would find?”

				“I’d rather not say. But I think you would recognize it if you found it.”

				Great, now he was playing coy. I was supposed to mount a search through what could be tens of thousands of documents in our extensive collections, with no idea of what I was looking for? “I assume I can’t ask anyone else to help?”

				He shook his head. “I’d prefer you did not. I would like to know the . . . parameters of the issue before it becomes common knowledge. Aren’t you going to ask what I’m offering in exchange?”

				Of course I did. “All right. What is it you’re offering?”

				“All the Logan family papers, as an outright gift to the Society.”

				All that I could have hoped for! Even though I wasn’t an historian, I knew full well the scope and the importance of what he offered—nothing short of magnificent. “When would this take place?” It seemed a polite way of asking whether we’d see them soon, or only after his death.

				“I’m prepared to transfer them to you upon the completion of your inquiries.”

				“Regardless of what I find?”

				He dipped his head, once. “Yes. Without restrictions.”

				“Even if I find nothing at all?”

				“Yes. I want only to know if there exists any additional information about this particular event and its aftermath. I assume that once the documents have been transferred, there will be scholarly interest in them, at least among Pennsylvania historians. And before you ask, I am not suggesting that you to destroy or conceal any relevant documents—only that you let me know of their existence and their contents.”

				I took a moment to think. Not that there was much to think about: the man was asking me to do a quiet search of documents and, if I found anything damning, to let him know about it. I had to believe that the information must be pretty important to him. He had certainly piqued my curiosity. “Mr. Logan, your terms are very generous. I would be delighted to undertake your request. Do you have a time frame?” In my mind I was already planning how to begin such a search, even with slim information as a starting point. Surely there was already ample detail in our files about the family’s history to set me on the right path . . .

				I could swear he looked relieved. “Miss Pratt, as you can see, I am not young. I would hope that you could pursue this immediately, so long as you don’t excite any suspicion regarding your activities.”

				In other words, don’t draw attention to myself or what I was looking for. Fair enough. I was willing to put in some overtime after the staff had left the building if it meant a chance to acquire the Logan collection.

				Which is why I was wandering the dim labyrinths of the Society stacks after hours looking for what amounted to a needle in a haystack. Mr. Logan had handed me a list of the families whose connections he could trace personally, which held few surprises for me. In addition, I had written many grant proposals to federal and state agencies and private foundations requesting cataloging and preservation support for our collections, so I knew what we had, more or less. I’m not sure anyone knew what we had specifically, since the Society’s generations of cataloguers had barely made a dent in our extensive holdings. I had gone through our files in the administrative offices and had gleaned a few facts about the rise of the Logan family and the sources of their fortune, so I knew where to start. I had no idea where I’d finish, and from what I’d achieved so far, it could take years—years I wasn’t sure Mr. Logan had.

				What was it he thought I’d find? Despite my carefully phrased questions, he had refused to say more than that I’d know it if I saw it. My mind turned over possibilities as I pulled folders and boxes from shelves, leafed through them, then carefully replaced them in their original locations (far be it for me to further confuse the already haphazard filing system). What could be so important? An early land swindle that somehow had never been recorded? A banking scam? After all, hadn’t a Biddle played a major role in financing the American Revolution? There could have been some funny business there. A crazy uncle who had been disinherited? A coal mining accident that had been covered up? There were a lot of possibilities, and the odds of locating a document that shed any light on them were daunting.

				I checked my watch. I’d been working for several hours, and if I didn’t get out now, I’d miss the last train back to my home in Bryn Mawr. If whatever I was looking for existed at all, it had been here for a while, and it wasn’t going to go anywhere in the next day or two. I replaced the last box and stuck a sheet of paper between it and its neighbor so I’d know where to start tomorrow night. I shivered; the stacks were chilly, and I still had the feeling that there was someone or something there. Even as I thought that, there was a metallic clang several bays of shelves over. The metal shelves cooling? I wasn’t in the mood to investigate: I gathered up my notes and fled, carefully locking the gates and turning off the lights behind me.

				The next morning, back in my office, I found it hard to focus on what was on my desk, and my mind kept drifting back to Mr. Logan and his hints. Why the secrecy? I was sorely tested when one of my colleagues, Latoya Anderson, vice president of collections, popped her head in. I didn’t have a particularly warm relationship with Latoya, but I acknowledged that she was very good at her job and knew her historical materials. Since she was responsible for acquisitions, I wondered if she had her eye on the Logan collection.

				“I understand you paid a call on Arthur Logan yesterday,” she began.

				Damn. How had she known? “Yes,” I said cautiously.

				Latoya came in without invitation and settled herself in a chair. “Don’t worry, I wasn’t spying on you. It just happened that I was returning from an errand just as you were entering the building on the Square, and I knew Arthur Logan lived in that building. I made the logical connection. What did he want?”

				What could I tell her that she would believe and yet wouldn’t give me away? “He wanted some information on archival storage conditions.” Lame, but the best I could do on the spur of the moment.

				As I’d feared, Latoya did not appear convinced. “Why didn’t he come to me? Or to Janice? Conservation is her department.”

				“I have no idea. He said some of his friends had mentioned me, so maybe I was the only name he knew here. Or maybe he’s the type who only wants to deal with the president.”

				If I had hoped to deflect Latoya, I had failed. Her face took on a calculating expression. “Did you tell Janice to get in touch with him?”

				“No, not yet. Listen . . .”

				She interrupted me before I could finish. “Why don’t I contact Mr. Logan, to make sure we know what he needs?”

				I couldn’t let her do that. Even if I said nothing about my quest, Mr. Logan would no doubt assume that I had leaked information somehow to other staff members, and that would be the end of any hope of keeping his trust—or gaining his collection.

				“Latoya, can you hold off on that? He’s a very private man, and he doesn’t want to have to deal with a lot of people. He came to me because his friends recommended me personally, but if he starts getting phone calls from a lot of us here, it may scare him away. You wouldn’t want that, would you?” I kept my eyes on hers, trying to look honest and sincere.

				I guess it worked, because she stood up reluctantly. “You’ll let me know when you talk with him again.” It was an order, not a request, and I felt a prickle of annoyance. After all, she worked for me, not the other way around.

				“Of course.” I smiled, even though it made my face hurt.

				She disappeared without saying goodbye, and I slumped in my chair. I don’t do devious well, and I hate lying to people. Latoya’s interest only put more pressure on me to find whatever-it-was sooner rather than later.

				The hours crawled by as I waited for the building to clear out at the end of the day. Thank goodness people were used to seeing me at my desk late, so I didn’t have to invent any feeble excuses for my presence. It was past six when I finally found myself alone. I knew I would not be observed. We couldn’t afford guards, so we relied on an antiquated alarm system that covered only the outer doors and ground-floor windows, and that didn’t affect me. Anything as sophisticated as cameras or sensors throughout the building was years away, assuming we could ever raise enough money for such things. In short, when the building was closed I could come and go as I pleased. Good thing I am honest.

				The documents that might contain information on Arthur Logan’s family were scattered all over the building, the result of years of random acquisitions. In my first night’s foray, I had identified a number of collateral family lines linked to the Logans, which had done nothing to narrow my search. I could only hope the records were where the catalog said they were—not a guarantee in this rambling old building. But I had known it would not be an easy task when I accepted the challenge from Arthur Logan. I headed back to the third floor where I had begun searching the night before.

				As I emerged from the stairwell, I turned on the lights and stopped for a moment, listening. I could hear the distant sound of street traffic, the rumble of the subway trains that ran under the building. The HVAC system was inadequate up here, so there was little sound of air moving. All was quiet. I unlocked the metal gate and made my way to the spot where I had been working yesterday, my heels echoing on the concrete floors. I counted tiers of shelving until I arrived at the right bay.

				The paper I had inserted between files was lying on the floor. Nothing odd about that, I told myself. Staff members sometimes came up here to retrieve items for our library patrons, and the vibrations from the trains had been known to jar things loose. I picked up the paper and laid it on a shelf, since I would probably need it again. I didn’t really need it to remember where I’d left it the night before—the top shelf. Where there was now a folder I hadn’t seen before, sticking out several inches. It definitely hadn’t been that way when I had left the night before. What were the odds that another staff member had looked at the same material at this particular time? Had Latoya been doing some snooping of her own? I reached up and pulled out the folder.

				On first glance it didn’t appear to be anything unusual: a thick sheaf of personal letters, dating from the early years of the twentieth century. Good quality paper, monogrammed; educated handwriting. I looked around for a chair, then dragged it under one of the few lightbulbs. If someone else had looked at this particular folder, I wanted to know why.

				The letters had been written by a single author and presumably saved by the recipient, identified as only as Josie; the writer had signed herself “Aunt Laura.” I made a note to check the Logan family genealogy and see if they fit anywhere. I could easily do that during the day without triggering any alarms among the staff, as I was always doing background checks on possible donors.

				I scanned the contents of the folder. Most of the letters were cheerful accounts of daily events, the occasional party, trips into the city to hear the symphony or visit a museum. From the tone of the letters, I surmised that Josie was a young adult, and that Aunt Laura was substantially older—she often repeated “when I was young” and added details that had to date to the 1880s. I made the assumption that if Laura had been a child during the Civil War, she would have mentioned something about it, but there was no mention of the war. Perhaps she had been too young to remember it. So Laura, whoever she was, was writing to Josie, whoever she was, around 1920, and recounting events of the 1880s. Why had anyone bothered to look at this?

				I found a possible answer toward the back of the folder. Apparently young Josie, on the verge of marriage, had taken an interest in Logan family history and had asked Aunt Laura for her help. And Aunt Laura had stopped her cold. One phrase in particular stood out: You would do well not to look too closely at our family’s history. Let the past be, for the good of all.

				I had to wonder if this was the same issue that was troubling Arthur Logan. But what would have upset him? He was a man in his eighties, and would have witnessed most of the relaxations of Victorian moral codes during his adult life, so it seemed likely to me that the occurrence, whatever it was, dated to his parents’ or even his grandparents’ generation. Others back then, including Josie’s Aunt Laura, had apparently known something that they didn’t want spread around. But what?

				There was little else of interest in the letters, although I read through them all. Josie had apparently heeded her aunt’s warning, and had not brought the matter up again, at least in her letters. So this was the only hint of anything suspicious in the Logan family’s past? A skeleton in the closet? An out-of-wedlock birth? A criminal record? I did some quick math: If Josie was twenty or so around 1920, and her aunt was a generation older, what kind of event would have been too shameful to talk about? And why would it matter to Arthur Logan now? This hardly seemed important enough to meet his criteria, just a vague reference to some unspecified blot—or did I mean blight?—on the family tree, back a few generations.

				I checked the time: nearly ten. I had been so wrapped up in the letters that I had lost track. I made a few notes of names and dates; there was nothing specific enough to warrant signing out the folder or taking it with me. But as I stood up to replace it on the shelf, I could have sworn there was someone else in the stacks with me. “Hello?” I said, but my voice came out as little more than a whisper. In any event, nobody answered. I slid the folder back where I had found it and gave myself a shake. You’ve got the megrims, Nell—the heebie-jeebies, the willies. It’s late, and you’re tired. Go home. So I did, after closing up carefully behind me.

				The next morning I was more curious than ever about what I was calling the Logan quest, and I thought I could do some innocuous snooping without setting off anyone’s alarms. I was clearing my desk of more ordinary stuff—solicitation letters, thank-yous, invoices, and invitations—when my assistant, Eric, poked his head in, a sheaf of papers clutched in his hand.

				“Are these yours, Nell? I found them on the copy machine.”

				I held out my hand. I knew I hadn’t left anything behind and hadn’t printed anything this morning, but maybe I could identify whose they were. “Let me see.”

				He handed the stack of papers to me. I looked at the first page: it appeared to be a family tree, from a printed book dating from the early twentieth century, or so I guessed. I was about to dismiss it when my eye caught the name “Logan.” I looked more closely, then leafed through the following pages. It was indeed a family history for the Logans. Was somebody else in the building looking at the family? Had I tipped my hand to Latoya?

				I made a quick decision. “Oh, thank you, Eric. I must have forgotten them.”

				“No problem,” Eric said cheerfully and returned to his desk outside my office.

				When he was settled there, I studied the family relationships on the copied pages, hoping to locate Josephine and her aunt Laura, and I did. If I read the tree correctly, Josephine had been some sort of cousin to Arthur, like first cousin once removed; Laura had been Josephine’s uncle’s wife and Arthur’s grandmother. Nothing out of the ordinary there.

				I added the copied pages to the Logan folder I had started, which I slipped into a drawer, and made my way back to the stacks. The upper floors were certainly less eerie by daylight, and I could hear one of the library assistants pushing his rolling cart through the aisles, stopping to reshelve books. All quite normal.

				As I rounded the corner of the aisle where I had been working the day before, I saw a book lying on the floor. Had a staff member dropped something? They were usually so careful. I picked it up and read the title on the spine: The History of the Logan Repeater. Logan again. Had someone been using the book and left it to be reshelved? I looked at the call number, and even I could tell it didn’t belong in this area, let alone on this floor. Curious now, I leafed through it. In rather florid prose, the book outlined the meteoric rise of the innovative Logan Repeating Rifle, which was credited with turning the Civil War around for the North, and the equally rapid decline and dissolution of the company that had manufactured it just a few years after the war ended. The founders had been Jeremiah Logan and James Reilly. If I recalled the family tree I had seen correctly, Jeremiah had been the father of James Logan, husband of the Laura whose letters I had been reading. I skimmed on: apparently Jeremiah had squirreled away a nice piece of the proceeds in the brief glory days of the Logan Rifle Company and had weathered the company’s demise, going on to found another postwar company that had significantly restored the Logan family fortune. James had not fared as well and had died a few years after the war.

				What was this book doing on the floor here? For all I knew Arthur Logan had sicced half of my staff on his little project, and we were all skulking in corners looking for the same thing and being rather sloppy about it.

				But I didn’t really believe that. Based on my quick reading of Arthur’s character, he’d seemed sincere, and he had come directly to me, and only me. He was clearly accustomed to dealing with the highest level. He had found something in his own records that upset him. He wasn’t trying to cover anything up; he only wanted confirmation. At least, that’s what I wanted to believe. Now, at the end of his life, was he putting his affairs in order, righting old wrongs? If so, was it for his own moral satisfaction, or was there something larger at stake? Could it have something to do with the Logan fortune, of which he was the heir and custodian?

				John Catherwood, the shelver, pushed his rolling cart around the end of the row of stacks, and I headed toward him.

				“Hi, John, how’s it going?” John had been with the Society for years and had never been promoted past shelver, but apparently he had never wanted anything more.

				He bobbed his head. “Great. Nice to have time to catch up with the backlog here.” He nodded at his overflowing cart of books and document cases.

				“Well, I won’t get in your way. But before I go, um—you spend a lot of time alone up here, don’t you?”

				“Sure, all the time. Why?”

				I felt silly asking my next question. “Do you ever get the feeling there’s somebody else up here, even when you know there isn’t?”

				“Sure, all the time.” John flashed a shy smile. “You thinking of Thomas?”

				“Thomas?”

				“The Society ghost.”

				In the five years I’d been working at the Society, nobody had ever mentioned to me that we had a ghost. But then, many of the staff had been here less time than I had, so maybe they didn’t know either. I was intrigued. “Tell me more. Who’s Thomas?”

				“Used to be the librarian here, and just about the only staff member, back around 1900, when this place was more or less a gentlemen’s club. He actually lived in an apartment here, kind of like a caretaker. It was on the third floor—you can’t see where it was anymore because of all the renovations since.” John paused for a moment before adding, “He died here, too.”

				“You mean in the building?”

				“Yup. He’d been here for years—didn’t have any family. Luckily he was found pretty quickly.”

				Thank heavens! I didn’t want to contemplate what would have happened if he hadn’t been found fast. “Why do you think he’s still around?”

				John shrugged. “Odd things, now and then. I find a book or folder where I know I didn’t leave it, although there are staff members who are lazy about putting things where they should be. Or like you said, I kind of sense somebody watching. It’s hard to say—this is an old building, and funny things happen sometimes. But if it’s him, he’s never done anything harmful, so I just leave him in peace. Were you looking for something up here, Nell?”

				“Just checking a reference for a grant proposal. I’ll let you get back to work.”

				I slipped past him to the collection I had been looking at the day before, wondering why no one had ever mentioned to me that the building was haunted. But it was hard enough to hire people at the skimpy salaries we offered, and probably no one had wanted to scare applicants off. I smiled to myself as I envisioned a job description that included the line, “must be willing to work with ghosts.”

				So far I had amassed a cache of personal letters, a family tree, and a history of the Logan rifle, all linked by the Logan name. And, I realized with a small chill, all had come to me under rather odd circumstances: a folder shoved askew on the shelf, papers left behind in the copier, a book I was bound to stumble over. Was somebody leaving me a trail?

				I all but flew down the stairs, back to my office: I wanted to look at the family tree chart again. I brought with me the Logan Repeater book. I had to think that it must have appeared in my path for a reason, although I didn’t want to look too closely at the “how.”

				An hour later I had cobbled together a likely scenario and a candidate for Arthur Logan’s scandal. The Logan Rifle Company had been founded by James Reilly and Jeremiah Logan, great-grandfather of Arthur, before the Civil War, but it had become successful only when the Logan Repeater had been introduced. The company made a lot of money, quite legitimately, but apparently overreached, collapsing into bankruptcy only a few years later. James Reilly had died at about the same time. Reading between the lines I guessed that either he had drunk himself to death or had killed himself, unable to deal with the shame of his failure. Jeremiah, on the other hand, had risen from the ashes and moved on to found new businesses. He had had at least two sons: Joseph, who had fathered the correspondent Josephine, and James (named for his partner, in the early glory days of the company?), Arthur’s grandfather. Laura, the author of the letters, had married James.

				And I still had no insight into why Arthur would be so upset by this. A family business had gone bust in the chaotic years after the Civil War. It had happened to a lot of companies. One partner had moved on and flourished, the other one had given up. Where was the scandal?

				But the name Reilly rang a faint bell, and I reached over to my bookshelf for the history of the Society that had been written a few years earlier, and turned to the chapters dealing with the early years of the twentieth century. Yes! That librarian Thomas whom John had mentioned had borne the surname Reilly, and a quick check of online genealogy websites verified that he had been James Reilly’s son, born shortly before the senior Reilly’s death. Was it really dead Thomas who was leaving me a trail of clues? That was ridiculous. I was a sane and sensible adult, and I refused to believe a ghost was feeding me information. There had to be someone else looking at the same materials and neglecting to return them to their places.

				But what if . . . ? Ghostly guidance or not, I still didn’t see anything that Arthur Logan might have found shameful—just a rather sad family history. There had to be something more. If Thomas was my informant, would he talk to me by daylight, or did I have to wait until the building emptied before seeking him out?

				Nell, you’re going nuts. You are not seriously thinking about talking to a ghost, are you? But there was one tangible thing I knew I could do. If Thomas Reilly had been sole custodian of the collections, he must have left records of his time at the Society, and from the Society published history I could tell that its author must have located them. If she could find them, so could I, and a quick check of the footnotes in the book verified that there was a cache of early Society records. I turned to my computer to look at the online catalog and found that they should be stored on the third floor, not far from where I had been looking, and that they included some Reilly citations. I headed back upstairs.

				All was serene on the third floor as I made my way to the correct tier of shelves. There they were: the Society papers, including one box neatly labeled “Reilly papers,” most likely by Thomas’s own hand. What was I looking for in that box? Were there Logan files? Corporate files?

				The box stood out about three inches from the others on the shelf. I pulled the box down and, clutching it to my chest, made my way to a table by a window and sat down. Opening the box, I found on top a folder labeled “Logan Rifle Company.” Nice to know I was on the right track. I opened it to find a hodgepodge of letters, newspaper articles, and corporate records, but on the top of the pile were two documents pinned together: the award for the patent for the Logan Repeater rifle and the rough draft of the application form. The final patent bore the name of Jeremiah Logan; the draft did, too, but also included the name of James Reilly. I leafed through the rest of the papers in the box and found that many were preliminary sketches for the rifle design—all signed by James Reilly.

				I sat back in my chair. It looked to my inexperienced eye very much as if Jeremiah Logan had stiffed his business partner and erstwhile friend James and had hogged all the rewards from the successful patent, which had added significantly to the Logan family fortune while, according to the book about the company, James had died a pauper. Was this what Arthur had found in his own documents?

				I had to find out. It was still early in the day, and I needed to talk to Arthur Logan. When I returned to my office, the box of Reilly papers tucked under my arm, I called his number, and he answered. “Ah, Miss Pratt, you have something for me so soon?”

				“Maybe,” I said cautiously. “May I come talk to you?”

				“Of course. I will expect you for tea at four.”

				Tea. Well, of course. I agreed, then hung up and sat for a moment, trying to put my thoughts in order. Trying to decide what I would tell him, and what I still needed to know. I grabbed a lined pad and started outlining.

				I presented myself to the concierge at his building promptly at three fifty-seven and was directed upstairs with a smile. Arthur Logan was waiting at the door when the elevator opened, and escorted me to the living room, where tea was laid out on a low table: silver pot, porcelain cups, sugar tongs in the shape of the claws of a bird of prey. Arthur seemed in good spirits as he fussed about with pouring and sugaring and such and extended a plate of exquisite petits fours toward me. I politely took one and sipped my tea.

				Finally we were settled with our refreshments, and Arthur looked at me directly. “What do you have for me?”

				I returned his gaze and said carefully, “I believe your great-grandfather Jeremiah Logan bilked his business partner, James Reilly, out of his fair share of the Logan Rifle business by omitting him from the patent application for the Logan Repeater rifle. Which means that your family has reaped the profits of what could be called ill-gotten gains. Is that what you were looking for?”

				He smiled, a little sadly. “Indeed, Miss Pratt, my confidence in you was not misplaced. That was much the same conclusion that I had reached. Can you reveal your research process?”

				“Of course. I found a file that contained letters from your grandmother Laura to her niece Josephine that suggested that there was some family matter that would not stand up to scrutiny. When I learned of the Logan Rifle Company, I looked up what we had on the Reilly family and found another file with the patent application and the research and supporting information. James Reilly was the true inventor of the mechanism, right?” When he nodded, I went on, “But the patent listed only Jeremiah Logan.”

				“Precisely.”

				“May I ask how you knew? Or have you always known?” Maybe the latter was a rude question, but I was honestly curious.

				“It did not occur to me to question the early history of the Logan businesses, but as I mentioned to you, I’ve been going through the family papers recently, and I came across a file of letters that James Reilly had sent to members of my family, pleading his case.”

				“Why weren’t those letters destroyed?”

				He sighed. “For good or ill, my family has always had a strong sense of history, and I think perhaps some members felt a lingering sense of guilt. Reilly was not well treated. Had he lived longer, he might have been appropriately compensated, but he died a relatively young man—and a bitter one, as his letters show. I cannot defend my great-grandfather’s actions, although he may have believed that crediting Reilly officially would meet with some resistance. Reilly was an ignorant Irish immigrant, after all—how could his invention be worthwhile? And I prefer to think that old Jeremiah would have seen that he was treated fairly.”

				“Mr. Logan, there’s something else I should tell you. It appears that one of James Reilly’s children was a librarian—in fact, for a long time, the only librarian—at the Society. I have to wonder, if he knew about this situation, why he didn’t approach your family, or even the authorities, decades ago?”

				“A fair question, Miss Pratt, and there are many possible explanations, the first being that his father died when he was very young, so perhaps no one told him of the issue. Or it may be that he saw no recourse at the time he worked at the Society, or even that he felt that raising the issue would tarnish the Logan name. Or that he, a humble library caretaker, could not hope to take on a revered family such as the Logans, or even be believed. We may never know.”

				He was right. Possibly ghost Thomas had been directing my search, but those records might not have been available to him in time to act upon them. But I still had some misgivings. “Mr. Logan, this is going to sound absurd, but I have the feeling that he was directing me to the appropriate documents, ones I might otherwise not have looked at.”

				What Arthur said next surprised me. “So you’ve met Thomas?”

				I was stunned into silence for a long moment. “You knew Thomas?” I said at last.

				He smiled at my confusion. “To be quite honest, I’m not sure. When I was quite young, I recall my father taking me to a place with tall columns and high ceilings that I determined only much later was likely your Society. While there I wandered off and encountered a very kind old man, who directed me back toward where my father was. I’ve often wondered since if that was Thomas.”

				“What year was that?”

				“I must have been no more than four years old, which would make it about 1930.”

				“Thomas died in 1928. He had been the librarian there for thirty years by then.”

				“Ah,” Arthur Logan said, and fell silent. We sat in companionable silence for a few minutes, each lost in our own thoughts. He was the first to break it. “Well, Miss Pratt, you have more than fulfilled your part of our agreement, and I am grateful to you.”

				It sounded like a polite dismissal, so I set down my empty teacup and stood up. “I’m happy I could help. It has been a pleasure working with you, Mr. Logan.”

				“I appreciate your efforts on my behalf. Let me see you to the door.”

				A few months later I read with sadness in the Inquirer of Arthur Logan’s death. The obituary covered several columns. So I was not surprised when the front desk called me that day to say that there was an attorney to see me, a Mr. Jonathan Pepper. I went downstairs and escorted him to my office.

				“How may I help you, Mr. Pepper?” I asked when we were seated.

				He cleared his throat. “Ms. Pratt, I am one of the attorneys charged with settling the estate of the late Arthur Logan. Before his death, he requested specifically that I convey a copy of his will to you.” He handed me an envelope with a substantial stack of pages inside. “I’ve taken the liberty of marking those passages he particularly wanted you to see.”

				The bequest to the Society. I’d had every faith that Mr. Logan would keep his end of our agreement. I scanned the relevant paragraph—he’d made an outright gift of all documents pertaining, etc., and he’d even added an endowment to cover cataloging and conservation, bless the man. Then I turned to the second marked passage, several pages later in the document.

				“I hereby give and bequeath the sum of five million dollars to the heirs and assigns of James Reilly, deceased, to wit . . .” There followed a list of names and instructions. It was too late for Thomas, but at least there were other family descendants who would benefit.

				I looked up at Mr. Pepper, who said, “These were as many of this James Reilly’s descendants as we could identify, and there are provisions for distributing the funds. Mr. Logan did not see fit to explain this clause to me, but he said you would understand.”

				“I do. Arthur Logan was a good man.”

				“He was.”

				When I had seen Mr. Pepper out of the building, I had one more thing to do. I made my way to the third floor, to the shelf with the Reilly files. “Thomas?” I whispered. Nothing happened . . . until an envelope fluttered to the floor.

				I picked it up and opened it, noting the heavy stock and the faint discoloration that comes with age, and pulled out the single folded sheet of paper, on which was written, “Thank you.” It was signed, “Thomas Reilly.”
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				Q&A

				The Museum Mysteries

				What inspired you to set your mystery series in a Philadelphia historical institution?

				I think that Philadelphia has been underused as a setting for novels. The city is rich in both history and culture, but at the same time it’s a modern city—in the past few decades, it’s undergone a lot of major changes, but it continues to be strong. For example, eating in Philadelphia used to be a joke, but now it boasts a wealth of interesting restaurants. It’s not just cheesesteaks any more! And Philadelphia has an ample supply of museums and other cultural organizations, so there’s plenty of fodder for an ongoing book series. Both the children’s museum and the firemen’s museum that I have depicted in this series are inspired by real Philadelphia institutions (although I don’t know of any criminal activities at either!).

				Also, the setting is one I’m personally familiar with. I grew up mainly on the east coast, near Philadelphia, so I was always surrounded by American history. As an adult, I found myself working for a financial advisory firm that was trying desperately to keep the city from going bankrupt (we succeeded). Talk about hands-on learning! Later I worked on a couple of Pennsylvania political campaigns. All of these combined gave me a good understanding of the city’s history and its current condition. I knew who the local players were. When I started working as a fundraiser at the Historical Society of Pennsylvania, a respected local historical institution, I expected it to be a pleasant change to step back into a simpler, quieter job. But that was before it was discovered that a trusted long-term employee who we all knew and liked had walked off with four million dollars’ worth of collections items over several years, and nobody had noticed (in fact, that was the inspiration for Fundraising the Dead). Luckily many of the items were recovered, but it was a sad episode in HSP’s history—and anything but quiet!

				Is there a real-life inspiration for Thomas?

				Yes, definitely. HSP has at least one ghost that everyone knows about, and he’s been around for a while: he used to run the mimeograph machine when nobody was around, which gives you an idea of how long. I borrowed much of his history for Thomas. And I and several other people heard someone exclaiming loudly, “Ow! Ow! Ow!” out in a hallway, but when we went to investigate, there was no one there.

				All those creaks and thuds in an old building aren’t always due to the plumbing, and that’s something you get used to. In fact, HSP now gives annual ghost tours, as do many other historic places.

				What do you enjoy most about writing for your heroine Nell Pratt?

				Writers are often asked how much we include of ourselves in our writing. I like to think that Nell is pretty much like me, only better. When I started writing, I realized that a fundraiser made an ideal protagonist. I was one for many years (that’s where I polished my skills at writing fiction, putting together grant applications), so I knew I could get the details right. It’s an important role in any nonprofit institution—they always need money. More important, you’d be surprised how much information fundraisers collect, about people and institutions. Sure, the Internet has made is easier to keep track of who’s who, but fundraising staff also records who knows who, what their philanthropic history is, what their interests are, often over many years. And all fundraisers at cultural institutions within a region know each other and can pool information. All of this is useful to my protagonist Nell Pratt when she is faced with solving a crime.

				She really cares about what she does—the survival of the Society is important to her, and not just so she can keep her job. She enjoys getting up close and personal with real historic artifacts (as I did as often as I could—there’s nothing like holding William Penn’s Bible or letters written by early presidents or Civil War soldiers to make history come alive). What’s more, she believes the best of people, and most people like her. Of course, in addition to all that she’s smart and stubborn when it comes to unraveling a murder.

				You show the collections management at the (fictional) Pennsylvania Antiquarian Society as chaotic—is that exaggerated a bit, or is it true to your experience?

				Having worked at several museums and historical institutions, I can assure you that what I describe is pretty much how things look like behind the scenes (I must have gotten it right, since Fundraising the Dead is now required reading for a graduate seminar in public history theory and method at Temple University in Philadelphia). I believe that the majority of people who work at smaller museums and historical societies and the like really care about what they’re doing and try to do it well. But most likely they’ve inherited a lot of problems from past generations, and they’re struggling to catch up.

				Digital options have made collections management easier in some ways, but there is still a bottleneck: to create an image of an item, you have to scan it (which can be physically hazardous to a fragile artifact) or take a good picture of it (which requires the appropriate equipment; you can’t just pick up your pocket camera and expect a high-quality photo). Most important, you have to have people to then organize the digital information you create. All this costs money, which is hard to come by when institutions are fighting for enough funding to keep the lights on and the doors open to the public.

				Should I donate my family’s heirlooms to a museum or historical society? What kind of material are institutions interested in?

				Yes! With a few caveats. First, find out if you have any family members who are interested in all the “stuff” a family collects over generations. They might be justifiably upset if you give away items they’d always wanted for themselves. But the truth is, do those heirs even know—or care—what most of that “stuff” is? Sadly, in many cases the answer is no, and the items you saved for them may end up just pitched into a Dumpster. (Please, if you have family photos, label them! If you have treasured items, provide a description of them somewhere—who acquired them, why they matter to you and your family. That can go a long way towards making the items more historically interesting.)

				And it’s not just personal memorabilia that can have value. Long-established companies are often faced with finding room for new materials and have been known to toss thousands of records. One example: a decade or more ago, a Philadelphia funeral home was moving out of the building it had occupied for nearly a century and was prepared to scrap most of its early funeral records, until the Historical Society of Pennsylvania stepped in and rescued them. Each record described an individual’s funeral—where the person was buried, how much the funeral cost, which family members attended. This kind of information is priceless to anybody working on local family history.

				Admittedly, your local institution may not actually want your great-aunt Mary’s shopping list scrawled on a paper bag, but let them make those decisions. Sometimes it’s those small pieces of daily life that make collections interesting, and which can help preserve a piece of history from their time. Family heirlooms need a home where they will be cared for under appropriate storage conditions and will be made available for others to share. So again, yes: please consider donating your family artifacts and papers to a local institution. It’s not about their monetary worth; it’s about preserving history.
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				I looked in both directions along the third-floor hallway. Good, nobody in sight. I pulled open the door to the library stacks only wide enough to slip through it, and closed it quietly behind me.

				I was playing hooky. It had been only a few months since I had taken over as president of the Pennsylvania Antiquarian Society, shoved unceremoniously into the corner office from my nice, safe, lower-profile job as director of development. Don’t get me wrong—I loved my new job. Or at least, parts of the job. But while the Society was a venerable and respected Philadelphia institution, it was now my responsibility to keep it solvent, intact, and open to the public. Not easy, especially since the current fundraising climate sucked; the hundred-plus-year-old building cried out for repairs and upgrades that we simply couldn’t afford; and the salaries we offered were so uncompetitive that we had trouble hanging on to enough staff to cover the desks and retrieve and shelve items requested.

				Hiding wasn’t going to improve any one of those problems, but it was going to make me feel better. I’d first come to work at the Society more than five years ago because I loved Philadelphia and I loved local history. One of the unacknowledged perks of the job was the chance to prowl in the stacks. In the past I could claim that I was getting to know the collections so I could write grant proposals about them, but the truth was, I loved to handle original documents and memorabilia from everyone from William Penn to the most recent mayor of Philadelphia. I got a real rush from the heady smell of old leather and crumbling paper. I needed to revisit the stacks periodically to remind myself why I had accepted the job of president, especially when board members called every other hour to ask why I hadn’t done A, B, or C. The answer usually was because we can’t afford it, but they were getting tired of hearing that. Heck, I was getting tired of saying it. I needed some new lines—or preferably, more money.

				I trod quietly along the dimly lit aisles, making as little noise as possible. Was I looking for anything in particular? Not really. I was certainly trying to avoid noticing the blue tarps spread over shelves here and there to divert the drips from the leaking roof, and the teetering piles of boxes that I knew were not acid-free archival quality, and which were slowly sinking under their own weight, doing who knows what damage to their precious contents. No shelves to put them on; no staff to shelve them. Come on, Nell—you’re supposed to be cheering yourself up!

				I found myself an old metal chair and took it to a corner, about as far from the door as I could get. I was surrounded by large ledgers from long-gone Philadelphia companies, and I knew if I opened any one of them I’d find some clerk’s careful copperplate script in fading brown ink, recording the day-to-day transactions of daily life a century ago. I shut my eyes and breathed deep, waiting for the calm and quiet to do their work . . .

				“Nell?” a male voice whispered.

				I jumped a foot and opened my eyes. “Eric, how did you find me?” Eric was my administrative assistant. He’d only been in the job for two months, but I swear he had learned how to read my mind.

				“I know you come up here when you get stressed out. I hate to bother you, but you told me to remind you about the luncheon today, and it’s already eleven thirty.”

				Luncheon, luncheon . . . no wonder I’d told him to remind me, since I had no clue what he was talking about.

				“The Greater Philadelphia Grantmakers Coalition?” he added.

				Oh. I must have been trying hard to forget it. The coalition was a group of local funders who got together to talk about local philanthropy. What that meant, mainly, was that the area movers and shakers with money to give gathered together to divvy up the pot. To be fair, they also offered workshops, issued publications, and held conferences to encourage grant giving and teach effective proposal writing, all of which I had benefitted from in the past. I’d attended their events when I was a fundraiser, and it was now even more important that I have a presence among the group, to keep the lines of communication (and pocketbooks) open. This would be my first meeting with them since I’d ascended to the giddy heights of the Society’s presidency. What’s more, I’d promised to take along my relatively new director of development, Shelby Carver, so she could start figuring out who was who in the local funding community.

				In short, I couldn’t hide out. I sighed and stood up. “Did you remind Shelby?”

				“Sure did,” Eric said. “She’s waiting in your office. You want me to tell her I couldn’t find you?”

				I straightened my back. “Thanks, but I have to go. And I want to introduce Shelby to some people she needs to know. Thank you for finding me, Eric.”

				I led the way back to my office where Shelby was waiting. “Were you planning to duck out on me, lady?” she asked, her faint southern drawl softening her words.

				“Believe me, I thought about it. You ready to go? You mind if we walk over?”

				“Works for me. Looks like spring might actually get here sometime this year.”

				I pulled on my light raincoat, gathered up my bag, and said, “Let’s go.”

				Once we were outside the building, I realized Shelby was right: I hadn’t even noticed, but there were green buds peeping from the few spindly trees that could survive on city streets, and the air felt cool but pleasantly so. Shelby matched me stride for stride. I probably needed the exercise more than she did, since she usually walked to work from her home on the other side of Independence Hall, while I took a train from the suburb of Bryn Mawr. At least I walked from the train station to the Society, but that was about all the exercise I got.

				“Where’re we going?” she asked.

				“The luncheon’s at the Marriott. At least the food should be good.”

				“You want me to do anything in particular, or should I just sit there and soak up wisdom?”

				I smiled. I enjoyed Shelby’s slightly skewed humor, which matched mine. “I’ll try to point out the important people, and the ones who have looked favorably upon us in the past. Unfortunately they aren’t always one and the same.”

				The Marriott was a ten-minute walk from the Society, and we arrived in good time. I usually tried to arrive early for events like this, because it was a good opportunity to renew old contacts and make new ones. Besides, I was trying to set a good example for Shelby. When we walked in, people were standing around in clumps in the hallway, waiting for the doors to the luncheon to open. I greeted several by name—and so did Shelby, to my surprise. She hadn’t lived in Philadelphia very long, but she’d certainly gotten to know a lot of people quickly—and influential ones, at that. I spotted Arabella Heffernan, my counterpart at the Let’s Play Children’s Museum in the city, when she bustled in. She saw me and made a beeline over, and then we exchanged brief hugs.

				“Hello, Nell! It’s so nice to see you again.”

				“You, too, Arabella. How’s the new exhibit doing?”

				She twinkled—hard to believe, but Arabella could do that. “It’s marvelous. The children love it, and our revenues are up. We’re looking forward to the school vacation week.”

				“Sounds great. You remember Shelby, don’t you?”

				“Of course I do! Shelby, it’s so good to see you. Are you settling in?”

				“I am indeed, Arabella. Nell was kind enough to bring me along today so I can get to know people.”

				“I brought you along so you could take some of the load off of me!” I said in protest. “And for that, you have to know the players.”

				The doors to the main dining room opened, and the crowd surged toward them like water down a drain. You’d think that they hadn’t eaten in days. Was a free meal really that exciting? In these tough times, maybe it was. We were separated from Arabella, and I guided Shelby toward a table of local CEOs I recognized, as well as other museum colleagues. “Hi, Arthur—do you have room for two more here?”

				Arthur Mason, a man some twenty years older than me, stood up courteously and all but bowed. “Of course we do, for two such delightful companions. You’re looking fine, Nell. And I don’t believe I’ve made the acquaintance of this lovely lady?”

				“Shelby, this is Arthur Mason. He’s the CEO of the Waterfront Museum. Arthur, please meet Shelby Carver, who’s replaced me as director of development.”

				Shelby turned on the charm. “We may not have met, but my ex-husband was positively addicted to your model ship collections. I swear he was in there at least once a week.”

				“I’m delighted to hear that. Please, sit down.”

				We sat and were joined at the last minute by a young woman, about thirty years old, whom I didn’t recognize. She seemed a bit breathless. “Can you fit in one more here?”

				In fact there were several seats open, but I sympathized with anyone walking into an event like this and not knowing who was who. “Of course,” I said warmly. “I’m Nell Pratt, and this is Shelby Carver. We’re from the Pennsylvania Antiquarian Society. And you are—?”

				The woman sat and flashed an uncertain smile. “I’m Jennifer Phillips. I work at the Fireman’s Museum. My boss is here somewhere, but we came separately.”

				“Haven’t I read that you’re currently undergoing renovations? Are you in fundraising?” I asked.

				“That and just about everything else,” Jennifer said. “We’ve got a very small staff. And, yes, we’re finishing up a renovation project right now, but we haven’t started to reinstall the exhibits yet.”

				“Have you had much luck finding funding for the work?” I asked with sincere curiosity. “This is a difficult time to go looking for outside support.”

				“We’ve done all right,” Jennifer answered.

				“I do hope you reopen soon. I’ve taken my grandchildren to your museum,” Arthur said. “They loved it.” Conversation with Arthur carried us through the appetizer course. When there was a lull, I leaned toward Shelby and pointed out several more members of the local institutional hierarchy, and with the next course came the requisite speeches from assorted coalition members, which in turn led to the keynote from a doddering local philanthropist whose name adorned several buildings in the city. Since he had a tendency to mumble, many members of the audience unconsciously leaned toward the podium where he stood speaking. I hoped they were only straining to hear, but I briefly entertained the suspicion that they were eagerly anticipating his demise: it was rumored that he had left some handsome bequests to several museums in his will, although nobody knew exactly which ones.

				I was enjoying my more than adequate chicken dish when Jennifer jumped and fished under the table for her bag. It took me a moment to realize that the bag, or more precisely, the cell phone in her bag, was buzzing discreetly. She pulled it out and answered, politely turning away from the table, but it was hard to miss the intensity of her response. “What? Oh my God. Yes, he’s here. We’ll be right there.” She turned back to the table. “Sorry, I’ve got a crisis. Nice to meet you all.” She stood up, gathered her things, and headed for the nearest exit door, all the while scanning the crowd. She stopped at the door, her eyes fixed on someone halfway across the room, who had just pulled a cell phone from his pocket and answered it. Clearly he didn’t like what he was hearing. He hung up quickly, then looked around until he spotted Jennifer near the door. She waved him over. He stood and made his excuses to the people at his table, then wove his way around several tables before stopping to lean close to Jennifer. He said a sentence or two, and she nodded before they both turned and went through the door at a brisk clip.

				Who was he? Fortyish, slender, and nicely dressed but rather washed out in coloring, he looked vaguely familiar, but he wasn’t anyone I knew personally. Most likely Jennifer’s boss, whose name escaped me at the moment. They’d both seemed extraordinarily upset, and I wondered what kind of museum crisis could inspire that strong a response. But it wasn’t really my business, so I turned my attention back to the droning speaker and tried to keep my eyelids up until the coffee was served.

				After dessert and the accompanying platitudes, Shelby and I found our way out to the sidewalk. The fresh air felt good after being cooped up in the ballroom for a couple of hours.

				“A little stuffy in there, wasn’t it?” Shelby asked as we waited for the light to change so we could cross Market Street.

				“The air or the speeches?” I smiled at her. “You’d better get used to it. A lot of these people made their money the old-fashioned way: they inherited it.”

				“Not so much of that these days, is there?”

				I sighed. “Sad to say, no. Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, as the saying goes. You’d better sharpen up your grant-writing tools.”

				“I’m ready and willing. But you’ve got to tell me what we should focus on first.”

				“I know, I know.” Our needs were many and the resources few. It was hard to set priorities when what we needed to do was everything. “You’ve seen the shopping list, and now you’ve heard what the funders are looking for. See if you can match them up, and I’ll run the options by the board at our next meeting and see if they have any connections with the funders.”

				Shoptalk took us back to the Society. We went up to the administrative floor and parted ways, to our respective offices. When I settled myself at my desk, I realized that it was indeed time to set Shelby to hunting for funds. She’d been at the Society long enough to get to know us, and outside money was drying up fast, thanks to the current financial markets. I pulled out a pad and started making a list.

			

		

	
		
			
				Berkley Prime Crime titles by Sheila Connolly

				Orchard Mysteries

				ONE BAD APPLE

				ROTTEN TO THE CORE

				RED DELICIOUS DEATH

				A KILLER CROP

				BITTER HARVEST

				Museum Mysteries

				FUNDRAISING THE DEAD

				LET’S PLAY DEAD

				FIRE ENGINE DEAD

				eSpecials

				DEAD LETTERS

			

		

	OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
- :
zgeF - " e
E‘,. = <0 —_) 2

DEAD TIEL

ifiiirs

LETTERS:

. A MUSEUM: MYSTERY
SHORT S{]i“iQRY HBS=q)
BE B

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

ppppppppppppp

eSpeC|aI





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
DEAD LETTERS

Sheila Connolly

BERKLEY PRIME CRIME, NEW YORK





