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For my readers, as we start a new adventure together!

















Author’s Note



 

Because I simply don’t have enough to do, what
with writing the Aunt Bessie series and the Markham Sisters series, welcome to
the first book in my new series!  I
wanted to write a cozy mystery set on the Isle of Man, but from a different perspective.  This new series gives me the chance to
do that.


Unlike the other books I publish as Diana
Xarissa, this one uses American English. 
(With apologies to my readers in the UK!)  


It is set in the Isle of Man,
truly one of the world’s most unique and beautiful places.  I urge everyone to visit if you ever get
the opportunity.


For fans of my other series, you might find
an odd character that sneaks in from one of my other titles, but for the most
part, this series will be about totally new characters so that I don’t have to
worry about spoilers across the series. 
(The victim in this book does appear in the Bessie books; I’ve been wanting to kill him off for a long time now!)


This is a work of fiction.  All of the characters are a product of
the author’s imagination.  Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.  Similarly, the names of the restaurants
and shops and other businesses on the island are fictional.  I’ve also taken considerable liberties
with locations within the story, adding fictional shops and restaurants where
they are convenient to the story rather than where any shops actually exist.  The historical sites and other landmarks
on the island are all real; however, all of the events that take place within them
in this story are fictional. 


I hope you enjoy this first story in this
new series.  As ever, I’d love to
hear from you.  My contact details
are in the back of the book.
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Chapter One


If they could put a man on the moon, why
couldn’t someone find a way to make plastic shopping bags comfortable to carry,
Fenella Woods thought to herself as she walked through the alley behind her
apartment building.  She’d bought
far too much, really, and now the six bags, three in each hand, were cutting
off the circulation to her fingers. 



It didn’t help that it was raining, a cold
and steady rain that made Fenella sorry she’d ever left her warm
apartment.  That there wasn’t a
single thing to eat in that apartment was what had driven her out into the rain
in the first place.  A gust of wind
blew her shoulder-length hair into her eyes and made her mutter under her
breath.  


Why would anyone be lying on the ground
outside in the rain, she wondered to herself when she saw the man lying just a few steps away from the building’s back
door.  He looked vaguely familiar,
which surprised Fenella.  She’d only
been on the island for twenty-four hours. 
The man, who was lying on his stomach anyway, couldn’t possibly be
anyone she knew.


“Hello?” she said cautiously, not wanting to
startle the man, who must have suddenly taken ill. He hadn’t been there when
she’d left an hour or so ago.  She
was sure she would have noticed. 
“Hello?  Are you okay?”


The man didn’t respond.  Fenella sighed and switched all of her
bags to one hand.  The hand
protested, sending shooting pains through Fenella’s arm.  Flexing her fingers repeatedly on her
now empty hand to try to restore circulation, Fenella bent down over the man
and tapped him on the shoulder.


“Hello?”  When she saw the knife in the man’s
chest, Fenella wondered for a moment if she were on some sort of hidden camera
show.  She looked around the alley,
hoping to spot a camera and some B-list celebrity hiding behind one of the
dumpsters.  When she didn’t spot
anything other than a few seagulls, she pulled out her new mobile phone.


She punched in 911 and held the phone to her
ear.  She heard nothing but
silence.  The woman in the shop had
assured her, only forty minutes earlier, that the phone was ready to use.  Deciding she must have done something
wrong, Fenella began to dial again.


“The emergency number in the United Kingdom
is 999, not 911,” a voice in her head told her.  Fenella frowned when she recognized the
voice.  At least some of the endless
lectures and hectoring she’d received from the man she’d left behind were proving
useful, she told herself as she tapped in 999.


“Isle of Man Emergency Services, what is
your emergency?” a female voice asked.


“Oh, yes, well, I’ve found, that is, there’s
a man here and I think he might be dead,” Fenella said. 


“Can you give me a location, please?  I can dispatch an ambulance.”


“I’m behind the Promenade View Apartments
building in Douglas,” Fenella replied. 
“In the alley that runs behind the building.”


“And the man you’re calling about is in the
alley?” the woman asked.


“Yes, he’s just lying on the ground here.”


“I’ll send an ambulance,” the woman
said.  “If you could just wait with
the man, please.”


“Oh, I think you’ll want to send the
police,” Fenella replied.  “I think
the man has been stabbed.”


“Do you?” the woman sounded shocked.  “Well, I’m sure the paramedics can call
for the police if they think they need to. 
Please just wait with the man until they arrive.  Have you tried talking to him or shaking
him to wake him up?”


“Yes, I’ve tried both,” Fenella said.  “When I tapped him on the shoulder,
that’s when I saw the knife, you see.”


“Okay, is there anyone else there with you?”


“No, I’m alone in the alley,” Fenella
replied.  As soon as the words left
her lips, she felt terrified. 
Someone had stabbed this man and left him in the alley.  Goodness only knew where the killer had
gone next.


“I’m going to send the nearest
constable.  He should be with you in
a minute or two.  In the meantime,
keep talking to me.”


“I don’t want to talk to you.  I want to take my shopping up to my apartment
and put my ice cream in the freezer. 
I have six bags of shopping that are spoiling while I’m standing
here.  Yeah, maybe I bought too much
stuff, but I was hungry and there isn’t a single thing to eat in my apartment,
nothing.”


“I am sorry about that.  I’m sure someone will be with you
soon.  Do you recognize the man in
the alley?”


“He looks very familiar, actually, although
he’s lying on his stomach, so I can’t see his face.  Maybe it’s his clothes that look
familiar.  I can’t possibly know
him, though.  I’ve only been on the
island since yesterday afternoon.  I
don’t know anyone.”


A head suddenly appeared around the side of
the building.  Fenella jumped and
shrieked.  “There’s someone else
here,” she said in a loud whisper.


“Hello,” the man called.  “I’m from Manx Ambulances.  We received a call about an injured
man.”


Fenella nodded.  “He’s here,” she said, staring hard at
the man, as if that would help her figure out if the new arrival really was who he claimed to be.  A moment later a second man joined the
first and the pair walked the short distance to where Fenella was standing.  They were both dressed like paramedics,
at least, which made Fenella feel a little bit better.


“You can tell the operator that we’re here
now,” one of the men said.  “And you
can hang up.”


Fenella felt curiously reluctant to
disconnect from the voice on the other end of the phone.  In a strange place and under incredibly
odd circumstances, the woman on the other end of the phone felt like the only
friend Fenella had.


“That’s the paramedics, then?” the voice
asked.


“Yes,” Fenella agreed.  “Thank you.”


She disconnected the call and dropped the
phone back into her pocket.  As she
took a step backwards, she switched all of her shopping to her now free
hand.  Feeling as if the other hand
might never recover, she took another step backwards.  The two paramedics were bent over the
man, speaking quietly with one another.


“I’ll just go and get my shopping put away,”
she said in a voice that sounded weirdly strained to her.  “Thanks.”


“I think you’d better stay here,” one of the
men said.  “We’ve rung for the
police.”


“I told the woman on the phone that she
should send the police,” Fenella replied. 


“Yes, well, they’ll be coming now for sure,”
the man said.


She nodded and then glanced over at the man
on the ground.  “He’s dead, then?”


“Not officially, not until the coroner gets
here,” she was told.


Fenella shifted three of the bags back into
her other hand.  That way she was
balanced and both hands hurt equally. 



“I see, well, I hate to be demanding, but
I’d really like to get my shopping put away,” she said tentatively.  “I’ve spent a lot of money on far too
much food and it’s all getting ruined out here in the rain,” she said.


“You’ll have to stay to talk to the police,”
the taller of the two men said. 
“Maybe they’ll let you take your shopping inside before they question
you.”


“I can’t possibly tell the police anything,”
Fenella argued.  “I only arrived on
the island yesterday.  I don’t know
a soul.”


“Is that a fact?”  The question came from behind her and
Fenella spun around so quickly that she nearly lost her balance as her shopping
bags spun with her.


“Yes,” she said with more certainty than she
felt.  There was still something
naggingly familiar about the man on the ground.


The man smiled at her and Fenella found
herself smiling back.  He was
probably approaching fifty, with light brown hair and hazel eyes.  He was taller than Fenella’s five feet,
seven inches, by at least another half a foot.  Fenella sucked in her stomach as she
noted that his body looked fit and firm under his dark raincoat.  She was conscious of the ten extra pounds
she was carrying.  To her mind they
were relics of the extravagant fortieth birthday vacation she’d taken eight
years ago.


“I’m Inspector Daniel Robinson,” the man
said.  “Douglas CID.”


“It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella
replied.  She looked down at her
shopping bags and then shrugged. 
“I’d shake hands if I could,” she told him.  “I’m Fenella Woods, anyway.  I moved to the island yesterday and this
was my first trip out of my apartment. 
Now I’ve tons of food to get put away.  I do hope you don’t mind if I take the
shopping upstairs?”


The man frowned.  “As soon as one of the constables gets
here, I’ll have him or her escort you to your flat,” he said.  “They can wait with you until I’m ready
to question you.”


Fenella was going to argue that questioning
her was a complete waste of time, but she bit her tongue.  Instead she watched as the man
approached the body.  As he leaned
over the man, Fenella’s tired brain suddenly made the necessary connection.


“It’s Alan Collins,” she gasped.


Inspector Robinson sat back on his heels and
gave her an appraising look.  “I
thought you didn’t know anyone on the island,” he said mildly.


Fenella found herself blushing as she noted the
suspicious looks on the two paramedics’ faces.  “I don’t,” she said.  “I don’t even know him, but he knocked
on my door this morning and wanted to talk to me about selling my apartment.  I only said a few words to him,
though.”  She shook her head and
then opened her mouth to explain further.


The man held up his hand.  “Save it for later,” he suggested.  “I’m sure I’ll have a great many
questions for you in a few minutes.”


Fenella swallowed a sigh and then took a
hesitant step backwards.  She was
sure she was in the way and she really wanted to get inside.  Before she could figure out how to best
word her request, several more people arrived at once.  


Inspector Robinson greeted them all and had
a quick conversation with them at the entrance to the alley.  Fenella tried to look uninterested as
she waited, looking around the space and trying not to look at the body.  The two paramedics seemed to be amusing
themselves by watching her, and Fenella was determined not to show them how
much it bothered her.  A few minutes
later the inspector walked over to her with a young uniformed officer behind
him.


“Ms. Woods, this is Constable Corlett.  He’s going to go with you to your flat
and will stay with you until I’m done out here.  I’ve been assuming you live in Promenade
View.  Am I correct?”


“Yes, I’m in apartment 603,” she replied.


The man made a note in the small notebook
he’d pulled from his pocket and then nodded at her.  “I’ll be up as soon as I can be,” he
said.  “In the meantime, I’d rather
you didn’t speak to anyone about any of this.”


“I don’t know anyone,” Fenella reminded him.


“Except the dead man,” he said softly.


Fenella didn’t bother to argue.  She’d explain it all when they talked
properly.  For now she was just
interested in getting her shopping put away.


“Let’s go,” the constable said. 


He didn’t sound very happy about his
assignment, but that was the inspector’s problem, not hers.


She made her way to the building’s back door
and switched the shopping back to one hand so she could use the keycard she’d
been given to unlock it.  The only
elevators were at the front of the building, but it didn’t take long to get
there.


As Fenella waited for the elevator to
arrive, she studied the sign above the sets of elevator doors.  It read “Lift,”
and Fenella wondered how long it would take for her start thinking in “English
English” rather than “American English.”


The constable didn’t speak to her as they
rode up to the sixth floor.  Having
nothing else to do, Fenella studied him. 
He was probably only in his early twenties, with dirty-blond hair and
green eyes.  Fenella noticed a thin
gold band on the ring finger of his left hand.  Presumably the young policeman was
married, therefore.  Having never
been married herself, Fenella often wondered what motivated people to make that
large commitment.  It was hardly a
question she could ask a total stranger, though.


At the door to her apartment, Fenella set
half of the shopping bags down and dug out the keycard again.  She waved it in front of her door and
sighed with relief when she heard the lock click open.  Holding the door open with her foot, she
bent back down to get the rest of her shopping and then struggled into her
apartment’s small foyer.  The
policeman didn’t offer to help with the shopping or even hold the door open for
her.


There was enough light coming in from the
large windows that overlooked the promenade that she didn’t have to worry about
finding a light switch.  Instead,
she made her way into the large gourmet kitchen and piled all of her shopping
bags onto the granite countertop.  


“Make yourself
comfortable,” she told the constable. 



He nodded and then perched on the edge of
one of the stools that provided seating at the long peninsula that separated
the kitchen from the living space.


“This is really nice,” he commented as
Fenella dug through the bags, trying to find the things that needed
refrigeration as quickly as possible. 
She frowned at her tub of ice cream.  It felt a little bit soft, but hopefully
it would refreeze successfully.  


“Thank you,” she replied.


“I expect flats in this building are quite
expensive,” the constable added.


“I don’t know,” Fenella told him.  “I inherited it.”


“Oh, how very nice for you,” the man
replied.  He opened his mouth to
speak again, but his mobile buzzed insistently at him. 


As Fenella worked on putting the shopping
away, he frowned at his phone and then typed a reply.  A moment later, he was punching in
numbers.


“Ah, yes, sir, it’s Constable Corlett.  I’m up in the, um, with the witness as
instructed, but I’ve just had a text from Jenny and she thinks the baby might
be coming.  Is there someone that
can take my place up here so I can get to Noble’s?”


Fenella watched the man as he listened to
the reply.  A moment later he
disconnected and then sent another text message.


“Your wife is having a baby?” Fenella asked
when he’d finished.


“Aye, our first.  She isn’t due for another two weeks, but
you never know,” he said.


Fenella smiled.  The young man seemed awfully
flustered.  “Well, congratulations
in advance,” she said.  “It must be
very exciting.”


“Oh, yeah, very,” he replied.  “Jenny’s really pleased.”


“Jenny is your wife?”


“Oh, yeah, sorry,” he said, shaking his
head.  “You weren’t to know that,
were you?”


Fenella smiled.  “You have a lot on your mind right now,”
she said.


“Yeah, and being in the middle of a murder
investigation isn’t going to help,” he said.  


Fenella raised an eyebrow and the young man
blushed.  “Oh, I don’t mean
anything,” he said quickly.  “I
mean, whatever happens, all investigations get the very best work the Isle of
Man Constabulary can produce.”


“I’m sure they do,” Fenella replied.  “Do you mind if I freshen up for a
moment?” she asked, feeling as if she needed to run a brush through her hair at
the very least.


“No, go ahead,” he said, his eyes on his
phone.  “Just don’t ring anyone,
please.”


Fenella shut herself in the master bedroom
and studied her reflection in the mirror. 
She was right, her brown hair, kept in a shoulder-length bob, was a
mess.   She brushed it back
into place and then frowned at her roots. 
Her color was overdue for a touch-up.  It had been on her list of things to do
before she’d moved, but she’d run out of time.  She was annoyed to find that her mascara
had run in the heavy rain.  


“Waterproof indeed,” she muttered as she
wiped the mess from underneath her bluish-green eyes.  She brushed a bit of powder across her
nose and added a slick of fresh lipstick to her lips.  “Better,” she pronounced herself.


Back in the living room, the young constable
was still staring at his phone.


“Everything okay?” she asked.


A knock on her door kept the man from having
to reply.  Fenella opened it and was
surprised to find Inspector Robinson standing there.


“The crime scene team have begun their
work,” he said as a greeting.  “I
was just in the way, anyway.”


Constable Corlett’s phone buzzed again and
he turned bright red as the inspector looked over at him.  “It’s my mum,” he said.  “Jenny rang her and asked her to come to
Noble’s to meet the grandbaby. 
Mum’s too excited to drive, so she wants me to collect her on my way.”


“You’d better get going, then,” the
inspector replied.  “You don’t want
to keep your mum or Jenny waiting.”


The young man nodded and then jumped
up.  “I’ll let you know what’s
happening later,” he said.


“You do that,” the inspector said.


Fenella let the man out and then turned to
the inspector.  “You’ve been out in
the rain for a while.  Would you
like some coffee or something?”


The man smiled.  “I’m guessing from your accent that
you’re American,” he said.  Fenella
nodded.  “Once you’ve been here a
little while, you’ll learn that tea is the universal solution to all problems,”
he told her.


Fenella laughed.  “I wasn’t sure if that wasn’t just a
stereotype,” she said.  “But I don’t
think I have any tea.”  She checked
her cupboards, but it was really just for show.  She’d bought a jar of instant coffee to
keep her going until she could get a coffee maker, but she never drank tea
herself and had never even considered buying any.  She knew the cupboards had been empty
before her trip to the shops.


“Coffee will be fine,” the man assured her.


Fenella boiled water in the kettle, an
excellent invention that she would have quite liked to have
had in her house in the US as well. 



“I’ve never tried this coffee,” she
confessed to her guest.  “I have no
idea how much to add to the water to get it right.”


“Cops drink a lot of coffee,” the man
said.  “We aren’t very fussy about
it.”


She mixed up two cups with what looked like
the right amount of powder and then set them both on the counter.  “Milk or sugar?”


“This is fine,” the man said, taking a
sip.  “It’s much better than what we
have at the station, at least.”


Fenella smiled.  “I’m glad to hear that.”


She took her own sip and shrugged.  It wasn’t very good, but it was hot and
warming and she felt damp all the way through.


“Why don’t we sit somewhere comfortable?”
the man asked.  “I have a great many
questions for you.”


Fenella crossed to the comfortable sitting
area.  There was a long couch with
two overstuffed chairs that were arranged in front of the bank of windows.  “Have a seat,” she suggested.


The man sat at one end of the couch, setting
his coffee down on the small table that sat in front of it.  Fenella took the chair closest to him
and settled in, hugging her hot drink with both hands.


“Let’s start with the basics,” the inspector
suggested.  “Your name and your age
and the full address here.”


“Fenella Margaret Woods,” she replied.  “I’m forty-eight, although I’m not sure
why you need to know that, and you probably know the address here better than I
do.  I know it’s apartment 603, but
I don’t know what street it’s on or what the zip code is, or anything like
that.”


“Postcode,” the man corrected her.


“Yeah, that,” she said with a shrug.  “My aunt’s lawyer picked me up at the
airport and brought me here.  I
wasn’t worried about the address, as I figured I would find the building
again.  It’s too big to miss, even
along the promenade with all the other big buildings.”


“They’ve done a nice job with the remodel of
this one,” the man said.  “So many
of the old hotels have been pulled down, but they took great care here to
remodel within the existing structure. 
Of course, they added an extra two floors, which means your flat wasn’t
part of the original hotel, but they’ve managed to keep the character of the
older building, I think.”


“It sounds like you know a lot about
architecture,” Fenella said.


“It’s sort of a hobby of mine,” the man
replied with a sheepish grin.  “But
we need to get down to business. 
Tell me what you’re doing on the island, please.”


“Do you want the long version or the short
version?” Fenella asked.


The man looked out the window at the heavy
rain that was falling steadily.  “I
think the long version would be best,” he said, settling back on the couch.


Fenella grinned.  “I was living a perfectly ordinary life
in Buffalo, New York, working hard and minding my own business, when I had
received a letter from a law firm on the Isle of Man telling me that I’d
inherited my aunt’s entire estate.”


“What did you do in Buffalo?” 


“I was a professor at a college there.  I taught history to undergraduates.”


“Did you know that your aunt had passed
away?”


“Oh, yes,” Fenella said.  “My oldest brother informed us all when
she died.  That had to have been two
or three months ago, though.”


“And you didn’t know, at that point, that
you’d inherited anything?”


“I suppose I just assumed everything would
go to my oldest brother.  I never
really thought about it.  After my
mother died, he assumed responsibility for keeping in touch with Aunty Mona,
who was my mother’s older sister.”


“Were she and your mother close?” the man
asked.


Fenella shrugged.  “They wrote to each other quite
regularly when my mother was alive, and Aunty Mona came to visit a couple of
times over the years, but they lived too far apart to be truly close.  Their lives were also very different, so
they probably didn’t have all that much in common, really.”


“What was your aunt’s name?”


“Mona Kelly.”


The man grinned.  “I didn’t realize this was Mona Kelly’s
flat,” he said.  “I’ve only been on
the island for a couple of months myself, but I’ve definitely heard of her.”


“Really?  What have you heard?”


“She’s something of a legend on the island,”
the man said.  “She never married
and she lived quite an exciting life, at least by island standards.”  He shook his head.  “I don’t want to tell you anything that
might upset you, but I’ve no doubt other people will be full of Mona Kelly
stories once they find out who you are.”


“Go on, then, tell me what I’m going to find
out eventually,” Fenella said, curious to hear what the man knew about her Aunty
Mona.


“She never married, but she never lacked for
male company,” the man said.  “She
traveled a great deal and used to have extravagant parties in the ballroom of
this hotel.  As I understand it, she
lived in a room here when it was a hotel, but no one knew how she paid for it.”


Fenella grinned.  “Oh, dear,” she said.  “My mother never told me any of this.”


“I’ve heard that when the hotel was
converted into flats, she was given the nicest flat in the building by the
owner,” he added.


“I don’t know that this is the nicest apar,
er, flat in the building,” Fenella said. 
“But it’s really lovely.”


“She’d only just passed away when I moved
across,” the man said.  “Her story
was getting some play in the local papers when I arrived.  That’s why I remember it all.  I think there was some question in the
papers as to who would inherit her estate.”


“I don’t think my brother thought there
would be much estate to inherit,” she replied.  “He was shocked when I received the
letter detailing what had been left to me.”


“I wonder why your aunt didn’t leave
everything to him, or split it between you both,” the inspector said.


“My brother asked the same question,”
Fenella said with a laugh.  “He
didn’t really mind, as he and his wife are quite comfortable and have no
interest in moving back to the island, but he did wonder, nevertheless.”


“So your parents are from the island
originally?” he asked.


“My mother was born and raised here, but my
father is American,” she corrected him. 
“He came over to the island during the Second World War to see the
internment camps.  He was stationed
in England but was being sent to the front.  I don’t know the whole story, but I do
know he was sent to the island for a few weeks before he was deployed to the
front lines.”


“And he met your mother?”


“Yes, at a church dance of all things.  He always claimed it was love at first
sight, and somehow he managed to convince her to marry him before he was sent
to France and then Germany.”


“It all sounds very romantic,” the inspector
said.


“I suppose it was, in a way,” Fenella
agreed.  “But then they spent over
five years apart as first the war finished and then my father was shipped
home.  It took him a long time after
that to sort out the paperwork to come back to the island for his war bride, or
so he always said.”


“And she was still here, waiting for him?”


“My mother always insisted she never even
looked at another man in all those years. 
My father tended to keep his mouth shut when the subject came up.”


Inspector Robinson laughed.  “But they ended up together anyway.”


“They did.  My father finally moved to the island in
nineteen-forty-nine and he and my mother had four boys in the next six years.”


“Wow.”


“Yeah, I know.  When the youngest was around ten, they
decided to move the whole family to the US.  They were working through the paperwork
when my mother discovered she was pregnant with me.”


“No doubt a happy surprise,” the man said
diplomatically.


Fenella laughed.  “My mother never made any secret of the
fact that I was a completely unexpected addition to the family.  They had to put their travel plans on
hold for a few years as a result, and I’m sure it was difficult for all of
them, even if they did gloss over it when I was older.”


“So you moved to America when?”


“When I was not quite two,” she
replied.  “My brothers were
eighteen, sixteen, fourteen and twelve.”


“And your aunt left everything to you and
nothing to them?” he asked.


Fenella shrugged.  “She did and I don’t know why.  I barely remember meeting her, although
as I said, she did visit occasionally. 
I do remember one time when she came and took me shopping.  I must have been around ten or eleven.  We went to a big department store and
Aunty Mona bought me a dozen or more dresses, pretty much everything I said I
liked.  When we got back home my
mother wasn’t any too pleased.  She
thought I was already too spoiled, being the youngest and having much older brothers.”


“And now she’s gone and left you her entire
fortune.”


“Yes, I’m just lucky none of my brothers
really mind.  They have all
threatened to come and stay with me for long visits, but I’ll deal with that
when I have to.”


The inspector smiled.  “I’m afraid we’ve wandered rather far
from what we should be discussing,” he said.  “Just one more question and then we can
get back to the matter at hand. 
What are you planning to do now? 
Are you planning to sell the flat?”


“Oh, no,” Fenella said firmly.  “I’ve moved here for good, well, at
least for now.  I sold my little
house in the Buffalo suburbs, quit my job, and well, let’s just say I cut my
ties.  I’m hoping to stay on the
island for some considerable time.”


“Doing what, if you don’t mind my asking?”


She felt herself blushing as she turned her
head to look out the window.  “I’m
planning to write a book,” she said eventually.


“What sort of book?”


“A fictional autobiography of Anne Boleyn,”
she said.  She held her breath,
waiting for him to laugh.


“You did say you taught history,” he
said.  “I’m sure she’ll be a
fascinating subject to work with.  I
do think you might be better off basing yourself in London rather than here,
but I suppose you have to work with what you have.”


“Exactly,” Fenella said.  “Aunty Mona left me enough money that I
can live comfortably, but not extravagantly.  I least I hope she left me enough for
that.  I suppose time will
tell.  I’ll do as much travelling
back and forth to various libraries and research centers in the UK as I can.  Anyway, I reckon it’s going to take me a
month or more just to get settled in here. 
I haven’t really thought much beyond that.”


“You arrived yesterday?” he asked.


“I did. 
Aunty Mona’s lawyer met me at the airport and took me to his office,
where I signed about a thousand sheets of paper.  Then he brought me here and I went
straight to bed, feeling incredibly jet-lagged.”


“And who was your aunt’s advocate?”


“Advocate, that’s
the word.  I couldn’t remember it,”
Fenella said.  “A lovely man called
Doncan Quayle.”


“He’s one of the best on the island.”


“That’s good to know.”


“What happened today, then?”


“I slept until around seven, and woke up
feeling all out of sorts.  I’m sure
it’s going to take me weeks to get my head around the time change.  Anyway, after I showered and dressed, I
realized that there was nothing to eat in the apart, er flat, so I decided to
go shopping.  Just before I went
out, someone knocked on my door.”


“What time was that?”


“Oh, goodness, I don’t really know,” Fenella said. 
She tried to think.  “It was
after eight, because getting dressed took a long time.  I hadn’t unpacked anything before I went
to bed last night.  But it wasn’t
nine yet, because I checked my watch as I left the building a while later and
it was just a bit after nine.”


“Okay, so who was at the door?”


“A man who introduced himself as Alan
Collins,” Fenella replied.


“Can you describe the man to me, please?”


“I’ll try.”  She shut her eyes and tried to remember
the man standing in her doorway. 
Her brain kept insisting on showing her the man lying in the alley
instead.  Finally she took a deep
breath and did her best.  “I’d say
he was maybe fifty or near that.  He
was bald and he had tiny little eyes that made me nervous for some reason.  His clothes didn’t seem to fit properly,
and when he introduced himself, he wouldn’t shake my hand.”  She shrugged.  “I don’t think that’s helped,” she said
apologetically.


“On the contrary, I think it’s quite a good
description,” the inspector replied. 
“And what did he want?”


“He wanted to give me his card.  He seemed to think that I was going to
be selling the flat and he wanted me to have his agency handle the sale.”


“So he gave you his card, and then what
happened?”


“I told him I wasn’t interested in selling
the apartment, and, well, really, I sort of shut the door in his face.”


Inspector Robinson smiled.  “No doubt he deserved it,” he told her.


“I feel bad now, seeing as how he’s dead,”
Fenella confessed.  “But I didn’t
like him.  There was something
creepy about the man.”


The inspector nodded and made a few more
notes in the notebook he’d been writing steadily in since he’d sat down.  “And then you went out shopping?”


“I waited about ten minutes, or maybe a bit
longer,” she said.  “I didn’t want
to risk running into Mr. Collins in the corridor.  Then I went shopping, got myself a
mobile phone and then spent a fortune on a bunch of food I’m not sure I
recognize before I walked back here.”


“You didn’t drive?”


“I’m not sure I want to try,” Fenella
admitted.  “Aunty Mona left me a
car, but I’ve never driven a stick shift before, and the thought of driving on
the wrong side of the road and shifting with the my left hand terrifies me.”


He nodded and made another note.  “So what happened on the walk back?”


“I was cutting through the alley behind the
building when I spotted someone lying outside in the rain.  I called 999 and you know the rest.”


The inspector made another note and then
frowned as his mobile buzzed.  He
glanced at the screen.  “I have to
take this,” he told Fenella.


She carried the empty coffee mugs back into
the kitchen as the man spoke to someone. 
When he hung up, she turned around with a smile on her face.  It faltered when she saw the expression
on his.


“What’s wrong?” she asked.


“Nothing,” he said.  “But I think we have a few more things
to discuss.”


“Like what?”


“Like why the dead man had one of your
business cards and a full sales listing for this flat in his pocket,” Inspector
Robinson shot back.

















 

Chapter Two


Fenella stared at the man for a minute, her
mind racing.  “What?” she finally
asked, feeling confused.


“The man in the alley had a business card in
his pocket.  Here, I can show it to
you,” he said.  


He held out his phone, showing Fenella the
picture he’d just been texted.  She
stared for a moment at the card she knew so well.  A sudden wave of homesickness washed
over her as she looked at the familiar seal of the university where she’d not
only worked for many years but also earned her own degrees.  


“It says ‘F. Margaret Woods.’  I’m assuming that’s you,” the man said.


Fenella nodded.  “I always went by Margaret in the US,”
she said.  “Only my family calls me
Fenella.  It’s such an unusual name
that I got tired of spelling it and helping people with the pronunciation.”


“That shouldn’t be a problem here,” he
commented.


“No, that’s one of the reasons why I went
back to using it,” she said.  The
other reason was all tied up in her desire to have a totally new start, but she
didn’t want to talk about that with the inspector, especially not now, when he
seemed to be almost accusing her of lying.


“Did you give the man your card when he was
here earlier?” 


“Of course not,” Fenella found herself
snapping.  She took a deep
breath.  “I barely spoke to
him.  Besides, there was no point in
giving him a card when it’s no longer accurate.  I don’t have that job anymore.”


“You don’t mind if I ring the university and
check on that, then?”


Fenella flushed.  “I’d rather you’d simply believe me,” she
said, struggling to keep her voice steady. 
“But by all means, call them if you want to.  You can ask for Dean Treckel.  She’s head of the history
department.  I’m sure she’ll have
quite a lot to say about my sudden decision to leave.”


He nodded and made yet another note.  Fenella was seized with a sudden impulse
to grab the notebook out of his hand and see exactly what he’d been writing about
her.  Instead, she walked back to
her chair and sat down, staring out the window at the sea.  The wind had picked up even further and
the tide had come in.  Waves were
now crashing against the promenade, sending walls of water crashing onto the
wide path.   A man on a bike
was weaving his way along the promenade, swerving in and out as the waves
splashed around him.  Fenella
wondered about his mental health, but he seemed to be enjoying himself, from
what she could see.


Inspector Robinson was back on his phone,
leaving Fenella with her thoughts for a few moments.  When he sat back down on the couch, she
forced herself to smile at him.


“Have a look at this,” he suggested.  He held out the phone.


“Can you enlarge it?” she asked.  She’d been wearing glasses since she was
a child and she knew she now needed reading glasses or bifocals, but she hadn’t
given in yet.


He did as she asked and then handed her the
phone.  She let herself frown now as
she looked at the photo.


“This is a sales listing for my flat,” she
said in an angry voice.  “He even
has photographs.  If he wasn’t dead,
I’d, well, I’d sue, I guess.”


“You didn’t let him take the photographs?”
the inspector asked.


“Of course not,” she said, still angry.  “I just told you, I’m not interested in
selling.  Anyway, if I had let him
take photos today, he couldn’t possibly have made up the flyer that quickly,
could he?  He must have taken the
pictures some time ago.”


“Maybe your aunt was thinking of selling,”
the man suggested.


“I suppose that could be possible,” she
said.  “But you’d think Mr. Collins
would have mentioned that when he introduced himself, then, wouldn’t you?”


“Perhaps,” the inspector replied.


“I can promise you that the man never set
foot in this apartment today,” Fenella said.  She stopped when she realized she was
shouting.  “Whatever happened
between him and my aunt has nothing to do with me,” she added in a quieter
voice.


“Did your aunt have any of your business
cards?”


Fenella sat back and thought for a
moment.  “Can I see the card again?”
she asked eventually.


The man swiped through his phone and then
handed it to her.  She studied the
card for a minute and then shook her head. 
“About six weeks ago the university switched their phone lines for a whole
new system,” she said.  “It was a
huge mess, but whatever.  The number
on that card was my new number, under the new system.  My aunt had already passed away when the
new system was installed, and I just got my new business cards about a month
before I heard about the inheritance.”


“So where did Alan Collins get one from?”
the inspector demanded.


Fenella got up from her chair and began to
pace around the room.  Aware that
the inspector was watching her closely, she detoured to the kitchen and
switched the kettle back on.  “Need
more coffee,” she muttered, as much to herself as to her guest.


“Yes, please,” the man
replied.


She hadn’t actually been offering, but at
least it gave her something to do while she thought.  After she poured the coffee and handed
the man his cup, she sat back down and forced herself to settle back in her
seat.  She wasn’t going to let this
man unsettle her any further.


“When Mr. Quayle first contacted me about my
aunt’s will, he asked me to provide several different things to him, like
copies of my birth certificate.  I
know I tucked a few of my business cards into the large envelope that I sent
him.  Maybe he passed one along to
Mr. Collins.  As I said, I haven’t
been giving them out while I’ve been here, as they’re no longer accurate.”


“Interesting,” the inspector said.  “Anything else you’d like to share with
me before I go?”


Fenella shook her head.  “I wish you good luck with your
investigation,” she said.  “I didn’t
like the man, but it’s still quite sad that someone disliked him enough to kill
him.”


The man nodded.  “I may be back with more questions,” he
told her.  “If you don’t mind, I’d
like your mobile number.”


“Of course,” Fenella said.  She had to go and get her handbag and
dig out the paperwork from the mobile phone store in order to find it, but she
wasn’t about to apologize.  She’d
only had the phone for a few hours; she couldn’t possibly be expected to
remember the number already.


After showing the man out, she sank back
into the same chair and stared out at the sea.  The waves were still crashing against
the promenade but the man on the bike had gone.  Feeling as if it had already been a very
long day, she looked at the clock. 
Not even noon. 


“Maybe I can have an early lunch,” she said
softly to herself as she got up and turned toward the kitchen.


“Well, you’ve managed to get yourself into a
right mess, haven’t you?”


The voice came from behind her, and Fenella
spun around, terrified.  The woman
sitting on the couch, right where the inspector had been,
appeared to be in her late teens. 
She was wearing a long dress and her hair was pulled up into a twist on
the top of her head.  Fenella stared
at her for a moment.  She looked
oddly familiar.


“I never would have left you my fortune if
I’d known you were going to find yourself in the middle of a murder
investigation less than twenty-four hours after you’d arrived,” the woman told
her snappishly.


“Your fortune?” Fenella echoed.  “Aunty Mona?”


“Who else could I be?” 


“But you look so young,” Fenella said,
feeling unbelievably confused.


“Honestly, what fun would it be coming back
as the ghost of a ninety-one-year-old woman?  I do think I may have gone a bit too
far, though.  Nineteen sounded good at
the time, but I think late twenties or even thirty might have been a better
choice.  I must remember to remedy
that.”


“You’re a ghost?”


“Well, as I’m quite dead, I must be, mustn’t
I?” the woman countered.


Fenella sat back down in her chair.  She couldn’t stop herself from reaching
out and trying to touch the other woman. 
Her hand passed right through the woman’s arm and hit the couch.


“Really!  I do think that’s a bit rude,” the woman
said.  


“I’m sorry,” Fenella told her.  She leaned her head against the back of
the chair and shut her eyes tightly. 
You’re just jet-lagged and in shock from finding a dead person this
morning, she told herself.  When you
open your eyes, you’ll be alone and everything will be fine.  She cautiously opened one eye and then
sighed.  Aunty Mona’s ghost was
still sitting on the couch, looking at her with a disappointed look on her
face.


“I don’t understand,” Fenella said
eventually.


“Clearly,” the woman replied.  “And yet it’s fairly simple,
really.  When I died, I decided I
wasn’t ready to simply go on to whatever comes next.  I thought it might be nice to stay
around here for a little while, see what my favorite niece was like now as I
hadn’t seen her in what, thirty years?”


“You can do that?  I mean decide not to, well, go on?”


Aunty Mona yawned.  “You have several options,” she
said.  “And when you go you’ll get
to make your own choice.”


“And you’ve decided to haunt my apartment.”


“It was my flat first.  I lived nearly all of my life in this
building, well, aside from when I was traveling, which was a lot of the time.  Anyway, this flat was my last home and
I’m quite sentimental about it.”


“It’s awfully modern,” Fenella pointed
out.  “I thought ghosts usually
haunted old buildings.”


The other woman rolled her eyes.  “Stereotypes,” she snapped.  “First of all, I’m not haunting, I’m
visiting, and second of all, I can visit wherever I like.”


“Excellent,” Fenella snapped back.  “Then you can get out of my apartment.”


Aunty Mona narrowed her eyes.  “Keep talking like that and I’ll make
sure my advocate finds my other will.  The one where I leave everything to your
brothers.”


Fenella glared back at her.  “You didn’t have another will,” she said
firmly.  She was just guessing, but
it seemed she was right.


“I might,” the woman said, turning her head
away.


“I don’t mean to be unwelcoming,” Fenella
said, trying to think.  “But I’m not
really comfortable with the idea of living with a ghost.  You must understand that.”


“I’ve been living here, quite comfortably,
since I died.  I’m not sure I’m
happy with the idea of living with you.”


“Aunty Mona,” Fenella began again.  “I suppose I can understand your
reluctance to, um, move on, but really, surely heaven is better than hanging
out in your old apartment watching me change everything?”


“What do you want to change?” the other
woman demanded.


Fenella looked around the room.  In truth, she loved the place exactly as
it was.  It seemed that she and her
Aunty Mona had very similar styles in interior design and it took Fenella a
while to find anything she didn’t like.


“That lamp,” she said eventually.  “I don’t like that lamp at all.”


Aunty Mona laughed.  “Your mother bought that lamp for me in
nineteen-seventy-three when she came to visit me on the island.  I’ve never liked it, but I never told
your mother that.”


“Mom came to visit you?  I don’t remember that,” Fenella replied.


“You were only five or six.  Your mother was having a hard time
settling in the US, and she came back here and stayed with me for a month.  If I remember correctly, you and at
least some of your brothers were shipped off to your father’s family for the
month.”


Fenella searched her memory.  “I remember going and staying with my
father’s parents for a month the same year I started school,” she said
eventually.  “Jacob and James came
with me, but John and Joseph were both already living on their own by
then.  I didn’t realize that mom
came over here, though.  I always
thought she just stayed at home with my father.”


“Well, she did come over here,” Aunty Mona
told her.  “And she very nearly
didn’t go back to the US.  She really
didn’t like it there.”


Fenella frowned.  “That doesn’t sound like my mother at
all,” she muttered.


“Anyway, you’re right of course.  It is your flat now.  You may get rid of the lamp if you want
to.”


Fenella got up and walked over to the lamp
in question.  It wasn’t at all her
taste, but it did look like something her mother would have liked.  She sighed.  “Aunty Mona, I’m just, well, this is
just strange,” she said.


The other woman nodded.  “For a start, maybe you should just call
me Mona?” she suggested.  “Aunty
Mona makes me feel old, especially coming from a middle-aged woman.”


Fenella bristled slightly at being called
middle-aged, even though she knew it was accurate.  “Okay, then, Mona,” she said, “tell me
more about this being a ghost thing. 
Are you always going to be hanging around, or will you come and go?  Do you need to sleep?  I assume you don’t need to eat.”


Mona shook her head.  “So many questions,” she said.  “And we’ve really only just met.  Didn’t your mother teach you not to interrogate
new acquaintances?”


“You’re family,” Fenella replied.  “And you’ve just dropped into my living
room without warning.  I think I
have the right to ask a few questions.” 
She took a deep breath, aware that she was very close to shouting.  


“I don’t want to argue with you, my dear,”
Mona said.  “Anyway, you’re clearly
still upset from your little chat with Inspector Robinson.  I should leave you alone to let your
mind rest for a bit.  I’ll just
point out that the inspector is quite a handsome man.  If I weren’t so dead, I think I’d be
trying to find an excuse to see him again.”


“I’m not sure that I should be taking dating
advice from ghosts,” Fenella said dryly. 
“And what’s this I hear about you having a racy past?  How could you afford this ap, er flat,
anyway?”


“My dear girl, ladies don’t talk about such
things,” Mona chided her.  “I’ll see
you later.”


Fenella watched, open-mouthed, as the woman
seemed to just fade away to nothing. 
She rubbed her eyes and then blinked them several times.  The ghost, or whatever it had been, was
gone.


Crossing to the couch, Fenella patted the
cushion where Mona had been.  After
a moment, she sat down tentatively, wondering about ectoplasm or spirit energy
or whatever else her dead aunt might have left on the couch.  Feeling like an idiot, she patted the
cushions next to her while telling herself there couldn’t possibly be anything
there.  Her heart seemed to skip a
beat when her hand touched something hard stuck between the cushions.


She jumped up and peered at the object.  “There are no such things as ghosts,”
she said aloud as she reached between the cushions and pulled out the small
black notebook.  As soon as she
turned it over in her hands, she knew exactly what it was.  It was the notebook that Inspector
Robinson had been taking notes in during their talk.  


“You mustn’t look inside,” she told herself
sternly.  She put the small book on
the kitchen counter.  It really was
time for some lunch now.  Fixing
herself a sandwich on autopilot, she gave herself a short lecture.


“You’ve quite a bad case of jet lag and
shock.  It’s only natural that you’d
fall asleep sitting in your chair. 
And it’s also perfectly understandable that you’d have incredibly odd
dreams while asleep.  Imagine
dreaming that your aunt came back as a ghost to haunt this apart, um,
flat.”  Fenella forced herself to
chuckle.  “You’ll be much better
tomorrow, once you’ve had a chance to catch up on some more sleep and get used
to being in a strange place. 
Turning your whole life upside down was a big step.  No wonder your brain is playing tricks
on you.”


Having almost, but not quite, talked herself
into believing that she’d dreamt the whole conversation with her aunt, Fenella
ate her sandwich and turned her mind toward what to do with the notebook on her
counter.  Maybe the inspector had
his contact information in the front of the book, a little voice
suggested.  Fenella decided that she
couldn’t argue with the little voice, so she carefully opened the
notebook.  She was hugely
disappointed to find that there was nothing written in it, at least not on the
first page.  Feeling reckless now,
she flipped through the entire book. 
Every page was blank.


Had the inspector just been pretending to
write in the book while he’d questioned her or was this simply a spare book
that had fallen out of his pocket? 
With no way to know for sure, Fenella put the book back on the counter
with a sigh.  She couldn’t possibly
call 999 for something as simple as a blank notebook, but she did want to let
the inspector know she’d found it.  


“The internet is your friend,” a mocking
voice told her.  She frowned at the
man who wasn’t there but could still annoy her.  Then she used her new phone to search
for the non-emergency number for the Douglas Police Station.  


“Ah, yes, hello,” she found herself
stammering when the call was answered. 
“My name is Fenella Woods.  I
spoke with Inspector Robinson this morning about the, um, dead body I found.”


“Yes?” the voice on the other end said
encouragingly.


“Yes, well, the thing is, after the inspector
left, I found a notebook between my couch cushions.  I think perhaps it fell out of his
pocket.  It looks very much like the
one he was using to take notes in while he was here.”


“Ah, Inspector Robinson loses those blessed
things everywhere,” the woman on the other end of the line told her.  “I hope he owns stock in the company
that produces them because he does seem to go through an awful lot of them.”


“That’s a bit worrying,” Fenella said.  “I answered an awful lot of questions
for him.  I’d hate to think he’s
just going to lose the notebook and we’ll have to do it all again.”


“Oh, no worries,” the woman assured
her.  “He never loses them once he
starts using them.  He only loses
the spares he carries around with him. 
This one doesn’t have any writing in it, does it?”


“I didn’t check,” Fenella lied, feeling herself blushing bright red.


“Well, go ahead and take a peek,” the woman
told her. 


Fenella flipped through the book again.  “No, you’re right,” she said after a
minute.  “It’s blank inside.”


“Aye, well, I’ll tell the inspector, but I
doubt he’ll be bothered.  If he
hasn’t collected it in a few days, you may as well just use it yourself.  As I said, he loses them all the time,
but he seems to have an endless supply.”


“I see. 
Well, thank you anyway, then,” Fenella said.  Leaving the notebook on the counter, she
walked over to the window and looked out. 
It was still raining, which made her reluctant to go out anywhere.  She was eager to find the Douglas Public
Library and also the Manx Museum. 
There probably wasn’t anything in either that would help with her
research, but at least she could feel like she was trying.  


As the rain seemed to pick up in intensity,
she decided that reading a book was probably about as ambitious as she wanted
to be.  While she did briefly
consider reading something about Henry and his wives, in the end she settled on
one of her old favorites, a classic murder mystery.  She made herself comfortable on the
couch and settled in.  A few pages
into the novel, the phone began to ring.


I haven’t even given anyone this number,
Fenella thought to herself as she crossed to the phone on the table by the
door.  It was bound to be a wrong
number or an insurance salesman.  I
probably do need some insurance, come to think of it, she thought as she picked
up the receiver.


“Hello?”


“Ah, Margaret, you are home,” a familiar
voice said.  “I wanted to wait until
well into the afternoon to call you, in case you were still feeling jet-lagged.”


“I’m fine,” she replied coolly.  She hadn’t even considered Jack Dawson
as a potential caller, but now she thought she’d rather it had been a wrong
number.  Even an insurance salesman
would have been preferable.


“Good, good,” Jack replied.  “And how are you settling into your new
home?”


“It’s lovely,” she told him.  “The apartment is huge and much nicer
than I imagined it would be.  It’s
very modern with a fabulous kitchen and all of the latest amenities.”


“Now, now, don’t you mean the flat is huge?”
the man asked.  “You really must
make an effort to learn your new language, don’t you think?”


“The name of the building is Promenade View
Apartments,” she snapped at him.  “I
don’t think there’s anything wrong with my calling it an apartment.”


“Hmm, I wonder why they called the building
that.  How odd,” Jack said.  “So you’re happy with the flat.  I hope the lawyer was helpful?”


“My aunt’s advocate was incredibly helpful,”
she replied, deliberately using the Manx term that she was fairly sure Jack
hadn’t heard before.


“Excellent,” Jack said brightly.  “So what have you done so far?  Have you just been catching up on your
rest or have you explored the entire island?”


“While the island might be small by American
standards, it’s far too large to see everything in a single day,” she told
him.  “Anyway, so far today, I’ve bought
myself a mobile phone, found a murdered man and been interviewed by the
police.”


She smiled to herself as she heard Jack
gasp.  After a moment he spoke
again.  “You’ve been reading one of
your mystery novels again, haven’t you? 
You shouldn’t phrase things like that.  You had me quite worried for a moment.”


“I haven’t had time to read anything,” she
countered.  “The CID inspector only
just left.”


“Okay, stop teasing and tell me what you’ve
really been doing,” Jack said, sounding angry.


Fenella sighed.  If she’d had any doubts about ending her
relationship with the man, and she really didn’t, this conversation was a good
reminder of exactly why she’d been happy to leave him behind.


“What did you want, anyway?” she demanded.


“I was just calling to see how you are,” he
replied.  “I miss you, really.  It seems strange not having you around.”


“What can’t you find?” she asked.


He chuckled, but it sounded forced.  “I really do miss you,” he
insisted.  “And the fact that you
know me so well only reminds me of why. 
Where did you put the black belt that goes with my dark grey suit?”


Fenella shook her head.  “I didn’t put it anywhere,” she said
with as much patience as she could muster. 
“Did you check the belt rack in the closet?”


“I was sure I left them on the pants, you
see,” he told her.  “But they aren’t
there.”


“The pants had to go to the dry cleaners
because you spilled soup on them, remember?  I’m sure you hung the belt on the rack
in the closet.”


“Ah, I do remember the soup,” he
replied.  “It was something creamy
and it left a terrible stain.  Did
they go to the cleaners, then, the pants?”


Fenella swallowed a sigh.  It was her own
fault for getting involved with the man in the first place.  He was the epitome of the absent-minded
professor, bumbling around and misplacing everything.  Some people thought that academics were
like that because their brains were always focused on a higher plane, but
Fenella was certain in Jack’s case that he was simply not focused at all.


“Go and check the closet,” she said firmly.


She held the phone away from her ear as Jack
banged the receiver on his end down on the desk.  When she closed her eyes, she could
picture the man wandering down the short corridor to the master bedroom at the
back of his house.  She could only
hope that by the time he got there, he’d still remember why he’d gone.  And then she had to hope that he’d
remember she was still on the phone.


“It was there,” he said excitedly a few
minutes later.  “How perfectly
wonderful of you to remember.”


“Yes, that’s me, perfectly wonderful,” she
muttered.


“You are, you know,” he replied
quickly.  “And I miss you terribly.”


“I’m sorry,” she told him.  “But I’m not coming back.”


“I don’t understand,” he said.  “We were so happy together.”


“You were happy,” she corrected him
gently.  “I was cook, maid and
personal assistant all rolled into one. 
That wasn’t what I wanted to do with the rest of my life.”


“I’ll change,” he replied.  “I’ll hire all of those people if you
come back.”


“It’s too late,” Fenella
said.  “I’ve started a new life
here.  Even if I wanted to, it would
be too hard to go back.  I sold my
house and my car and quit my job. 
My life is here now.”


“But what am I supposed to do without you?”
Jack demanded.


Fenella sighed.  “We’ve had this conversation a dozen
times,” she reminded him.  “This is
good for you.  You can find someone
new, too.”


“Yes, I suppose you’re right,” he said after
a moment.  “I shall try to be
sensible about things.  You mustn’t
try to put me off by making up wild stories, though.”


“I wouldn’t dream of it,” she replied.


“I’ll call you again soon,” he said, hanging
up before he had time to hear Fenella’s “please don’t.” 


With a sigh, she sat back down on the couch
and looked out at the sea.  This was
the first day of her exciting new life, and things weren’t going at all like
she’d planned.  She was startled
when she heard a knock on her door.


She looked through the small peephole on the
door, but couldn’t see anything through its distorted lens.  Maybe she really did need some kind of special
glasses.  Pushing the thought from
her mind, she pulled her door open.


“Inspector Robinson?” she said in surprise.

















 

Chapter Three


“Ah, good afternoon,” the inspector greeted
her.  “I understand I left one of my
notebooks here this morning?”


Fenella flushed.  “Oh, yes, of course,” she said.  She stepped backwards to let the man
into the room.  When she’d seen him
at the door, she’d immediately felt as if she were guilty of something, which
was a crazy reaction.  As she
crossed the room to the counter where she’d left the notebook, Mona’s words
began to echo in her head.


“Here you are,” she said, holding the book
out to him.  


As he took the few steps he needed to take
it from her, Fenella found herself blushing as she noted the accuracy of Mona’s
assessment.  The man was very good-looking
indeed.  As he took the book from
her hand, his fingers brushed hers. 
She let go of the notebook instantly, pulling her hand away.  As soon as she’d done it, she realized
how rude it must have looked.


“Sorry, I mean, I, that is…” she trailed off
and looked at the man.  “I’m still
very jet-lagged,” she said slowly, carefully articulating each word.  


He smiled.  “Perhaps it might be best if I come and
talk to you again, then, when you’ve had a chance to catch up on your rest.”


“Yes, probably,” she agreed.


“How about tomorrow morning?” he asked.  “I can stop here on my way to the
station, if you think you’ll be in a fit state to talk to me around nine?”


“That’s fine,” Fenella agreed.  “I’ll see you then.”


“Excellent,” the man said.  He turned and walked to the door with
Fenella following a few steps behind. 
“Thank you for ringing in to let me know about this,” he added, waving
the notebook.  “I’m trying harder to
keep track of them, as the Chief Constable has been questioning my expenses.”


Fenella wasn’t sure if he was joking or not,
so she smiled but didn’t laugh.  The
man was out the door before she reached it, and as she shut it behind him, she
shook her head.


“You’re behaving like a teenager with a
crush,” she scolded herself.


“Ah, but then he went and made an excuse to
come and see you tomorrow,” a voice said from across the room.


Fenella sighed.  “I thought you were just a bad dream,”
she told Mona.


“What shocking manners,” Mona replied.  “I should have a long conversation with
your mother.”


“Can you?” Fenella asked.  “I’d love to see her, actually.  Can she come and visit?”


Mona shook her head.  “She’s moved on quite happily.  She and your father both have.  I always was the black sheep of the family.”


“I thought you had things to do,” Fenella
reminded her unwelcome guest.


“I did them,” Mona replied.  “And then I thought I would just peek in
on you, and I found that gorgeous inspector here again.  He’s worth spending a bit of time with
any day.”


Fenella sat down and looked at her
book.  She would have loved to go
back to reading it, but no doubt her aunt would think that was rude.  “So, who killed Alan Collins?” she asked
the woman idly.


“How should I know?” Mona demanded.  


“I thought maybe you saw it happen,” Fenella
replied.  “Or maybe Mr. Collins’s
ghost is wandering around out there complaining about being murdered.  You haven’t crossed paths with him,
then?”


Mona sighed and sat down in the chair next
to Fenella.  “It would take days or
even weeks to explain everything about the spirit world to you,” she said.  “And I’ve no interest in bothering with
all of that.  In answer to your
question, I didn’t see the murder take place and I’ve no idea where Mr. Collins
has gone now that he’s passed.”


“Even if you did know, I don’t suppose I could
tell the inspector anything.  I
can’t imagine how he’d react if I told him I knew who the murderer was because
my dead aunt had told me.”


“Yes, well, never mind that,” Mona
said.  “I’m not the least bit
interested in who killed the man.  I
found him quite impossible to like.”


“You knew him?”


“I’d met him,” Mona corrected her.  “He had a relationship of some sort with
Suzy Monroe, who works in the management office in this building.  She brought him around once, trying to
persuade people to think about selling their flats and listing them with Mr.
Collins.”


“But you weren’t interested in selling,”
Fenella guessed.


“Of course not, why would I want to sell my
home?” Mona asked.  “I told him he
was wasting his time and that I wouldn’t be leaving here until I was stone-cold
dead.”


Fenella shivered and then chuckled.  “And here you are, dead and still in
residence,” she said dryly.


Mona laughed.  “Yes, well, I hope you won’t mind
terribly.  I can’t imagine leaving,
you see.”


Fenella bit her tongue as a dozen replies
occurred to her.  Reminding herself
that she really was still jet-lagged, she simply shook her head.  “But if you didn’t agree to sell, how
could he have had a sales listing for the flat?” she asked after a moment.


“He had a listing for my flat?” Mona
demanded.


“That’s what Inspector Robinson said.”


“I must have missed that part,” Mona told
her.  “But I do know that he and
Suzy were up here a few weeks ago taking pictures.  I thought at the time that you’d simply
decided to sell the flat.  I was
quite angry at you, really.”


“Selling never crossed my mind,” Fenella
said, mostly truthfully.  “As soon
as I heard that I’d inherited a place to live and enough money to support
myself, I realized I could totally change my life.  It was too good an opportunity to pass
up.”


“Yes, well, having heard your conversation
with the man that rang earlier, if that’s what you left behind, I think you
were right to come over here.”


Fenella flushed.  “Jack isn’t that bad,” she said,
defending him almost instinctively. 
“We were together for a great many years and for most of them he made me
happy.”


“It didn’t sound like that earlier,” Mona
said.  “Don’t confuse happy with reasonably
content and unwilling to make difficult changes,” she said.  


Fenella shrugged.  “It doesn’t really matter.  He’s out of my life now.  I’ve burnt all my bridges in favor of a
new life in a new country.”


“And stumbled into a murder investigation
within twenty-four hours.  I do hope
this isn’t going to be a habit with you.”


“I’m forty-eight and this is my first ever
murder investigation,” Fenella told her. 
“I’m confident that it will also be my last.”


“Unless you get involved with the very
handsome Inspector Robinson,” Mona mused. 
“Although you’re quite young, really, at least relatively.  There are a number of other men you
might like as well.”


“I’m more interested in why Alan Collins was
taking pictures of my apartment than I am in meeting men,” Fenella said
stoutly.


“Clearly he was hoping that you were going
to be interested in selling and he was trying to get a head start on the
listing,” Mona said.  “That seems
like something he would do.  He was
quite unlikeable.”


“Suzy Monroe didn’t agree, presumably,”
Fenella said.


“She’s unlikeable as well, so they were well
suited.”


“I don’t think I’ve met her.”


“Maybe she killed the man,” Mona
suggested.  “You should go and ask
her about it.”


“I should what?”


Mona shrugged.  “You haven’t anything better to do,” she
said.  “Maybe you should help the
inspector with his investigation.”


“You want me to go around trying to find the
person who stuck a knife into Alan Collins?” Fenella asked incredulously.  “I’d rather not end up dead myself, no
matter how much fun you make death look.”


Mona smiled.  “Oh, I’d much rather still be alive,
certainly.  But dead isn’t so bad,
if you play your cards right.  But
that’s a conversation for another day. 
For today, let’s see if we can work out who killed that odious man.”


“Seriously?” Fenella asked.  “I was going to read a book and relax.”


Mona glanced at the book on the small table
between them.  “And it’s a murder
mystery,” Mona said.  “From my
collection, no doubt.”


“You do have a very impressive collection,”
Fenella said.


“And now we’re mixed up in a real murder
investigation,” Mona said excitedly. 
“We can put our detective skills to use.”


Fenella just stared at her.  “I suppose, being as you’re already
dead, you don’t really have to worry about getting killed or getting arrested,”
she said after a moment.  “But as
both of those are things I’d rather avoid, I’m going to stay as far away from
the murder investigation as I can.”


“We could at least talk about the murder,”
Mona said.  “I could tell you
everything I know about the victim and his friends, for instance.”


“Sure, and then when I accidently let
something slip in front of the inspector, I can just tell him a ghost told
me.  What is the psychiatric
hospital on the island like, then?”


A knock on the door interrupted the
conversation just as it was heating up. 
Fenella got to her feet and glared at Mona.  “I hope, whoever it is, they sit on
you,” she said crossly before she walked to the door.


“Hello,” she said curiously when she’d
opened the door.


“Good afternoon,” the man replied.  He smiled at her.  “I suppose there is a slight resemblance
between you and your aunt, but I’m not certain I could have picked you out in a
crowd as being her niece.”


“No? 
Well, I mean, I’m told I look more like my father’s side of the family,
so perhaps that’s why,” Fenella said, wondering who the man was and why he was
there.


“But where are my manners?” he asked.  “I’m Peter Cannell.  I live in the flat next door.”  He gestured to his left.  “I was going to come over and introduce
myself last night, but I was afraid you might be too worn out from your travels
to welcome company.”


“I was indeed,” Fenella replied.  


“Yes, well, I just wanted to welcome you to
the island.  Your aunt was a dear
friend.  If you need anything,
please let me know.”


“Thank you, that’s very kind of you,”
Fenella said.


He smiled again, a lovely and warm smile that
made his blue eyes twinkle.  “I’m
sure I’ll see you around,” he added, before he turned and made his way back to
his own apartment that truly was right next door to Fenella’s.  


“There you go,” Mona
said when Fenella returned to her seat after locking up behind the man.  “Another man with some potential.  He’s very handsome, with that salt and
pepper hair and those incredible eyes, but he’s hopeless when it comes to
women.”


“In what way?” 


“He had a perfectly lovely wife and he
traded her in for a much younger woman. 
She was only interested in his money, of course, and once she’d spent
nearly everything, she took off with another man.”


“Oh, dear.”


“Yes, well, he deserved it, really, after
the way he treated his first wife. 
He’ll tell you the same thing if you ever talk to him for long.  He did try to get his wife back, but
she’d already moved on.  When he
asks you out, take it slowly.  I’m
fairly certain he’s learned his lesson, but you never know.”


“I hardly think he’s going to ask me out,”
Fenalla replied.


“Why not?  You’re quite attractive and you’re about
the right age.  He’ll ask you out
before the end of the month, mark my words.”


“Yes, well, I’m not sure I want to start
dating again at my age.”


Mona laughed.  “At your age?  You’re only in your forties, my
dear.  Dating is one of life’s
greatest joys.  There’s nothing
better than spending some time with a member of the opposite sex, flirting and
laughing together while enjoying delicious food and maybe a glass or two of
wine.”


“I haven’t had many dates like that,”
Fenella told her aunt.  “Although
Jack and I were together for so many years, maybe I just don’t remember what
dating was like.”


“Well, now that you and Jack aren’t together
any longer, it’s time for you to start seeing other men,” Mona said
firmly.  “And you have two wonderful
prospects already.  I would be happy
seeing more of either Peter or the lovely Inspector Robinson, or both.”


Fenella laughed.  “I’ll see what I can do,” she said.  Whatever her aunt said, she didn’t think
for one minute that either man would be interested in a romantic relationship
with her, but there was no point in arguing.  No doubt time would tell and Mona would
be disappointed.


“Anyway, I am glad you decided to move
here,” Mona told her.  “I wasn’t
sure you would, but I did think you were the most likely out of all of my
sister’s children.”


“Is that why you left me everything?”


“It’s one of the reasons.  Another is that you’re the only
girl.  I wasn’t sure I wanted a man
moving into my flat.  I’ve never
lived with a man.”


 “I have.  It’s overrated,” Fenella drawled.  “That’s why I always kept my own little
house when Jack and I were together.”


Mona laughed.  “And you want to write a book about Anne
Boleyn?  Is that what I heard you say?”


“Yes,” Fenella nodded.  “I’ve always been fascinated by her
story.  I want to try writing it as
an autobiography so I can really get inside her head, at least how I imagine it
to be.”


“I hope I’ve left you enough money to
support yourself for a very long time,” Mona said.


Fenella frowned at the implied
criticism.  “I don’t expect it to be
a bestseller,” she said.  “But I
think it will be an interesting exercise in historical fiction.”


Mona nodded, but didn’t reply. 


“I don’t suppose you can find a way to talk
to her?” Fenella said after a minute.


“Talk to who?” Mona asked.


“Anne Boleyn.”


Mona laughed.  “You really don’t understand how this
ghost thing works,” she said.  “I
wouldn’t have the slightest idea where to find the woman, and even if I could
find her, why on earth would she want to speak to me?  Even if she did, I doubt we could
understand each other.  I believe
she only spoke French and Latin, and my French doesn’t stretch much beyond a
few polite phrases.”


“I hadn’t thought of that,” Fenella frowned.  “So can you talk to any other ghosts?”


“I don’t know,” Mona told her.  “I haven’t bumped into any yet to
ask.  I wasn’t certain I would be
able to talk to you, but clearly I can.”


“Yes, and I can see you.  Am I the only one who can see you?”


“I don’t know that either.  I’ll stop in tomorrow morning around
nine, shall I, when the lovely inspector is here.  We’ll see what he says when I make my
appearance.”


“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” Fenella
said.  “We don’t want to scare the
poor man.”


“I promise I won’t shout ‘boo’ at him,
okay?  But it would be good to know
if everyone can see me or if it’s just you.”


“Yes, I suppose it would.  What happened when Alan Collins and Suzy
whatever her name is were here?”


“Do try to pay attention, dear.  It’s Suzy Monroe.  Anyway, while they were here, I hid and
just watched them.  I don’t think
they could see me, but I’m not sure, as I was trying not to be seen.”


Another knock on the door stopped Fenella
from continuing with her questions. 



“Peter? 
It was Peter, wasn’t it?” Fenella asked her neighbor who was back on her
doorstep.


“Yes, Peter Cannell,” he replied.  “I was just starting to put a meal
together and I suddenly had a thought. 
You probably haven’t been here long enough to do much in the way of
shopping.  Can I take you out for a
nice dinner somewhere?”


“Tonight?”


“Yes, say in thirty minutes or so?  I know it’s short notice, but as you’ve
only just arrived, I thought it was worth asking.  If you’re busy or you’d simply rather
not, that’s fine; just let me down gently, please.”


Fenella smiled at the man, who really was
quite attractive.  “I’d love to have
dinner with you,” she said, feeling almost as eager to get out of her apartment
as anything else.


“Excellent, I’ll be back in thirty minutes
to collect you.  No need to change,
you look lovely just the way you are. 
I wasn’t planning on going anywhere terribly posh or anything.”


Fenella nodded and then shut the door.  She turned around and then jumped a foot
in the air as she nearly ran into Mona, who was standing right behind her.


“He couldn’t see me,” Mona said sadly.


“That’s just as well,” Fenella replied.  “You might have given the poor man a
heart attack, just walking up behind me like that.”


“Do I look alive?” Mona asked.


Fenella looked at her for a moment as she
tried to work out her reply.  “Not
exactly,” she said eventually.  “You
look, I don’t know, slightly out of focus or a little bit less than solid or
something.  It’s hard to explain,
but you don’t look quite right.”


“Am I monochromatic?”


Fenella laughed.  “No, you’re in full color, although the
colors seem a bit muted, which may be part of what makes you look
different.  It’s really hard to
explain.”


“So I gather,” Mona said dryly.


“Have you tried looking in a mirror?” 


“I have, but I can’t see myself.”


“Really?” Fenella asked.


“I’ll show you in the bedroom.  You need to get ready for your date,
anyway.”


The pair walked into the spacious master
bedroom.  Fenella stopped in front
of the full-length mirror that was mounted on one wall.  Mona walked up behind her.  


“I can see you in the mirror,” Fenella told
her.


“How odd,” Mona said.  “I can see me now too, but I couldn’t
before.”


“That is odd,” Fenella said.  “Not as odd as you even being here, but
still strange.”


Mona nodded and then studied herself in the
mirror.  “I definitely need to
change my appearance,” she said after a moment.  “I look far too young and this dress
isn’t terribly flattering.”


Fenella wasn’t really listening.  She was busy sorting through the large
wardrobe where she’d hung the clothes she’d brought with her.  She hadn’t brought much besides jeans,
T-shirts and sweaters.  As she
wasn’t planning to look for paid employment, she hadn’t bothered to bring much
more than one or two plain suits.


“You can’t go out with Peter looking like
that,” Mona said now as she crossed over and sat on the bed.  “You need to put on a dress and do
something with your hair and makeup. 
You look as though you were caught in the rain.”


“I was caught in the rain,” Fenella
snapped.  “Sorry,” she added
quickly.  “I’m just snappish because
I can’t find anything to wear.  I
didn’t think about dating when I was packing my bags.”


Mona sighed.  “We have so much to talk about,” she
said.  “But for now, why don’t you
try the other wardrobe?”


Fenella glanced at the wardrobe on the
opposite wall.  When she’d started
to unpack, she’d discovered that it was jammed full of her aunt’s clothes.  


“I’m not sure that we’re the same size,”
Fenella said hesitantly, glancing at her slender aunt.  And I’m sure I don’t have the same taste
in clothes as a ninety-one-year-old woman, either, she added to herself.


“I wasn’t this thin in later life,” Mona
told her.  “And I have several
classic outfits that should suit you.”


Fenella was surprised to find that her aunt
was right.  She quickly found
several dresses that were probably many years old but were such classic styles
that they would still be stylish. 
If Fenella was honest, they were much more stylish than anything she’d
ever owned.


She felt odd about changing clothes in front
of someone else, even a ghost, so she took her favorite of the dresses into the
en-suite bathroom to try on.  It was
a little bit tighter than Fenella would have preferred, but it fit and it
looked great on her.  She turned and
looked at herself from every angle. 



“You don’t mind me borrowing this?” she
asked Mona as she walked back into the bedroom.


Mona looked at her and smiled sadly.  “I’ve no use for it,” she said.  “And it definitely suits you.  That’s one of the dresses that Timothy
made for me.”


“Timothy?”


“He was the local tailor in the fifties and
sixties,” Mona explained.  “Mostly
he did alterations, but he was a brilliant designer and he made gorgeous
clothes when you could talk him into it.”


“Well, I love this dress,” Fenella
admitted.  “I suspect you’ll get
tired of seeing me in it.”


“There are quite a few more dresses by
Timothy in the wardrobe,” Mona assured her.  “You won’t have to wear the same dress
on your next date with Peter.”


“What makes you think there will be a ‘next
date’?” 


“Ghostly intuition,” Mona said.


Fenella wasn’t sure if her aunt was teasing
or not, but she didn’t ask. 
Instead, she focused on fixing her hair and makeup and then transferred
what she’d need from her sensible handbag into a much smaller little black bag
that was also in Mona’s wardrobe.


“Have a lovely dinner,” Mona said. 


“Thanks,” Fenella muttered, suddenly
painfully aware that this was her first “first date” in ten or more years.  When the knock on the door came, her
stomach lurched and she suddenly remembered how much she’d always hated dating.


“You look stunning,” Peter said,
smiling.  He hadn’t changed, but
he’d been wearing a business suit both times he’d come to her door.   As she locked up her apartment
behind her, Fenella got a whiff of expensive cologne.  It was woodsy and spicy and she loved
it.  Perhaps the evening wasn’t
going to be a complete disaster.


“As the rain has stopped, at least for the
time being, I thought we might just walk a few doors down to one of my favorite
places,” he said as they walked to the elevators.


“That sounds good,” Fenella agreed easily.  Some fresh air sounded wonderful after
the rather strange day she’d had.


When they reached the sidewalk in front of
the building, Peter offered his arm. 
Fenella took it and murmured “thanks” as he turned and led her down the
road.  


“I should have asked before we got this
far,” he said as he stopped in front of one of the large hotels along the
promenade.  “Do you like Indian
food?”


Fenella smiled.  “I like just about every kind of food,”
she told him.


“Let’s go in, then,” he suggested.


The restaurant was right inside the front
door of the hotel, and Fenella was glad she’d changed as she looked around the
room.  It was much fancier than
she’d been expecting from Peter’s invitation.  Peter was clearly a regular and the pair
was rapidly escorted to a small table in a quiet corner of the nearly empty
dining room.


“It’s not very busy, but it is a Tuesday
night,” Peter remarked as the waiter handed them menus.


“Is it?” Fenella asked.  She shook her head and then
laughed.  “Sorry, I haven’t really
been paying attention to what day it is lately.  Of course it’s Tuesday.”


Peter suggested a bottle of wine and Fenella
couldn’t think of any reason to object. 


“So what would you recommend?” she asked as
she studied the menu, squinting slightly in the dimly lit room.


“Everything is very good,” Peter said. 


Fenella sighed, as that wasn’t a very
helpful answer, but then Peter followed up with several suggestions, including
advice on the level of spiciness of each dish, that helped immensely.  By the time the waiter had completed the
necessary ritual with the wine, Fenella had decided what to order.


“So, tell me all about you,” Peter invited
once the waiter had taken their order.


“I’m really rather dull,” Fenella
replied.  “Why don’t you tell me
about yourself, instead?”


“Let’s take turns,” Peter suggested.  “I was born on the island in
nineteen-sixty-four and I’ve lived here ever since, aside from five years at
uni.  Your turn.”


“I was born on the island a few years after
you were,” Fenella replied.  “My
family moved to the US when I was two and I lived there until yesterday.”


“I didn’t realize you were born here,” Peter
exclaimed.  


The wine flowed and the food was every bit
as delicious as Peter had promised. 
By the end of dinner, Peter knew most of Fenella’s life story and she’d
heard all about his successful business and less successful personal life.  


“We should have pudding,” Peter suggested as
the waiter cleared away their plates.


“Pudding?” Fenella echoed.  “The British use the word pudding to
mean dessert of any kind,” Jack’s voice droned in her head. 


“Even though it’s an Indian restaurant, they
have typical British puddings,” Peter told her.  “The sticky toffee pudding is especially
good.”


Intrigued, Fenella agreed to try it.  As they waited for their sweets to be
delivered, Peter gave her a curious look.


“I’ve been waiting for you to bring it up,
but you haven’t,” he said.  “I
understand you found a body today?”


Fenella looked down at the table and then at
her wine glass.  There wasn’t much
left in it, but she swallowed it down. 
Once she’d put her glass back on the table, Peter took her hand.


“I’m sorry,” he said softly.  “That was inconsiderate of me.  Clearly, you didn’t bring it up because
you don’t want to talk about it. 
Just forget I even mentioned it, please.”


“It’s fine,” Fenella said.  “I’d just put it out of my mind, you
see.  But if you’ve heard about the
body, you probably know as much as I do.”


“I heard that it was Alan Collins,” Peter
said, making the statement sound like a question.


“It was,” Fenella replied.  “Or at least it was the same man who’d
introduced himself to me as Alan Collins this morning.”


“Where did you meet him?” Peter asked.


“He came to my door, wanting to persuade me
to let him list my apartment with him,” Fenella explained.


The arrival of their puddings meant that
Peter released her hand, something that left Fenella feeling both relieved and
disappointed.  A few bites of the
sticky toffee pudding made her feel much better.


“This is gorgeous,” she said after her third
bite.


“I’m so glad you like it,” Peter said,
beaming.  “But I didn’t know you
were interested in selling your flat.”


“I’m not,” Fenella assured him.  “Mr. Collins was just being optimistic,
I guess.”


“And opportunistic,” Peter said.  He sighed.  “As sorry as I am to hear about his
death, I can’t say that I liked the man.”


“”Did you have business dealings with him?”
Fenella asked.


“Occasionally,” Peter answered.  “And they never went well,” he added.


“Was he very successful?” Fenella wondered.


“He did okay,” Peter replied.  “When he first came to the island, he
was mixed up with a few unsavory characters, but he managed to avoid any
criminal charges himself.  He’s been
teetering on the edge of strictly legal ever since.”


“He sounds lovely,” Fenella said
sarcastically.


“What always surprised me most about him was
his success with women,” Peter told her. 
“He wasn’t attractive or particularly intelligent, but he nearly always
had a beautiful woman on his arm. 
I’m surprised he didn’t ask you out, actually, or maybe he did?”


Fenella shook her head.  “I certainly didn’t notice anything
attractive about him,” she said firmly. 
“If he had asked me out, I would have said no.”


“Most women did, the first time he asked,”
Peter told her.  “And then, over
time, he seemed to worm his way into their affections.”  He sighed deeply.  “In the interest of full disclosure, I
should tell you that my ex-wife was one of his short-term conquests.”


“Your first wife or your second?” Fenella asked, feeling surprised.


Peter laughed.  “My first wife wouldn’t have given him
the time of day,” he said.  “She’s
rather, well, anyway, it was my second wife that I was talking about.”


“I am sorry,” Fenella said, wondering if
Alan Collins was the man Peter’s second wife had left him for.  There was no polite way to ask, but
Fenella was trying to find an almost polite way when Peter solved the problem
for her.


“We were already apart, anyway,” he
said.  “Shannon left me for, well, a
business rival who had just sealed a very large deal.  He took Shannon on a cruise around the
world with the profits from the deal, but they’d only been gone about a month
when something went wrong and he had to come home.  He and Shannon didn’t last long after
that.”


“I don’t even know what to say to that,”
Fenella confessed awkwardly.


Peter laughed.  “Yeah, well, it was what it was, I suppose.  Anyway, once she got back and I made it
clear that I wasn’t interested in rekindling our relationship, she began to
date just about anyone and everyone. 
Alan Collins was just one of the many men whose company she’s enjoyed in
the last year or so.”


Fenella shook her head.  “I can’t imagine,” she said.  “He was short and badly dressed and
odd.  What did women see in him?” 


“I asked Shannon that once,” he told
her.  “She said that he was just so grateful
when she agreed to go out with him that she kept saying yes so she wouldn’t
hurt his feelings.”


The waiter came back with the bill before
Fenella could work out a suitable reply to that.  Once Peter had paid, waving away any
suggestion from Fenella that she should contribute,
they got to their feet.


“It’s a nice night for a walk on the beach,”
Peter suggested as they left the restaurant.


It was cool, but dry, and there was barely
any wind.  Fenella was quick to
agree.  They strolled across the
road and down the promenade to the nearest stairs to the beach.  The tide was out, and to Fenella there
seemed to be miles of sand stretching out in front of them.  She slipped off her shoes as they sank
into the sand and then frowned at her tights.  There was no way to remove them now, but
she wished she could.


They walked for a short distance and then
Peter sighed.  “I’m not wearing the
right shoes for this,” he said.


Fenella looked down at his expensive black
dress shoes.  “You could take them
off,” she suggested.


“Or we could go home and change into more
comfortable clothes and then have our walk,” Peter said.


“Or we could just call it a night,” Fenella
replied.  “I’m more tired than I
realized, anyway, and that half a bottle of wine is making me even more sleepy.”


“Are you sure?” Peter asked.  “I’m really enjoying your company.”


“I’m having a lovely time,” Fenella
answered.  “But I’m not quite acclimated
to the time change yet.  I think I
need some sleep.”


Peter didn’t argue any further.  They walked back to their building and
rode the elevator in companionable silence.  At her door Peter stopped.


“Thank you for a lovely evening,” he said.


“Thank you,” Fenella replied.  She held her breath as she waited to see
if he was going to kiss her or not. 
After a moment, she decided she was too old to still be letting the men
in her life make all of the decisions. 
She leaned forward and gave him a very gentle kiss on the lips.  Before he could do or say anything, she
let herself into her apartment and shut the door.  Leaning against it, she heard Peter say
“good night” before she heard his footsteps as he walked away.


After washing what seemed like half a pound
of sand off her feet, Fenella crawled into bed.  She’d had a very odd day, with a murder,
a ghost and a first date, and she was afraid she might struggle to shut her
mind down and sleep.  As it
happened, she was asleep the second her head hit the pillow.

















 

Chapter Four


Something was banging somewhere and it was
very annoying, Fenella thought.  She
should make Jack go and sort it out. 
Unless it was Jack.  That would be typical.  She reached over to the opposite side of
the bed, feeling for Jack.  He
wasn’t there.  She opened one eye
and then sat up, suddenly aware that she was not in the king-sized bed in her US home.  This
was the Isle of Man and there was someone at her door.


Throwing on her bathrobe and sliding her
feet into her favorite slippers, she headed for the apartment door.  Even with her glasses on, she couldn’t
see anything through the peephole. 
She pulled the door open.


Inspector Robinson’s smile faltered as he
looked at her.  “We did say nine,
didn’t we?” he said after an embarrassing pause.


Fenella winced.  “I forgot to set an alarm,” she
explained.  “I guess I was more
tired than I realized.”


The man nodded.  Fenella knew it was her turn to say
something, but her brain simply wouldn’t cooperate.  After what felt like several minutes, a
thought popped into her head.


“I haven’t had any coffee yet,” she
explained to the man.  “I’m sure
I’ll be able to think once I’ve done that.”


“Perhaps I should let you go and get some
coffee made, then,” the inspector replied. 
“Why don’t I come back later, maybe after work tonight?  Say six o’clock?”


Fenella nodded.  “I promise to be more awake,” she told
him, hoping she wasn’t going to regret her words.


“I’ll bring a pizza,” he suggested.


“That sounds wonderful,” Fenella
replied.  “I can manage drinks.  Do you want wine or beer or just soft
drinks?”


“I don’t really drink much alcohol,” the man
replied.  “Especially when I’m in
the middle of an investigation.”


“Soft drinks it is,” Fenella said, feeling
relieved.  She’d had quite enough
wine last night to keep her going for some considerable time, she thought.


“I’ll see you at six, then,” the man
said.  He turned and walked down the
corridor, leaving Fenella to shut the door behind him.  She leaned against it once it was closed
and shut her eyes.  When she opened
them again, Mona was standing in front of her looking disappointed.


“What?” Fenella demanded.


“Go look in the mirror,” Mona suggested.


Fenella frowned and walked into the
bedroom.  “Eeek!” she shouted when
she saw her reflection.  Her hair
was a tangled mess and she obviously hadn’t done a very good job of washing her
face the night before.  There were
smudges of eye makeup under both eyes. 
Her glasses weren’t at all flattering.  She hadn’t bought a new pair in a great
many years, as she always wore contact lenses whenever she went out.  Now she stared at the huge black frames
and sighed deeply.  If the gorgeous
inspector had been thinking he might ask her out, no doubt she’d just taken
that idea right out of his head.


But he is coming back later with pizza, she
thought.  What is that about?


“What is that about?” she asked Mona, who
was sitting on her bed.


“Pardon?” Mona replied.


“Why is he coming back later with pizza?”
Fenella demanded.  “And why did he
want to see me anyway?”


Mona shrugged.  “You’ll just have to wait until tonight
to find out, won’t you?  Now tell me
about dinner with Peter.  Did you
have a nice time?”


“It was lovely,” Fenella replied.  “But why didn’t you wake me?  You knew I had an appointment with the
inspector at nine.”


“I simply assumed that, by your age, you’d
managed to learn how to set an alarm clock,” Mona told her.  “Next time I’ll know better.”


“I forgot,” Fenella said, blushing.  “But now that I’m up, I suppose I should
grab a shower and get my day started.”


Mona shrugged and then got up and left the
room.  Fenella got ready as quickly
as she could, feeling as if she needed to hurry for absolutely no reason at
all.  Mona was sitting on the couch,
watching the sea, when Fenella joined her.


“Good morning,” she told her aunt.  “I suppose, now it’s morning and I’m
pretty sure I’m wide-awake, I can’t keep telling myself that you’re simply a
dream.”


“You can tell yourself whatever you like,”
Mona said.  “But whatever you tell
yourself won’t change the truth.”


Fenella went into the kitchen and plugged in
the toaster.  She slid a crumpet
into it and then got the butter and orange juice out of the refrigerator.  As she bustled around making herself
breakfast, Mona watched wordlessly.


“Are you going to hang around here all the
time?” Fenella demanded after several minutes.  “Because you’re making me sort of
nervous.”


“I’m sorry,” Mona said, not sounding at all
like she meant it.  “I could leave,
but now I’m quite worried about you, really.”


“Worried about me?  Why?”


“Have you forgotten that there’s a murderer
lurking around the place somewhere?” Mona asked.


“I can’t see why that would make you worry
about me,” Fenella replied.  “It
isn’t like anyone has any motive for murdering me.  I just got here.”


“I was thinking about that,” Mona told
her.  “You found the body.  What if you got there just as the
murderer was leaving and he or she is worried that you saw something you
shouldn’t have?”


Fenella stared at the woman for a moment and
then shook her head.  “Thanks, Aunty
Mona,” she said sarcastically.  “Now
I won’t sleep until the murderer is behind bars.”


“It is worrying, but I think I have the perfect
solution,” Mona told her.  “We can
find the murderer ourselves.  Then
you can relax.”


“I’m not hunting down a murderer,” Fenella
said firmly.


“We can at least talk about the suspects,”
Mona replied.  “I’m hoping Inspector
Robinson will tell you who they all are.”


“I suppose Peter is one of them,” Fenella
said.


“Peter Cannell?  Why would he be a suspect?” Mona asked.


“He said last night that he didn’t like the
man,” Fenella told her.  “They’d had
some business dealings that didn’t go well, and his second ex-wife dated Alan
Collins for a while, as well.”


Mona shook her head.  “That Shannon Kneale was nothing but
trouble from the time Peter laid eyes on her.  Anyway, Peter wouldn’t harm a fly.  He’s a lovely man.  Business deals go wrong all the
time.  Half the population of the
island would be dead tomorrow if people started killing one another over failed
business deals.”


“So who did have a motive for killing the
man?” Fenella asked.


Mona shrugged.  “You didn’t want to talk about it,
remember?” she said.


“I never said that,” Fenella snapped.  “I just said I wasn’t going to
investigate.  Feel free to talk all
you like.”


“Suzy,” Mona replied.


“The woman who works in the office
here?  Why would she kill Alan
Collins?”


“They probably had a falling out.  The man went through women like you
wouldn’t believe,” Mona told her.  “Peter
used to take me to social events when he was, well, between women, and every
time I saw him, Alan Collins had a different woman on his arm.  I can’t imagine what any of them saw in him,
but he never seemed to lack female company.”


“This is crazy,” Fenella said.  “Let’s leave the job to the
experts.  I’m going to go and get
some fresh air and some exercise.”


“Have fun,” Mona said.  “I think I’ll go and have a chat with
Gandhi.  He’s having a picnic at his
cloud this afternoon.”


“He is? 
Gandhi?” Fenella gasped.


Mona laughed.  “No, of course not,” she said.  “You’re awfully gullible for a woman
your age.”


“Sorry,” Fenella said tightly.  “Only you’re the first ghost I’ve ever
met, you see, so I’m not quite sure what to believe.”


“Go get your fresh air,” Mona told her.  “I think I’ll go and make myself a
little bit older.  Being nineteen
again is exhausting.”


This time Fenella didn’t question the woman;
she just nodded and then watched as Mona faded away.  After checking the weather on her phone,
Fenella grabbed a light jacket and headed for the elevators.  A brisk walk along the promenade was
exactly what she needed, and it was going to rain later.


One of the elevators popped open and a woman
of about sixty stepped out.  “Oh,”
she exclaimed.  “But you must be
Mona’s little niece from America. 
She used to talk about you all the time.”


“I am Mona’s niece,” Fenella confirmed,
ignoring the word little that didn’t seem to apply in any sense.


“I’m Michelle Quirk,” the woman said.  “Everyone calls me Shelly, though.  I live right next door to you.  I thought I heard someone moving around
in your flat yesterday, but I wasn’t sure and I didn’t want to start knocking
and disturbing you, anyway.  I knew
it wouldn’t be long before we bumped into one another.”


“And here we are,” Fenella said, trying not
to stare at other woman’s rather garish outfit.  Shelly’s trousers were bright red and
she’d paired them with a red and white striped sweater.  Like Fenella, Shelly was carrying a few
extra pounds, and the tight-fitting sweater and skin-tight trousers only accentuated
that fact. 


Shelly’s bright red hair was a clearly
artificial shade that clashed loudly with her sweater.  She was wearing a pair of oversized
glasses with bright red frames that matched her sweater, but not her hair. 


“So where are you off to this morning?”
Shelly asked.


“I was just going for a walk,” Fenella told
her.  “I thought I would walk up and
down the promenade for some exercise.”


“What a lovely idea,” Shelly said.  “I’ll join you, if you don’t mind.”


“No, of course not,” Fenella lied
bravely.  


The pair walked into the elevator that
Shelly had just exited and made their way down to the ground floor.  As they crossed through the building’s
lobby, Shelly waved and shouted greetings to everyone she saw.


“I think you must know everyone in Douglas,”
Fenella said when they finally reached the outside of the building.


“Just everyone in our building,” Shelly told
her.  “I’m a people person.  I love getting to know people.”


“How lovely,” Fenella said faintly.


“So tell me all about you,” Shelly suggested
after they’d crossed the road and begun their walk.


“Oh, I’m not very interesting,” Fenella demurred, feeling as if she’d already told too many people
her life story in the past twenty-four hours.


“Oh, I’m sure that isn’t true,” Shelly said
with a laugh.  “But I’ll tell you my
life story, if you’d rather.”


“Oh, yes, please do,” Fenella
replied.


Shelly nodded.  “It’s actually terribly dull,” she
said.  “I was born in Port Erin, in
the south of the island.  I lived
there until I was eighteen and then I moved to Douglas for all of the
excitement of life in a big city.” 
She looked at Fenella and laughed again.  “I know,” she said.  “Douglas is only a big city if you grew
up in Port Erin, but it seemed terribly exciting to me at the time.”


“I’m sure it must have,” Fenella replied.


“Yes, well, I met my future husband when I
was nineteen and we got married a year later.  We were never blessed with children, but
we bumbled along happily enough until about six months ago when he suddenly
dropped dead of a heart attack.”


“My goodness,” Fenella gasped.  “I am sorry.”


Shelly shrugged.  “I was devastated, of course, but life
must go on as well.  I couldn’t bear
to stay in the house that had been ours for so many years, so I sold that and
bought my little flat instead.  Your
aunt was kind enough to befriend me and help me through the worst of my
mourning, and I feel better every day.”


“I’m glad to hear that.  And I’m glad Mona was such a help to
you.”


“Mona saved my life,” the woman
replied.  “She told me that I was
lucky that I was still alive and that I should celebrate that every day.”   Shelly glanced down at
herself.  “She even persuaded me to
buy a bunch of new clothes in bright colors.  They make me feel happy, just wearing
them.”


“Good for you,” Fenella said.


They’d reached the far end of the promenade,
so now they turned around and headed back toward central Douglas.


“Go on, then, tell me a little bit about
yourself,” Shelly suggested.


“I grew up in Pennsylvania and went to
college in New York state,” Fenella told her.  “Once I started college, I never really
left.  I earned a BA, an MA and a
PhD, all from the same school, and then when I’d finished, I
started teaching there.”


“All those degrees,” Shelly sounded
impressed.  “In what subject?”


“Oh, history.  Primarily European history, with an
emphasis on British history.”


“I always wanted to go to college, but women
didn’t really do that in my day, at least not women on the island.  But have you been teaching history ever
since?”


“I was, up until last week,” Fenella
replied.  “When I found out that I’d
inherited my aunt’s estate, I quit my job, sold my house and all of its
furnishings and moved to the Isle of Man.”


Shelly stopped and stared at her for a
moment.  “What an incredibly brave
thing to do,” she said.


Fenella shrugged.  “I was ready for a change,” she said.


“That suggests a man,” Shelly grinned.


Fenella laughed.  “There was a man, yes,” she admitted.  “We’d been together for many years and
it was time to end it.”


“How many years?” Shelly asked.


“Ten.”


“But you never married?” 


Fenella shook her head.  “I was already getting close to forty
when we met,” she tried to explain. 
“I wasn’t a young girl with romantic visions of white weddings and happy
families.”


“So you never wanted to marry him?”


“There was a time,” Fenella said, thinking
about her past.  “It’s all water
under the bridge now, of course, but when we first got together I did think we’d
marry one day.  I’d been in a
disastrous relationship before I met Jack, so for the first year or so I was
just happy to be with a man who treated me decently.  Then for a year or two I thought I might
like to marry him.  After a while,
though, I gave up on the idea, and eventually, I also gave up on the
relationship.”


“Someday you shall have to tell me about the
man before Jack,” Shelly said.  “But
for now, tell me about yesterday.”


“Yesterday?” Fenella blinked at the sudden
change in subject.


“You found that poor man’s body, didn’t
you?  That’s what I heard, anyway,
and my sources are usually very good.”


“Well, your sources are certainly right this
time,” Fenella admitted.  “I did
find a man’s body.”


“And not just any man,” Shelly said.  “You found Alan Collins’s body.  That must have brightened many people’s
day.”


Fenella gave her a shocked look, but Shelly
just laughed again.


“I don’t think it’s a secret that the man
wasn’t well-liked,” she told Fenella. 
“His business partner hated him, most of his business deals went sour
and he went though women like they were going out of style.  Oh, he had a certain charm, when he
wanted to use it, but once you were no longer useful to him, he turned it off
quickly enough.”


“This is all news to me,” Fenella told
her.  “I only met the man once, very
briefly.”


“When did you meet him?” 


“He stopped by my apartment yesterday
morning,” Fenella explained.  “He
was hoping I was interested in selling it.”


Shelly nodded.  “He was always trying to get people who
didn’t know him to use his services,” she said.  “Those of us who’d had dealings with him
in the past knew better, of course.”


“Why? 
What happened?” Fenella couldn’t stop herself from asking.


“I bought the flat in our building through
him,” Shelly explained.  “And sold
my house.  He made a mess of the
paperwork on both deals and it took my advocate many hours, many billable hours
I should say, to straighten it all out.”


“Surely Mr. Collins should have had to pay
for his mistakes,” Fenella said.


“If I could have proved they were his
mistakes, he might have,” Shelly replied. 
“And now he’s dead.  I won’t
sue his estate over it.  It probably
wouldn’t be worth the time and effort and it definitely wouldn’t be worth the
emotional upheaval.”


“What a shame.  Anyway, it sounds as if the police won’t
have any shortage of suspects.”


“I should think not,” Shelly agreed.  “They can start with his business
partner and work their way through all of the women he’d dated in the last
year.  That should keep them busy
for a long while.”


“He didn’t seem like the type to attract
women,” Fenella said frankly.


Shelly laughed.  “I know what you mean,” she said.  “But for some reason, and I don’t know
what it was either, he seemed to have no trouble getting women to go out with
him.  None of them stuck around for
long, though.”


The pair had reached the Sea Terminal, so
now they turned again and headed back down the promenade.


“I’m a little curious about the murder,”
Fenella said hesitantly.  “Being
that I found the body and all.  If
you don’t mind, I’d like to hear about Mr. Collins’s business partner.”


“His name is Mark Potter.  He’s forty-something and he always looks
as if he’s just stolen candy from a baby.” 
Shelly shook her head.  “I’m
probably not being fair, as I don’t like the man.  He’s more attractive than Alan Collins
was, anyway, but that isn’t saying much.”


“And even though they were business
partners, they didn’t get along?”


“Whenever I rang the office when Alan wasn’t
there, the secretary would put me through to Mark.  He always complained bitterly about
Alan, but that might just have been to put me off, I suppose.”  Shelly shrugged.  “The last time I spoke to Mark, he more
or less told me that Alan was involved in something criminal.  Mark said he was terminating their
partnership and moving back to Glasgow.”


“Interesting,” Fenella murmured.


“I think it was one of his women friends
that killed him, though,” Shelly said. 
“Or his ex-wife,” she added as if the idea had just occurred to her.


“His ex-wife?” Fenella echoed.


“Her name is Mandy, but that’s about all I
can tell you.  She and Alan split up
about a year ago, but he was still complaining about her when I first started
working with him on the sale of my house six months ago.”


“Did they have any children?”


“Oh, goodness, no,” Shelly said.  “They were only married for about a
year, I think.  That was one of the
things that Alan complained about. 
Mandy wanted far more money than Alan thought she deserved after such a
short marriage.”


Fenella shook her head.  “I don’t envy the police their job,” she
said. 


“No, I don’t either,” Shelly
agreed.  “Especially not when they
have to interview Suzy.”


“Suzy?” Fenella made it a question.


They were nearly back at their
building.  Shelly slowed her pace
and lowered her voice.  “She works
in the management office of our building,” she told Fenella.  “Suzy Monroe is one of the nastiest
women I’ve had the misfortune to meet. 
They keep her in the back, so no one meets her until after they’ve
bought their flat, but if you ever have a problem and need to speak to someone
down there, you’ll probably get Suzy.”


“Oh, dear. I hope I never need anything.”


Shelly smiled.  “She’s had a difficult life, as I
understand it.  She was married to a
man who was physically abusive.  The
divorce was ugly and I gather she ended up more or less penniless.  That’s when she moved to the island and
got the job in the building.”


“The poor woman,” Fenella remarked.


“I know.  I keep telling myself that whenever I
have to talk to her, but it isn’t easy. 
She takes her unhappiness out on everyone she meets and after a very
short while it’s hard to feel sympathetic any longer.”


“And she was dating Alan?” 


“As I understand it, yes,” Shelly said.  “I think they started seeing each other
fairly recently.  I can’t imagine
why.”


“This was fun,” Fenella said after they’d
crossed back over the road.  “We
should try to walk together again some time.”


“I walk every day around ten,” Shelly told
her.  “You’re more than welcome to
join me.”


“I might just do that.  I need the exercise and I need the human
interaction.  Otherwise I might
start talking to the furniture in my ap, flat.”  Or ghosts, she added to herself.


“Excellent,” Shelly said brightly.  “I’ll see you soon.”


Fenella watched as the woman turned and
swept back out of the building.  Feeling
a bit lonely, she made her way toward the elevators.  She’d need to go back out and get some
more soft drinks before the inspector arrived, but for the moment she felt as
if she needed to sit down for a short while.


“Pardon me, aren’t you Mona’s niece?”  The voice startled Fenella.  


“Oh, yes, I am,” she told the pretty
brunette who had seemingly just appeared at her elbow.


“I’m Suzy Monroe,” the woman introduced
herself.  “I was wondering if I
might have a word with you.”


Fenella swallowed hard and then smiled.  “Sure,” she said with as much enthusiasm
as she could muster.


Suzy nodded and then turned and began to
walk briskly through the lobby of the building.  “Follow me,” she called over her
shoulder.


Fenella did her best to keep up, but the younger
woman easily outpaced her, even though Suzy was wearing a tight black dress and
four-inch stilettos.  She finally
stopped in front of a door marked “Management Offices” and waited for Fenella
to catch up.


Suzy held the door open for Fenella and then
took her arm.  “Right this way,” she
said, leading Fenella into a small office that was about halfway down the
corridor.  “Have a seat,” the woman
offered, gesturing toward the visitor’s chair.


Fenella sat down and glanced around the
room.  It was incredibly
impersonal.  The desk was metal and
held a computer and a phone and nothing else.  The walls were bare, and besides the
visitor’s chair there was nothing else in the room aside from the chair behind
the desk that Suzy now slid into.  


“You don’t look like your aunt,” Suzy said,
her voice almost accusatory.


Fenella shrugged.  “I’ve always been told I look more like
my father,” she said, studying the woman.


Suzy had bleached blonde hair and green
eyes.  Her figure was showcased by
the tiny black dress that seemed to hug Suzy’s generous curves.  The curves seemed out of keeping with
Suzy’s slender figure, but perhaps they’d been given some outside help.


“I’m upset about Alan,” Suzy told Fenella.


“I’m sorry,” Fenella said, not knowing what
else to say.


“Did he say anything to you when you found
him?”


“No,” Fenella said.  “I’m pretty sure he was already, um,
gone by then.”


Suzy nodded.  “Are you going to be staying here for
long?”


Fenella took a moment to adjust to the
change of subject.  “My plan is to
stay here for good,” she told the woman.


Suzy frowned.  “I was hoping you might want to sell
your flat,” she said.  


“I’m not interested in selling, at least not
at the moment.”


“I see. 
Well, thank you for your time.” 
Suzy stood up and held out a hand.


Fenella got to her feet and shook hands with
the woman, feeling a bit dazed by the sudden conclusion of the meeting.


“I’m sure you can find your own way back
out,” Suzy said.  


As Fenella walked to the door, Suzy sat down
and picked up her telephone.  By the
time Fenella was back out in the corridor, Suzy was already talking to someone.


“Mark, it’s Suzy,” Fenella heard.  “I got your message and I’m not
impressed.  Threaten someone else if
that’s how you get your thrills, but leave me alone.  Remember, I know where the bodies are
buried.”


Fenella wanted to stay and listen to more,
but someone else was standing in the corridor, clearly waiting to see
Suzy.  


“She’s on the phone,” Fenella told the man
in the hallway before she headed to the exit.  She could feel the man’s eyes on her as
she walked as quickly as she could back to the building’s lobby. 


In her apartment, Fenella fixed herself a
light lunch and ate it in front of the television.  She flipped through the channels,
watching little bits of everything from news to soaps, feeling as if she was
trying to soak up as much British culture as she could.  There was no sign of Mona, so when she’d
finished her lunch she decided to walk over to the nearest grocery store and
get some soft drinks and whatever else looked good.


While she knew it was faster, she decided to
walk to the store the long way around, avoiding the alley behind her
building.  There was probably police
tape blocking the way, anyway, she told herself, not wanting to admit that she
simply didn’t feel brave enough to venture back past where she’d found Alan
Collins.  The store was relatively
quiet, at least compared to what she was used to in the US, and she made her
selections quickly, opting to buy only a few cans of soda rather than a larger
pack to make carrying it all home easier.


You’re going to have to try driving, she
told herself as she turned for home. 
You can’t keep buying little bits of food at a time.  If you drive to the store, you can get
everything you need for a week or more at once.


As she walked along the sidewalk, she
watched the drivers going past. 
They all seemed happy enough with their seats on the wrong side of the
car, driving along the wrong side of the road.  Perhaps it wouldn’t take that much
getting used to, if she gave it a try. 
She stopped at a corner and then started to cross the road.  Brakes squealed as a car she hadn’t noticed
came to a sudden stop inches from her. 
She’d looked the wrong way before she’d stepped off the curb.  Maybe she wasn’t ready to try driving
just yet.


Back in her apartment, Fenellla put the
shopping away and then curled up with a book.  At five-thirty she decided she probably
should put a little bit of effort into her appearance.  Changing into a skirt from Mona’s
wardrobe and a light jumper of her own made her feel nervous about the evening
ahead.  


“It’s not a date,” she told her reflection
as she combed her hair and touched up her makeup.  “The man is coming to question you about
a murder.”


Her reflection gave her a nervous
smile.  Fenella sighed and then
wondered exactly where Aunty Mona had disappeared to and when she might
suddenly reappear.  The knock on the
door came before she had an answer.

















 

Chapter Five


“Hello,” Inspector Robinson said with a
bright smile when Fenella opened the door.


Fenella smiled back and then inhaled the
delicious smells of garlic and tomato. 
“That smells wonderful,” she said as the man carried the large pizza box
into the apartment.


“I got it from my favorite place,” he told
her.  “I forgot to ask you what you
liked on it, so I just got cheese.”


“Cheese is good,” Fenella told him.  “Sometimes, when I want to kid myself
that I’m being healthy, I’ll add a few vegetables.”


The inspector laughed.  “I usually eat some salad first, when I
want to be healthy,” he told her.  “But I didn’t get any this time.”


“So we’ll both have to be healthy tomorrow,”
Fenella concluded.  “For tonight, we
can just enjoy.”


She pulled two plates out of the cupboard
and then found some glasses before she offered drinks.  Her guest put the pizza box on the small
kitchen table and then sat down while she served the drinks and handed him a
plate.  


“Did you want flatware?” she asked, suddenly
thinking of it after she’d just sat down.


“No, don’t bother,” he said.  “I’m happy to use my hands.”


The pizza was delicious, with a crispy thin
crust and tangy sauce with lots of garlic and herbs.  Fenella felt as if she could have eaten
the entire thing herself, but half was enough to satisfy her.  They talked about the weather and
current events in American politics while they ate.  Fenella found herself laughing and
enjoying herself as the pizza steadily disappeared.


“That was wonderful,” she said as she pushed
her empty plate toward the center of the table.


“They do excellent meals as well,” the
inspector told her.  “And they’re
only a short distance away from you.”


“I’ll have to give them a try again soon,”
Fenella said.


“Let me help with the washing-up,” he said
as she stood up to clear away the dirty dishes.


“I’m just going to put everything in the
dishwasher,” she replied.  “I bought
some ice cream today.  Would you
like a scoop or two?”


“Just one small scoop, maybe,” he said.  “Pizza is pretty indulgent.  I have to stay fit enough to chase after
the bad guys.”


Fenella laughed.  “Vanilla or mint chocolate chip?” she
asked.


The inspector frowned.  “They both sound good,” he admitted.


“So a small scoop of each,” she suggested.


He nodded with a rueful grin.  Fenella did the same for herself and
then carried the two bowls to the table. 



“Your view is stunning,” he remarked as he
ate.


“I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of
looking at it,” Fenella told her. 
“I keep curling up with a good book and then finding myself staring at
the sea instead of reading.”


“I can believe it.  I’d love to live this close to the water.”


“Where do you live?”


“Oh, I have a house on the outskirts of
Douglas,” he said vaguely.  “Of
course nothing is far from the sea, is it? 
But I can’t actually see the water from my windows like you can.”


“I guess I’m lucky Aunty Mona had such good
taste in apartments,” Fenella laughed.


“I just wish I had an Aunty Mona.”


“Everyone should have one,” Fenella agreed.


The man nodded.  He finished his ice cream and then gave
her a serious look.  “This has been
really nice, but I do have a few questions for you, if you don’t mind.”


“What if I do mind?” Fenella couldn’t help
but ask.


The inspector frowned.  “I suppose I could send someone else to
ask, if you’re objecting to talking to me, but in a murder investigation, it’s
important that we get answers. 
Someone killed Alan Collins and it’s my job to find that person and put
him or her behind bars before someone else gets hurt.”


Fenella shook her head.  “Sorry,” she said sheepishly.  “I was just teasing, really.  I’m happy to answer your questions, any
time.  You don’t even have to bring
pizza.”


He laughed.  “That was as much for my benefit as
yours,” he told her.  “I was afraid
if I stopped to talk to you before I ate, I’d be too hungry to concentrate on
your answers.”


Fenella smiled.  So that was why he’d brought the
pizza.  It wasn’t a date; he was
just hungry.  “Ask away,” she
said.  “Should we move into the
other room?”


“Sure,” he replied. 


Fenella got up and added the ice cream bowls
and spoons to the dishwasher before crossing into the large living room.  She sat on the couch and the inspector
took a seat in the chair next to her.


“This won’t take long,” he said as he pulled
out his notebook.  “Really, I want
you to take me back through your finding the body.  Just retell the whole thing, slowly.”


Fenella frowned and then sat back on the
couch.  She closed her eyes and cast
her mind back to the rainy alley. 
“I’d just been to the grocery store,” she began.  The inspector didn’t say anything as she
recounted the story.  When she was
finished, Fenella opened her eyes and looked at the man.  When their eyes met, she felt a rush of
something she didn’t want to analyze. 



“Thank you,” he said softly.  He closed his notebook and sat back in
his chair.  Fenella watched him for
a moment as he stared out at the sea. 



“Was that it?” she asked eventually.


“Unless you have anything else to add,
that’s it,” he replied.


“Oh, okay,” Fenella
muttered, feeling as if she’d missed something.


After several minutes, the inspector looked
at her and sighed.  “Watching the
sea calms me,” he told her.  “But I
suppose if I stay any longer, you’ll have to start charging me rent.”  


He got to his feet and held out a hand.  Fenella stood up and took the hand,
ignoring the little spark that she felt when their hands met.


“Thank you for your time,” he said, suddenly
quite formal.


“I’m always happy to answer any questions
you may have,” Fenella said.  “And
as you could no doubt tell, I love pizza.”


The man smiled.  “We’ll have to do this again some time.”


Fenella nodded and then followed him to the
door.  He hesitated as she pulled
the door open.


“Thank you again,” he repeated himself.  


“You’re welcome, I’m sure,” Fenella
said.  “And thank you for the
pizza.”


The inspector nodded and then turned and
quickly walked out the door and down the corridor.  Fenella waited until he’d reached the
bank of elevators to close the door. 



“Well, that was interesting,” Mona said from behind her.


“Interesting?” Fenella asked.  “It was awkward and uncomfortable.  I don’t know about interesting.”


“The poor man is obviously attracted to
you,” Mona said.  “He probably can’t
do anything about it, though, because you’re a suspect in the murder he’s
investigating.”


“I’m a suspect?  How could I possibly be a suspect?  I didn’t even know the dead man.”


“I’m sure everyone on the island is a
suspect, on some level or another,” Mona said, waving a hand.  “You mustn’t take it personally.”


Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but a
knock on the door interrupted.  She
spun around and swung the door open, not even bothering with the useless
peephole.


“Ah, um, good evening,” the woman on the
other side of the door said hesitantly.  “I’m Mandy Collins.  I was wondering if I might have a quick
word with you?”


Fenella stared at the woman.  She didn’t look thirty yet, but she
looked tired and as if the weight of the world was on her shoulders.  Her brown hair was pulled back in a
messy ponytail and the dark circles under her eyes suggested she hadn’t slept
much lately.  She was almost
painfully thin and her inexpensive clothes seemed to hang off of her,
emphasizing her gauntness.  “Please
come in,” Fenella said after an awkward pause.


“Thank you.  I won’t stay long,” the woman murmured.


Fenella led her guest into the living
room.  “Please have a seat,” she
said.


The woman dropped into the first chair and
stared straight ahead.  “It all
looks so beautiful from up here,” she said softly.


“Yes, I love my view,” Fenella replied.  “But can I get you a drink?  Tea or coffee, maybe?”


“Oh, no, I’m fine.  I just wanted, that is, I had to, I haven’t, oh, goodness.”  She stopped and stared down at her
hands.  Fenella watched as two fat
tears slid down the woman’s cheeks.


For a moment Fenella couldn’t think where to
find a box of tissues, but she finally remembered that she’s seen one in the
bathroom.  She grabbed the box and
then sat down next to Mandy and offered her a tissue.


“Thanks,” her guest muttered as she wiped
away her tears.  “I wasn’t going to
cry,” she added.  “I promised myself
I wasn’t going to cry.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Fenella said, not
knowing what else to say.


The girl gave a bitter laugh.  “My loss?  We were divorced.  I’m not really entitled to feel like
I’ve lost anything.”


“A piece of paper can’t change your
feelings,” Fenella countered.  “Just
because you get a divorce doesn’t mean you stop caring.”


“I never should have cared in the first
place,” the woman said bitterly. 
She shook her head.  “I’m
sorry.  This is all terribly
difficult.  I didn’t, that is, I was
dumb enough to fall madly in love with Alan and then heartbroken when I found
out he was cheating on me.  He
seemed to think that I should be happy he’d married me, and that I should just
ignore his other women.”


“I’m sorry,” Fenella said, feeling
inadequate.


“We were only married for a year and I know
for certain that he slept with more than a dozen other women in that year,”
Mandy said.  “It hasn’t done much
for my self-esteem, I can tell you.”


Fenella nodded.  “I can’t imagine,” she told her.


“I don’t know why I’m telling you all of
this,” Mandy said after a short pause. 
“I don’t even know why I’m here, really.  I just felt like I needed to meet you.”


“Me? 
Why?”


“You found him, right?  Oh, please don’t tell me I’m at the
wrong flat,” Mandy exclaimed.


“I did find him,” Fenella agreed.  “But I didn’t know him at all.”


“I had to come and talk to you,” Mandy
said.  “I have to ask you, well, did
he say anything to you when you found him?”


Fenella shook her head.  “I’m sorry, but he was already gone by
the time I found him.”


Mandy pressed her lips together and blinked
back more tears.  “I see,” she said
after a moment.


“I’m sorry,” Fenella said again.  “I wish I could tell you otherwise, but
I don’t want to lie to you.”


Mandy nodded and then stood up.  “I’m sorry to have taken up so much of
your time,” she said.  “I’ll just
get out of your way.”


“I am sorry for your loss,” Fenella said as
she followed the woman to the door. 
“I hope you can get over it and move on quickly.”


“That would be nice,” the woman
replied.  She walked out the door
and down the corridor, never looking back. 
Fenella shut the door behind her and then waited, certain that Mona
would speak before she could turn around. 
She was wrong.  Mona seemed
to have disappeared yet again.


Fenella settled in to watch a sitcom that
she’d never even heard of before. 
She felt completely baffled by it, but found herself chuckling once or
twice anyway.  Maybe if she watched
it every week, she would eventually catch on to the plot, she thought as she got ready for bed.  Feeling as if her body clock was finally
properly reset, she snuggled under the duvet and sighed.  Feeling incredibly foolish, she called
out:  “Good night, Aunty Mona.”  Mona didn’t reply.


When her alarm went off the next morning,
Fenella couldn’t remember why she’d set it, but she climbed out of bed
anyway.  It was better to get
herself into some sort of routine, she decided, even if she didn’t have
anywhere special to go.  Once
showered and dressed, she fixed herself some toast and ate a pot of yogurt.  The sun was shining and it looked like a
lovely day, so she decided to walk into the center of Douglas and check out the
shops.  So far she’d only managed to
find a mobile phone store and a grocery store.  There had to be a lot more to find.


An hour later, she was browsing her way
through Douglas’s single large department store when her mobile rang.  She frowned as she dug through her
handbag, trying to find the device. 



“Yes, hello,” she said after tapping what
she hoped was the right thing on the touchscreen.


“Is that Fenella Woods?” a man’s voice
asked.


“It is, yes,” Fenella replied, wondering who
could possibly have been calling her on this number.


“Ms. Woods, my name is Mark Potter.  I was partners
with Alan Collins.  I was wondering
if you would have time to have a short chat with me, at your convenience, of
course.”


“Oh, I suppose so,” Fenella replied.  “But if you want to know what Mr.
Collins’s last words were, I’m afraid you’ll be disappointed.  He was already, um, gone, when I found
him.”


“That’s fine,” the man replied.  “I’d still like to ask you for a minute
or two of your time, if you don’t mind.”


“No, I don’t mind.  Where and when?”


“Oh, I’m happy to come and see you at your
flat, if you would like.  Otherwise,
you’re welcome to visit my office. 
Whichever works for you, really.”


“Where is your office?” Fenella asked
quickly.  She didn’t like the idea
of having the man in her apartment.


“I’m in Douglas, just off the high street,”
he told her. 


“Oh, I’m in Douglas now,” Fenella
replied.  She mentioned the name of
the shop she was in, and Mark was happy to give her directions from there to
his office.


“I’ll come in about half an hour, if that
works for you,” she said.


“It does,” the man replied.


Fenella finished her window shopping,
feeling strangely reluctant to go and talk to Alan Collins’s business
partner.  She couldn’t imagine what
he wanted to discuss with her, and Shelly hadn’t exactly said nice things about
the man.  For a moment she
considered not going, but the man had her mobile number and he knew where she
lived.  It was probably best to
simply get the meeting over with.


She followed the directions she’d been
given, making her way away from the shops and down a street lined with
Victorian terraced houses.  She
watched the house numbers as she went, finally stopping in front of the address
she’d been given.  She felt a shiver
go through her as she looked up and down the empty street.


From what she could see, all of the old
houses had been converted into office space, some more attractively than
others.  The building she’d been
asked to visit was one of the least attractive on the street.  The front door was covered in peeling
paint and the doorbell appeared to have been pulled out of the door’s frame.  She frowned and then knocked lightly on
the door.  After a moment, she cautiously
tried the knob.  The door opened
noisily and Fenella let herself into a small entryway.


The building smelled of mold and old Chinese
food, and Fenella wrinkled her nose to stop herself
from sneezing.  There were two doors
that opened off of the foyer.  The
small wooden sign hung on the first read “Martin Snell, Advocate.”   The next door had a sheet of paper
taped to it that said “Paul Pringle, Fineancial Advisor” in sloppy
handwriting.  Perhaps Mr. Pringle’s
first investment should be in spelling lessons, Fenella thought as she looked
at the flight of stairs that were the only other option. 


With a sigh, she started up the stairs,
cautiously holding onto the sticky banister.  At the top of the stairs she found three
more doors.  The first had a neatly
typed sign that read “Reginald Hart Dentistry.”  The second door looked like solid metal,
unlike all of the others, which were wooden.  A business card was taped to the door.  “XLM Enterprises” was all that the card
said.  There wasn’t even a phone
number on the card.  Fenella shook
her head and looked at the third door. 
“Collins and Potter Realty.” 
She blew out a breath. 
Finally.


She knocked lightly and then turned the
knob.  The door opened and she found
herself in a tiny room.  There was a
small reception desk, but there wasn’t anyone sitting at it.  


“Hello,” she called.  She took a step forward and then spoke louder.  “Hello?  Mr. Potter?”  


In the back wall of the room was a single
door.  Fenella knocked on it and
then tried the knob.  It stuck for a
moment and then popped open.


“Hello? 
Mr. Potter?  It’s Fenella
Woods.  You asked me to come?”


The door had opened into a short corridor
with two rooms on each side of it. 
All of the doors were open. 
Fenella took a step forward and looked into the first room.  There was a large table in the center of
the room and it was covered in piles of papers.  In the room directly opposite that one,
Fenella saw several tall metal filing cabinets.  


She took two steps forward and peered at an
office.  It seemed obvious to her,
for some reason, that this had been Alan Collins’s office.  Maybe the small, framed photograph of
Mandy Collins on the desk was what made her think that.  Of course Mark Potter could have been
Mandy’s brother or something.  She
shook her head.  It didn’t really
matter.  What mattered was that the
office was empty.


Starting to think that she’d misunderstood
what the man had said on the phone, Fenella crossed the corridor and looked
into the last room.  It was another
office, and she immediately assumed it was Mark Potter’s office.  She also assumed that the man in the
chair behind the desk was Mark Potter. 
The amount of blood on the desk and the floor made her belief that he
was dead something stronger than an assumption.


Backing away slowly, she dug around in her
handbag for her mobile phone.  Her
hands were shaking so hard that she dropped it back into the bag twice before
she managed to get it out.  By the
time she pushed 999 she was halfway down the stairs, feeling desperate to
escape from what she’d just seen.


The emergency operator was calm and
seemingly detached from the horror that Fenella had witnessed.  As Fenella stumbled over the address and
her own name, the woman spoke softly and distinctly.  


“It’s awful,” Fenella said.  “There’s blood everywhere.”


“We’ll have an officer to you in just a
minute or two,” the cool voice said. 
“If anyone else arrives before the uniformed constable, please ask them
to remain outside the building.”


“Oh, but, I mean, yes, okay,” Fenella said,
feeling as if that was asking far too much from her under the circumstances.


Only a moment or two later, a familiar face
appeared around the corner.  


“Constable Corlett,” Fenella said when he
reached her.  “I wish I wasn’t
seeing you again.”


The man nodded at her.  “It’s likewise,” he snapped.


“I do hope the baby arrived safely,” Fenella
said, trying to cling to something like normalcy.


“False alarm,” the constable told her.  “But what have you found this time?  Not another body?”


“Yes, it’s Mark Potter,” Fenella said.  “Or at least I think it is.”


“Have you ever met Mark Potter?” he
demanded.


“Well, no,” Fenella admitted.  “But he called me, you see.”


The man held up a hand.  “Tell it to the inspector,” he
said.  “I’m just here to secure the
scene.”


And you aren’t very happy about that,
Fenella thought.  Movement on the
opposite side of the street caught her attention.  A pretty brunette who couldn’t have been
more than twenty-five was making her way toward them.  She was wearing a pretty and summery
dress and sandals.  Fenella felt
cold just looking at the girl.  Even
on a sunny day, March was still chilly. 
The girl seemed to be singing softly to herself as she walked
along.  She reached the building
directly opposite and then crossed the road.


“Hello,” she said, giving both the constable
and Fenella a bright smile.  “Isn’t
it a lovely day?”


“Can I ask where you’re going?” the man
asked.


“Well, back to work, unfortunately,” the
girl said with another bright smile. 
“But I’m hoping the boss might let me go a bit early today.  It isn’t like there’s much work at the
moment.”


“Where do you work?” was Constable Corlett’s
next question.


“For Collins and Potter Realty,” she
replied  “Although I suppose we’ll
need a new name now.”  She glanced
back and forth, up and down the street, before leaning in close to the
man.  “One of my bosses got killed
the other day.” 


She stood back up and shook her head.  “But why am I telling you that?  You’re a constable.  You probably know all about Mr. Collins
dying so suddenly.  It was quite
awful, and I don’t know how Mr. Potter is going to manage on his own.  Not that he’s even here that much.  He wasn’t here the day Mr. Collins died,
and when the police came to tell me, I nearly died of the shock.”


Fenella was suddenly glad that she’s arrived
at the office when she had.  She
couldn’t imagine how upset this young woman would have been if she’d been the
one to find the body.


“What’s your name, love?” the man asked.


“I’m Kara, Kara Newstead,” she replied.  “But why are you here, anyway?”  She glanced up and down the street
again.  “Is it to do with XLM?  I’m sure they’re up to something
illegal.  There’s never anyone there
and they’ve put blinds over all the windows.  We’re happy with our wooden door, but
they’ve put in that heavy metal one and it has like five locks on it.  I told Mr. Collins I was sure they were
spies for some foreign government, but he said no one sent spies to the Isle of
Man.”


“I’m afraid there’s a bit of a situation,”
the constable interjected.  “We’re
just waiting for a police inspector to arrive.”


“A situation?  In this building?  Well, that’s a shame.  Still, I’d better get back to work.  Mr. Potter isn’t very nice when I’m
late.  Mr. Collins was much more
understanding.  Although Mr. Potter
did say I could have a late lunch today if I wanted to.”  She did the glancing around thing again
before she lowered her voice and leaned toward the constable again.


“He had a meeting with the woman who found
Mr. Collins’s body, you see, and he didn’t want me around while he was talking
to her,” she said.


“Why not?” the constable asked.


Kara shrugged.  “He didn’t tell me.  He wouldn’t talk about Mr. Collins at
all.  I think he’s just in shock,
you know?  I’m sure he’ll get over
it eventually, but I’m not sure I’m going to keep working for him until
eventually gets here.”


“Yes, well, for right now…” the constable
trailed off as a black car pulled up to the curb.  Inspector Robinson climbed out of the
back and then the car drove away.


The inspector looked at the trio on the
steps and sighed.  “Constable
Corlett, have you been inside?”


“No, sir,” the man said smartly.  “I was keeping Ms. Woods and Ms.
Newstead company out here.”


“Oh, you’re Ms. Woods,” Kara gasped.  “You’re the woman who was coming to meet
with Mr. Potter.”


The inspector looked at Fenella and raised
an eyebrow.  She didn’t know what to
say.


“He called me on my mobile phone,” she
started.  


Inspector Robinson held up a hand.  “Tell me later,” he said sharply.  “For now, I think it would be best if
you all stopped talking and just waited here.”


Fenella nodded, wondering briefly where the
pleasant and interesting man she’d had pizza with the previous evening had
gone.  The inspector was currently
all business and not very friendly.


He pulled the constable to one side and they
had a short conversation before the constable came back to stand between
Fenella and Kara.  


“First floor?” the inspector asked Fenella.


“Second, er, rather, it’s up one flight of
stairs,” she stammered.  Jack had
said something about the English numbering their floors differently, but she
couldn’t remember exactly what at the moment.


Inspector Robinson nodded curtly at her and
then headed into the building.  


“What’s going on?” Kara demanded.


“You’ll have to ask the inspector that,”
Constable Corlett replied.


“He’s awfully cute,” Kara replied.  “I wouldn’t mind spending lots of time
with him.  He isn’t married, is he?”


“Again, you’d have to ask the inspector
about that,” the man said.


Fenella flushed as she realized that she’d
never thought to ask the inspector about his marital status.   For all she knew, he was very
happily married and the pizza had genuinely been about hunger and not at all
about a date in any way.  Feeling
foolish, she began to wonder why Peter Cannell had bought her dinner as
well.  Maybe she was seeing romance
where the men in question were just seeing sustenance.  She sighed silently.  She’d been out of the dating game for
too long; she simply didn’t remember how it worked. 


When the big white van pulled up a few
minutes later, Kara gasped.  “What’s
going on?” she demanded as several men and women in white poured out of the
van.  They were all carrying different
equipment and it seemed obvious to Fenella that they were crime scene
technicians.


“You’ll have to ask the inspector,”
Constable Corlett repeated himself.


“Where’s Mr. Potter?” Kara asked.  When the constable opened his mouth,
Kara shook her head.  “You,” she
said to Fenella.  “He was waiting
for you to come and see him when I went out for lunch.  What did you say to him?  What happened?  Why are the police here?”


“I hope I can answer at least some of your
questions,” a cool voice cut across Kara’s increasingly shrill questions.  


Fenella smiled to herself as she saw the
relief on Constable Corlett’s face when he saw Inspector Robinson in the
doorway. 


“There’s been an unfortunate incident,” the
inspector said.  “I think it might
be best if we all go back to my office for a chat.”


“I don’t want to go anywhere,” Kara
said.  “Not until someone tells me
what’s going on.”


The man who climbed out of the black car
that pulled up next to them was a stranger to Fenella, but Kara seemed to know
him instantly.


“That’s the coroner,” she shouted.  “What’s he doing here?  Is someone dead?”  She looked from the inspector to the
constable and then back again.  “It’s Mr. Potter, isn’t it?”  She spun around and looked at
Fenella.  “What did you do to him?”
she screamed.


Fenella took a step backwards, shocked by
the anger she saw on the other woman’s face.  Inspector Robinson took Kara’s arm and pulled
her away from the building.


“Come on, let’s go down to my office and
have a chat,” he said soothingly. 
“You can have some tea and I’ll explain what’s happened here.”


“I don’t want tea,” the girl said, tears beginning
to fall.  “Something awful has
happened to Mr. Potter, hasn’t it? 
First Mr. Collins and now Mr. Potter.  I’m going to be next, aren’t I?”


“Of course not,” the inspector said.  He had his mobile phone in his hand and
he was tapping away at it.  As Kara
began to sob quietly, another black car slid to a stop on the street.  A uniformed policeman got out of the
passenger seat and greeted the inspector. 
They had a short conversation and then the inspector spoke to Kara.


“Constable Harrison is going to take you
over to my office and get you some tea,” he said in a comforting voice.  “I’ll be there in a short while.”


Kara grabbed his arm and stared into his
eyes.  “Please don’t leave me,” she
begged.  “I’m sure my life is in
danger.”


“You won’t be in any danger when you’re with
Constable Harrison,” the inspector said. 


“But I’m terrified,” the girl
countered.  “And I feel like you’re
the only one I can trust.”


The inspector nodded curtly and then turned
back to his phone.  After a minute,
with Kara hanging on his arm the entire time, he turned and spoke to Constable
Corlett.  


“I’m going to take Ms. Newstead over to my
office for a chat,” he said. 
“Another constable will be along shortly to collect Ms. Woods and bring
her to the station.”


“Yes, sir,” Constable Corlett said.


Fenella watched silently as Kara was ushered
into the back of the unmarked police car. 
Inspector Robinson followed without giving Fenella so much as a glance.

















 

Chapter Six


“Someone will be here for you soon,” Constable
Corlett said a few minutes later after receiving a text message.


Fenella nodded.  Time seemed to be all out of shape at
the moment, speeding up and slowing down as she waited.  It felt as if it had been five or six
hours since she’d been happily window-shopping, but a glance at her watch told
her that only a single hour had passed. 
A moment later a police car pulled up and stopped in front of her.


“Ms. Woods?” the uniformed officer who
emerged from the car asked.


“Yes.”


“If you’d like to come with me, please?” 


Fenella sighed.  The last thing she wanted to do was ride
anywhere in the brightly marked police vehicle.  It felt very much like she was being
arrested, which couldn’t possibly be the case.  The man held open the door to the back
of the car and waited for her to climb in.


“Good luck with the baby,” Fenella said to
Constable Corlett before she reluctantly climbed inside the car.  She didn’t hear the man’s reply, if he
gave one.


The drive to the police station was a short
one.  Fenella looked around, trying
to work out exactly where they were going as they went.  Having not been very far from her
apartment yet, she was interested to see more of Douglas.  


The driver parked and then came around and
opened Fenella’s door for her. 
Fenella would have climbed out herself, but she’d found herself locked
in.  


“Right this way, please,” he said politely,
gesturing toward the front door of the building.


Fenella walked briskly,
suddenly eager to get everything over with. 
The sooner she could put this day behind her, the better.  Inside the station, the uniformed
constable led her through the small foyer, past a desk where several people
were sitting.  They walked down a short
corridor and boarded a waiting elevator. 
A few moments later, the elevator doors opened into what looked like a
small waiting room.  There were a
few lumpy-looking couches and a wooden coffee table that was scarred and
stained.


“I’m afraid this is the best we can do,” the
man told Fenella.  “Please have a
seat and I’ll let the inspector know you’re here.”


Fenella sat gingerly on what she hoped was
the nicest of the couches.  There
were a few magazines on the table, so she picked one up at random and flipped
through it.  Her mind was racing and
she felt close to either tears or screaming, maybe both.  A minute later the man was back.


“I’m just going to keep you company while
you wait,” he told her.


Fenella bit back an angry retort.  It wasn’t the man’s fault he’d been
assigned to babysit her, but she didn’t have to like it, either.  


“Are they afraid I might run away?” she
asked.


“I think they’d rather just not have you
sitting here alone,” the man said. 
“Inspector Robinson said you’ve had something of a shock.  He wanted to make sure you had some
company.”


She pressed her lips together and then
nodded.  “I’ll just read this,
then,” she said, turning her attention back to the magazine on her lap.


The man raised an eyebrow but didn’t
respond.


Fenella looked back at the magazine, trying
to force her eyes to focus on the page in front of her.  It was an advertisement for golf
clubs.  She frowned and looked at
the cover.  Apparently there were
entire magazines devoted to the game of golf.  She shrugged.  Looking the pictures in the magazine
felt more desirable than trying to make conversation with the uniformed
constable.  


After the golf magazine, she flipped her way
through a magazine about football, which to Fenella was soccer and not nearly
as exciting as this magazine seemed to think it was.  Again, she focused on the pictures and
the locations discussed, ignoring the long articles about various players she’d
never heard of and the prospects of the myriad of teams she knew nothing about.


She was just debating between another golf
magazine or a three-month old copy of one of the local
papers when Inspector Robinson walked in.


“Sorry to keep you waiting,” he said as
Fenella got to her feet.


She just nodded in reply, unable to bring
herself to say something polite about not minding.  She did mind, quite a bit, actually.


“Thank you for waiting with her,” he said to
the constable.  “You can get back
out there.”


“Yes, sir,” the man said smartly.


“Right this way, please,” the inspector said
to Fenella as the young constable disappeared into the elevator.


Inspector Robinson took Fenella’s elbow and
steered her through a large room that was packed with desks and people.  Along one wall there were a number of
doors, and Inspector Robinson stopped in front of the one that was labeled
“Interview One.”


“Just in here, please,” he said softly.  He pushed the door open and Fenella
swallowed hard as she took in the plain wooden table and chairs that were the
only furniture in the brightly lit space.


Feeling as if she were about to start
confessing to everything she’d ever done wrong from the time she’d stolen Cassidy
Smith’s cookies in third grade to the speeding ticket she’d talked her way out
of six months earlier, she walked into the room.


“Have a seat,” the inspector told her.


Fenella dropped into the first chair, which
was just as uncomfortable as she thought it would be.  Inspector Robinson sat down opposite her
and pulled out his notebook.


“I’ll be taking notes and recording this, if
that’s okay,” he told her.


She nodded, not trusting her voice as she
felt increasingly close to tears.


The inspector looked at her and then
smiled.  “You’ve had a rough couple
of days, haven’t you?” he said in a sympathetic tone.


Fenella nodded again and then thoroughly
embarrassed herself by bursting into tears.  The inspector jumped up and disappeared
through the door, leaving Fenella alone to sob.  He was back a moment later with a box of
tissues which he thrust at her.


It took her several minutes to bring her
crying under control.  During that
time, Inspector Robinson paced around the room.  Fenella could feel his eyes on her, but
she was too focused on trying to stop crying to care.  When she finally began to feel as if she
were back in control of her emotions, she wiped her eyes one last time and then
looked up at the inspector.


“I’m sorry,” she said, blushing.


“Don’t be,” he told her.  “What you walked into at that office was
pretty brutal.  I should have
expected you to be upset and I should have talked to you first and then let you
get home to rest.”


“Ms. Newstead was upset, too,” Fenella said.


“Yes, but, well, never mind,” he said.  He sat back down next to her and patted
her hand.  “Are you okay to answer
my questions now?”


“I think so,” she replied, feeling like she
ought to be tougher.


The man took her slowly through her day,
which didn’t take long, as she hadn’t done much more than a bit of shopping
before finding the body.  


“Can you repeat your conversation with Mr.
Potter as close to word-for-word as possible?” he asked when she’d finished
recounting her day.


Fenella frowned and tried to remember
exactly what was said.  She did her
best, but didn’t feel as if she’d managed it very well.  “It simply didn’t seem important,” she
told the inspector.  “He wanted to
see me and I agreed to go to his office. 
That was really it.”


“Why did you tell him that Mr. Collins was
dead when you found him?” 


“Because he was,” Fenella replied, feeling
confused.


The inspector smiled.  “Yes, I know that, but why did you feel
the need to tell Mr. Potter that?”


“Oh, because that’s what everyone has been
asking me,” Fenella explained. 
“Everyone seems to think that he must have whispered some last words to
me when I found him, and I have to keep disappointing them.”


“Who exactly has asked you about last
words?”


“Suzy Monroe, for one.  She stopped me on my way into the
building yesterday to ask me about finding the body.”


“Did she now?”


“Yes, as I understand it, she and Mr.
Collins were romantically involved,” Fenella replied.


“Who else asked about last words?”


“Mandy Collins,” Fenella said.  “She stopped to see me last night and
asked me a few questions.”


“The victim’s former wife?  Interesting.”


“She seemed devastated,” Fenella said,
feeling as if she needed to defend the young woman.  “I think she was hoping that he’d called
out her name or something just before he died.”


“Perhaps she’s lucky he didn’t,” the
inspector remarked.  “If you’d told
me that Mr. Collins had called out someone’s name just before he died, that
person would probably go to the top of the suspect list.”


“I hadn’t thought of that,” Fenella
exclaimed.


“So what did Mr. Potter want to see you
about?” the inspector asked now.


Fenella shook her head.  “I haven’t the foggiest idea,” she told
him.  “At the time I assumed he
wanted to ask about last words. 
That’s why I said what I did. 
But even after that, he said he still wanted to see me.”


“So if he wasn’t worried about last words,
what might he have wanted to ask you?”


Fenella looked at him blankly.  “I can’t imagine,” she said.


“Maybe he thought you might have found some
papers or money or something with the body,” the man suggested.


“If I had, I would have left them right
where I found them,” Fenella said. 
“I didn’t touch the body or anything else in the alley.”


“Yes, but Mr. Potter might not have known
that.”


He held up a hand to stop Fenella from
speaking.  “I’m going to send you
home now,” he told her.  “I’ll
probably want to talk to you again tomorrow, but I’ll ring you to set something
up.”


“Maybe we could do pizza again,” Fenella
suggested.


“Maybe, after the cases are solved,” the man replied.  


Fenella flushed as she thought about his
words.  Feeling as if she’d put her
foot in her mouth in some way, Fenella got up and followed the inspector out of
the room.  Back in the lobby, he
spoke to one of the women behind the desk and then turned back to her.


“Emma is going to arrange for a ride home
for you.  I’ll probably ring you
later today to set up another appointment for us to chat.  I’m sure, as we process the scene, I’ll
have more questions.”


She nodded and then sighed as he walked away
from her, back toward the elevator. 



“Constable Smith will take you home,” the
woman behind the desk said.  She
gestured toward a young woman in uniform. 



The woman smiled.  “I’ve heard good things about the
Promenade View Apartments,” she said conversationally as she led Fenella out of
the station.  “I’ll bet the views
are amazing.”


“They are,” Fenella agreed.


The woman drove her back to her building and
then insisted on escorting her to her apartment.


“Inspector’s orders,” she said when Fenella
tried to argue.  “He said I was to
make sure you got into your flat safe and sound.”


The young woman seemed quite impressed with
the view from Fenella’s apartment and didn’t seem to be in any hurry to leave
once they’d arrived.


“Are you quite certain you’re okay?” she
asked Fenella after spending several minutes looking out the windows.


“I’m fine,” Fenella said, just about keeping
herself from sounding totally cross.


“I’ll get out of the way, then,” the woman
said brightly.  “Take care, now.”


The unexpectedly kind words were enough to
crack Fenella’s fragile emotional exterior.  As she pushed the door shut behind the
policewoman, she felt fat tears begin to fall again.  She sighed and headed to the nearest box
of tissues.  The emotional outburst
didn’t last long, but she felt better when it was over. 


“My goodness, I’d have never left you my
estate if I’d known you were such a magnet for trouble,” Mona’s voice cut
through her last few sniffles.


Fenella looked up at her aunt and shook her
head.  “It isn’t my fault,” she said
defensively.  “And how do you know
what’s happened already, anyway?”


“News travels fast on an island this small,”
Mona told her.


“I don’t suppose Mark Potter stopped for a
quick word on his way from this life to wherever he’s going next and told you
who killed him?” Fenella asked.


Mona laughed.  “I thought I told you before that it
doesn’t work that way,” she said. 
“I’ve no idea who killed the man, but whoever it was must have been
simply covered in blood, mustn’t they?”


Fenella shook her head.  “I don’t want to think about it,” she said
firmly.  “Not even for a second.”


“We’ll never be able to help the gorgeous
inspector solve these murders if you don’t put some effort in,” Mona told her.


“I don’t want to put any effort in.  I don’t want to get involved in solving
anything.  I just want to be left
alone to do my research and write my book.”


“I don’t remember you being this boring when
you were young,” Mona said.  “I only
left you my fortune because I thought you’d be fun.”


“Solving murders isn’t fun,” Fenella
snapped.  “It’s dangerous.”


Mona shrugged.  “But think how much better you’ll feel
once the murderer is behind bars. 
Or murderers are behind bars, I suppose.”


“You don’t think they were killed by
different people, do you?”


“Maybe,” Mona said.  “Anything is possible, but it’s hard for
me to guess as you won’t tell me what you saw.”


“How did you know that there was lots of
blood?” Fenella demanded.


“That much was on the radio,” Mona said.


Fenella shook her head.  “It was awful,” she said, her voice
breaking as she spoke.  “There was
blood everywhere and I really don’t want to think about it.”


“The poor man,” Mona replied.  “But who could have killed him?  Did you see anyone else in the
building?”


“No, it was very quiet and it felt
empty.  There must have been other
people in the different offices, but I didn’t see anyone.  I just hope they have security cameras
in place.”


“I doubt it,” Mona told her.  “Not only is that building one of the
cheapest to rent in the city, but I don’t think some of its tenants want any
record of their clients and their comings and goings.”


“You seem to know a lot about that
building,” Fenella said, her tone questioning.


“I needed an emergency dentist last year and
Reginald Hart was my closest option. 
On a Sunday morning, he was the only person in the entire building, but
he told me while he drilled that that wasn’t all that unusual.  He said that none of the other tenants
kept anything like regular office hours.”


“I’m just going to forget all about that
building and Mark Potter and Alan Collins, even,” Fenella said.  “I didn’t get any lunch and I’m
starving.”


She wasn’t really starving; in fact,
thinking about food made her feel queasy, but she was determined to overcome
her emotions and get her life back on track.  In the kitchen, she fixed herself a
sandwich and washed it down with a soft drink.  Everything else felt like too much
work.  When she was done, she felt
as if the food was sitting heavily in her stomach, but she washed the dishes
and then paced around the apartment for several minutes.


“You’re making me dizzy,” Mona complained as
Fenella stomped past her for the tenth time.  “Why don’t you go out somewhere?  You can walk up and down the promenade
or go do some more shopping.  Maybe
you could visit the Manx Museum or take yourself for a drive down to the south
of the island.”


“I’m not ready to tackle driving over here,”
Fenella told her.  “But a walk is
probably a good idea.”  She was
halfway to the door when the phone rang.


“Hello?”


“Ah, there you are, Maggie,” Jack’s voice
came down the line.  “I was just
reading the news from the Isle of Man on my computer and I discovered that you
weren’t kidding after all.  You
really did find a body the other day, didn’t you?”


“I told you I had,” Fenella replied.


“Yes, but it seemed so fanciful that I didn’t
believe you,” Jack replied.


“Yes, well, not only was I telling the
truth, I found another body today,” Fenella said.


“My goodness,” Jack gasped.  “Maybe I should come and visit.”


“Why?”


“Well, to help look after you, of
course.  You seem to be attracting
some rather scary new friends.”


“I’ve just been in the wrong place at the
wrong time,” Fenella told him.  “I’m
fine, and there is no need for you to visit.”


“I don’t know.  Perhaps you need a character
witness.  I’m sure the police are
quite concerned about you, just arriving from America and already in the middle
of two murder cases.”


“I’m fine,” Fenella repeated herself.  “The police here are smart enough to
realize that I couldn’t possibly have had anything to do with either
murder.”  Fenella hoped she was
right in her assessment.


“Well, I still think I should come over,”
Jack said.  “I was just checking
flights and I think I could be there late tomorrow.  I’d just have to get a passport sorted out,
of course.”


“And that takes several weeks,” Fenella told
him. 


“Weeks? 
I’m sure they could make an exception for me, under the circumstances.”


“I don’t think they would,” Fenella
said.  “And anyway, I don’t want you
here.  I’m fine and we aren’t a
couple anymore, remember?”


“I still love you, Maggie,” Jack said.


“And I still care about you,” Fenella
replied.  “But you need to move on
with your life.  I’m already moving
on with mine.”


“Have you been dating other men?” Jack
demanded.


“I had dinner with a neighbor,” Fenella
said.  “But it was just friendly,
not romantic.”


“You sound disappointed,” Jack said
accusatorily.  “We were together for
a long time.  You could at least
wait a few weeks before you start dating other men.”


“I’m hanging up now,” Fenella said.  “I’m going out to do some shopping.  Have a wonderful life.”


“Don’t go,” Jack replied.  “I miss you.”


“I’m sorry,” Fenella replied.  She hung up the phone before he could
say anything further.  


“I’m a horrible person,” she muttered to
herself.


“You’re better off without him,” Mona
said.  “I can’t imagine why you
stayed with him as long as you did.”


“It was comfortable,” Fenella replied.  “And inertia is a powerful force.”


Mona shook her head.  “I never stayed with a man after he’d
outlived his usefulness,” she said. 
“We’re going to have to talk about men sometime.”


“I’m going out,” Fenella told her.  “What are you going to do?”


“Oh, I don’t know,” Mona
said.  “Maybe I’ll finally get
around to changing my looks.  I keep
thinking about it, but then, there is something to be said for being nineteen
again.  No wrinkles, nothing
jiggles, my skin is luminous and clear.” 
She shrugged.  “Maybe it’s
only luminous because I’m a ghost, though.”


Fenella squashed the questions that rushed
into her head.  Her aunt was
probably teasing her again and she didn’t want to be told once more about how
gullible she was.  “I’ll see you
later,” she told the ghost, wondering for a moment if she’d lost her mind.  


In the elevator on the way down, she tried
to figure out what she wanted to do with herself.  The Manx Museum sounded interesting, but
she felt like she was probably too restless to enjoy a museum at the
moment.  Having already explored the
promenade and the shopping district, Fenella simply chose a direction and began
to walk.  Within a few hundred
yards, the road she was following began to rise and she found herself climbing
a fairly steep hill. 


The neighborhood was residential and Fenella
studied row after row of Victorian terraced houses that reminded her of the
office building she’d visited that morning.  After a while she found herself in a
newer neighborhood, filled with small duplexes that looked like they’d been
built in the nineteen-thirties or forties. 
Most of them were very well maintained, and some appeared to have been
extensively modernized over the years. 
One or two were in a more neglected state and Fenella noted that a
couple of the worst properties had “For Sale” signs on their front lawns.


After a while, she turned and began a slow
meander back down the hill toward the sea. 
Choosing to follow a different road, she soon found herself walking
through a street filled with modern office buildings.  She read off the names of the various
businesses, although most gave her no clue as to what was being done inside
their doors.


“RTS Investments, Limited; The George Parker
Trust; Cameo Enterprises; Dovecot Properties,” she read the names on one of the
small and fairly discreet signs by the side of the road.  For a moment she felt tempted to just go
up and walk into any one of those offices and ask them what they actually did,
but she resisted.  Just because she
was feeling restless and out of sorts, didn’t mean she had to start annoying
people.


At the corner she stopped and turned back
toward her own building.  It was
getting late and she was starting to feel hungry.  As she walked across the lobby of her
building, she heard her name being called.


“Ms. Woods?  A moment of your time, please?”


Fenella stopped and forced herself to smile
at Suzy Monroe as the other woman strode across the lobby toward her.


“Hello,” she said when the woman reached her
side.


Suzy frowned at her.  “I just heard that you found another
body today,” she hissed.  “Alan’s
partner, Mark, was murdered in his office. 
Is that correct?”


“I don’t really want to talk about it,”
Fenella said, taking a step backwards. 
“I’m sure the police will have made some sort of statement.”


“But you were there,” Suzy said, grabbing
Fenella’s arm.  “You have to tell me
what happened.  Did someone really
kill Mark, too?”


“As I said, you’ll have to talk to the
police,” Fenella told her.  “I
haven’t any idea what happened.”


“The radio said there was a lot of blood,”
Suzy said, seeming as if she hadn’t heard what Fenella had said.  “It sounded quite awful.”


“I’m sure it was,” another voice broke in
smoothly.  “And I think Ms. Woods
has been traumatized quite enough without you grilling her.”


Fenella looked over at the new arrival,
curious to see who was leaping to her defense.  The well-dressed man was a
stranger.  An expert had cut his
grey hair, and his matching grey eyes looked out from behind glasses that gave
him a distinguished air.  Fenella
knew more than she wanted to about men’s suits, having chosen Jack’s for him
for many years, so she instantly recognized the custom-made and tailored suit,
cut from expensive fabric.  


“Donald?  But what brings you here?” Suzy asked,
sneering at the man.


“I came to have a word with the island’s
newest resident,” the man said, nodding at Fenella. 


“Really?  Well, you’re wasting your time there,”
Suzy snapped.  “She won’t tell you
anything about finding the bodies either. 
She’s most uncooperative.”


Fenella opened her mouth to object, but the
man caught her eye and winked at her. 
“I simply wanted to introduce myself,” he told Suzy.  “I’m quite happy to leave all of the
questions about the dead men to the police.  You’d do well to do the same.”


Suzy flushed and then shrugged.  “Whatever,” she said.  She turned on her incredibly high heel
and then stomped away.  Fenella
watched her until she’d disappeared behind the door to the management
offices.  The man beside her made
her nervous and she wasn’t feeling eager to speak with him.


“Let me buy you a drink,” he said as across
the room, the door swung shut behind Suzy. 
“There’s a lovely and very quiet pub right next door.  I think, after the day you’ve had, that
you deserve a drink, don’t you?”


Fenella hesitated for a moment and then
nodded.  The man, whoever he was,
was quite right.  She did deserve a
drink.


Their eyes met and Fenella felt herself
blushing as he offered his arm. 
“Shall we?”


She took the offered arm hesitantly, which
made the man smile at her.  He
reached over with his other hand and pulled her arm more securely into
his.  “That’s better,” he
murmured.  As Fenella wondered what
she was getting herself into, he led her back out of the building and into the
hotel next door.  Right off of the
hotel’s lobby was a small and dark bar and the man led Fenella to a table at
the very back of the room.


“Ah, Mr. Donaldson, this is a pleasure,” the
waitress who had rushed over as soon as they’d appeared in the doorway
said.  “What can I get for you?”


“What would you like?” the man asked
Fenella.


“A glass of dry white wine,” Fenella
responded, falling back on her standard drink order.


“Make it two,” the man told the waitress.


“If you’re going to have a second round, a
bottle would probably be cheaper,” the girl said.  She blushed as soon as the words were
out of her mouth.  “I mean, I didn’t,
that is, I’ll get your drinks.”


The man held up a hand.  “No, you’re right,” he said.  “You may as well bring a bottle.  But that means I’ll need to see the wine
list.”


The girl nodded and rushed away.  She was back only a few moments later
with a fancy leather folder.  As
Fenella watched, the man studied the list and then shrugged.


“Do you have a favorite?” he asked Fenella,
offering her the list.


“It’s all the same to me,” she replied
honestly.  “I know nothing about
wine.”


The man nodded and then ordered a bottle of
something that sounded expensive to Fenella.  As she was only planning on having a
single glass, she supposed it didn’t really matter.


“Now, having dragged you out of your
building and talked you into a bottle of wine, I suppose I ought to at least
introduce myself,” the man said. 


He smiled at Fenella and she found herself staring
into eyes that looked warm and friendly. 
Could someone fake that, she wondered as she waited for him to continue.


“I’m Donald Donaldson,” he said after a
moment.  “And yes, I’ve always
regretted my mother’s lack of imagination.”


Fenella chuckled.  “Did you ever ask her why?” she asked.


The man shrugged.  “I was named after my father, who was
also Donald Donaldson,” he told her. 
“But you must call me Donald. 
I’m afraid I never have liked any of the conventional nicknames for
Donald.”


“You already know who I am,” Fenella
said.  “Please call me Fenella.”


“No nickname?” he asked.


The bottle of wine arrived to interrupt the
conversation.  While the tasting
ritual was carried out, Fenella studied her companion.  He was almost too good-looking, and
there was no doubt in her mind that he knew how attractive he was.  His watch looked as if it must have cost
as much as a small car and when he moved his arm to sip the wine, she spotted
gold cufflinks.  She’d never actually
seen anyone wearing cufflinks before.


“So, you don’t have any nicknames?” Donald
asked again after she’d had her first sip of wine.


“Back home I always went by ‘Margaret,’” she
explained.  “Some close friends
called me Maggie, but I never really liked it.”


“And now you’re going by ‘Fenella’ instead?”


“It just seemed like over here people might
know how to pronounce it,” she explained. 
“It doesn’t seem like it should be that difficult, but in the US
everyone seemed to get it wrong.”


Donald nodded.  “It certainly isn’t a common name there,
is it?  Still, as you say, it
shouldn’t be that difficult.  It’s
pretty much pronounced the way it looks.”


“Exactly.  But in answer to your question, I’ve
never thought about a nickname for Fenella.  I’m still getting used to using it.”


“I had a cousin called Fenella, and she went
by ‘Fen’ most of the time,” Donald offered.  “Maybe you could try that.”


Fenella shrugged.  “I’m not sure I’m the nickname type,”
she said.


Donald laughed.  “And I don’t know why I’m pestering you
about it.  I think I’m just trying to
avoid talking about murder.”


“As I’d rather not talk about it, either,
I’m not complaining,” Fenella said.


“Alan and Mark were business associates of
mine,” Donald told her.  “It’s quite
worrying to hear that they were both murdered within days of one another.”


“I should imagine it would be.  And I’m sorry for your loss.”


Donald nodded and topped up both of their
wine glasses.  “Thank you.  Neither of them was a particular friend,
but we worked well together.  I know
both men had reputations for finding ways to work around the rules, but I never
had any difficulties with them. 
They understood my position, both legally and ethically, and they never
tested my limits.”


Fenella wasn’t sure how to respond to that,
so she smiled and took another sip of wine.  Whatever he’d ordered, it was
delicious.  Crisp and smooth, it
went down far too easily, she thought.


“And you found both bodies,” Donald added
thoughtfully.


“And neither of them said anything to me,”
Fenella blurted out.


“Said anything?  I thought both men were dead when you
found them?” he questioned.


“They were,” Fenella replied.  “But everyone I speak to seems to think
that I found Mr. Collins in time to hear his last words.”


“That never crossed my mind,” Donald told
her.  “I was more curious as to how you’ve
managed to find yourself in the middle of all of this.  I assume you didn’t know either man
before they died?”


“No, although I’d met Mr. Collins and I’d
spoken to Mr. Potter,” Fenella said.


“Really?  I’d love to hear more, if you don’t mind
talking about it.”


“Mr. Collins knocked on my door and asked me
to list my apartment with him.  I
told him I wasn’t interested in selling and sent him on his way.  That was a few hours before I found his
body,” Fenella said.


“Hmm,” Donald replied.  “I wonder why he thought you’d be
interested in selling?”


Fenella shrugged.  “I haven’t any idea,” she said.


“And when did you speak to Mark Potter?”
Donald asked.


“He called me today and asked me to come and
see him,” Fenella explained.  “I
don’t know what he wanted, but I agreed to walk over to his office.  By the time I got there, well, you
know.”


Donald patted her hand and then topped up
her drink again.  “It seems a very
unfortunate string of events since you’ve arrived,” he said.  “Things can only get better, I suppose.”


“I certainly hope so,” Fenella said quickly.


The man chuckled.  “Of course they will,” he said in a
soothing voice.  “We so rarely have
murders on the island that everyone is talking about poor Alan and Mark.  But I’ve no doubt Inspector Robinson will
have someone behind bars in no time and you’ll be able to settle in and enjoy
your new home.”


“What I’ve seen of the island so far has
impressed me,” Fenella told him. 
“But I do feel as if I haven’t seen much at all.”


“We must remedy that,” Donald said.  “How about some sightseeing on Saturday?  I’m afraid I have to work tomorrow, but
Saturday I could collect you at nine and we could head down to Castletown.  We could go around Castle Rushen.  It’s one of the finest medieval castles
in Britain.”


Fenella hesitated for a moment and then
sighed.  She really wanted to see
Castle Rushen, but something about the man made her nervous.  “I don’t know,” she said slowly.  “Inspector Robinson said something about
having more questions for me.”


“Oh, you mustn’t worry about him,” Donald
said.  “He can talk to you
anytime.  If you’d rather not spend
the day with me, that’s a different thing.”  He took her hand and squeezed it.  “I find you fascinating and I’d love to
show you the island that has been my home for the last fifty years.  I’ve been told that I sometimes come on
too strong when I see something I want. 
If I’m pushing you too hard, just say so.”


Fenella blushed and looked down at the table.  “I just ended a very long-term
relationship,” she explained.  “I’m
not really ready to start dating again.”


“So we’ll just be friends,” Donald told
her.  “And as a friend, I’d love to
show you Castle Rushen.  Are you
free on Saturday?”


“Yes,” Fenella said impulsively.  She might live to regret it, but for
tonight, after half a bottle of wine, she was willing to agree.


“Excellent,” Donald said with a smile.
















Chapter Seven


The rest of the evening flew past as the
pair chatted about nothing much. 
After the wine and some light pub food were gone, Donald walked Fenella
back to her apartment.


“I won’t ask to come in,” he said in the
doorway.  “I’m determined not to
rush you and spoil everything.”


Fenella nodded.  “Thank you for the wine and dinner.  I think it was just what I needed after
my rather horrible day.”


“You’re very welcome,” he replied.  He leaned down and kissed her forehead
gently.  “I’ll collect you here at
nine on Saturday,” he said.  “Plan
on being out for the whole day. 
There’s so much I want to show you.”


He turned and walked back down the corridor
as Fenella murmured her agreement. 
She sighed as he boarded the elevator.  After she’d locked the door behind him,
she walked into her living room and stared out at the sea.  The tide was out and the beach looked
almost endless.  Fenella watched a
young couple walking along the sand, hand in hand.  She sighed again.


“Oh, do stop sighing all the time,” Mona
said.  


Fenella jumped and then looked over at her
aunt.  “Maybe you could try coughing
or something so I know you’re here,” she suggested.


Mona laughed.  “What fun would that be?” she questioned.


Fenella looked at her again.  “You look different,” she said.  She hadn’t turned on any lights when
she’d come in, relying on the ambient light that came in through the large
windows that faced the sea, but now she switched on the closest lamp and stared
at her relative.


“I know, I look older,” Mona said.  “I thought I’d try twenty-seven as a
good random choice.  What do you
think?”


“It suits you better than nineteen did,”
Fenella said.  “Or maybe you just
look more like I remember you.”


Mona nodded.  “I feel more comfortable now,” she
said.  “My late twenties were happy
years for me.”


“Mine were, well, not my favorite years,”
Fenella said.


“You’ll have to tell me about them one day,”
Mona said.  “When we’ve run out of
other things to discuss.  For now,
though, watch out for Donald Donaldson.”


“What do you mean?” 


“I mean, be very careful of the man,” Mona
said.


“You know him?  Or knew him?” Fenella asked.


“I knew his father very well,” Mona
replied.  “And he couldn’t be
trusted.  I doubt the apple has
fallen far from the tree.”


“He seems very nice,” Fenella argued.  “He’s offered to take me to Castle
Rushen on Saturday.”


“You’ll be fine as long as you don’t trust
him,” Mona said.


“I don’t trust anyone at the moment,”
Fenella replied.


Mona nodded.  “If it makes you feel any better, I
don’t think Donald murdered anyone. 
He may even be trustworthy when it comes to his business dealings, I
don’t know.  I just wouldn’t trust him
on a personal level.  His father
cheated on every woman he ever spent time with.”


“Including you?”


Mona shrugged.  “I went out with a number of men over
the years.  The older Donald wasn’t
really any worse than most of the men I knew.”


“Apparently you had quite a reputation on
the island,” Fenella said slowly.


“I refused to conform to established
standards for women,” Mona replied. 
“I lived an unconventional life and that led to rampant speculation
about everything I did.  I will tell
you that I had a fabulous life, but it wasn’t nearly as licentious as everyone
seems to think it was.”


Fenella laughed.  “I’m fascinated,” she said.  “Tell me more.”


“I’d rather not,” Mona said with a
yawn.  “I’m sure a lot more will
come out gradually over time, but there’s nothing so boring as recounting your
life story in tedious detail to someone.”


“I don’t think your life story would be
boring,” Fenella countered.


“Yes, well, you’ll hear more of it as time
goes on, I’m sure,” Mona told her. 
“For now, I want to know what Donald wanted.  Why did he take you out for drinks?”


Fenella sank down in the nearest chair and
thought back over the conversation she’d had with the man.  “I don’t really know,” she said after a
while.  “He asked a few questions
about the two bodies, but I couldn’t tell him anything.  Mostly we just talked about nothing
much.”


“He doesn’t do anything without a motive,”
Mona said. 


“So why is he taking me to Castle Rushen?”
Fenella asked.


“What did he say when he asked you to go?”


“That he wanted to share the island with
me,” Fenella said, blushing.


“I can think of two possible motives, then,”
Mona told her.  “One is that he
thinks you know something about the two deaths that he wants to know and he’s
determined to find out about it.”


“But I don’t,” Fenella said.


“Then he’ll be wasting his time.”


“What’s the other possible motive?” Fenella
had to ask.


“Oh, he might want to take you to bed,” Mona
told her.


Fenella felt herself blushing bright
red.  She and Jack had been together
for so many years that their lovemaking had become almost perfunctory.  If she was honest, that aspect of their
relationship had ended some years before the rest of the relationship did.  The thought of going to bed with the
handsome and sophisticated Donald Donaldson terrified her.


“I think I need to get some sleep,” Fenella
announced loudly.


“You drank too much wine,” her aunt said.


“Maybe,” Fenella said.  She checked that she’d locked the front
door and then headed into the master bedroom.  Mona seemed to have disappeared, which was
good, as Fenella wasn’t comfortable with the idea of changing clothes in front
of other people, even ghostly relatives. 
She made a face at herself in the mirror and then washed her makeup
away.  When she’d crawled into bed,
she let her mind replay the evening with Donald.  She had to admit to herself that she was
attracted to the man, but more importantly, thinking about him just about kept
visions of Mark Potter’s body at bay.


Friday morning was bright and sunny and
Fenella woke up feeling happy to be alive. 
Firmly pushing all thoughts about dead men out of her brain, she
showered and dressed and then decided to find her way to the Manx Museum.  It was high time she started learning
about the history of her new home. 
She was a historian, after all.


She hadn’t used her laptop since she’d
arrived, but now she turned it on. 
The museum had to have a website and no doubt that would provide an
address and maybe even directions. 
Her email server opened automatically and she frowned as it began to
download hundreds of messages.  She
should have been checking them daily, but she hadn’t bothered, and now she had
to wade through the plethora of advertisements and junk mail just in case there
was something important buried in the sludge.


Only two messages were from real people who
didn’t want her to buy anything. 
She quickly deleted the message from Jack, which just reiterated how
much he missed her and complained about how he couldn’t find anything.  That left a note from a former
colleague, asking her for a letter of reference.


Fenella frowned.  Over the years her circle of friends had
shrunk, especially once she’d started dating Jack.  He hadn’t liked any of her friends and
in the early days of their romance, she’d been willing to sacrifice them in his
favor.  But now, so many years
later, she realized what she’d been missing.


“Another reason for a new start,” she
reminded herself.  “You can make new
friends here.”


Keeping that thought in mind, she searched
for the Manx Museum and found their website.  She used a mapping site to find the
easiest walking route from her apartment to the museum and was pleased to
discover that it wasn’t much more than ten or fifteen minutes away.  After writing the directions down on a
sheet of paper, she switched her laptop off and grabbed a light jacket.  Maybe she’d treat herself to lunch
somewhere nice, she thought as she picked up her handbag.  Everyone deserved a treat now and then.


She opened the door to the apartment and
jumped as something raced into the apartment.  “What the devil?” she gasped.  Her hand hesitated as she debated
whether she should shut the door to stop anything else coming in or leave it
open to encourage whatever it was to leave.  Before she’d made a conscious decision,
she found she’d pushed the door shut. 
Now she just had to find whatever it was that had run into the apartment.


As soon as the door was shut, a small head
peeked up from under one of the chairs. 
Fenella took a few slow steps forward, keeping
her eyes firmly pinned on the little head. 
When she was almost within grabbing distance, the head disappeared.


“Oh, now, don’t do that,” she said in a
coaxing voice.  “Come on out and say
hello.”


The head reappeared and two eyes seemed to
study Fenella.


“Come on, you can come out,” she said
softly.  


After seeming to consider it for a minute,
the small black kitten slowly made her way out from under the chair.  She took several small steps toward
Fenella.


“Meeeoooowww,” she said plaintively.


“Well, hello there,” Fenella said.  She stretched out a hand and the kitten
sniffed it before allowing the woman to pet her gently.


“But where have you come from?” she asked
the kitten.  The kitten made another
soft noise.


“Well, that doesn’t really help,” Fenella exclaimed. 
“I don’t speak cat, you see.”


The kitten studied her for a moment and then
nodded.  


“I suppose you’re hungry,” Fenella said. 


The kitten nodded again.


“Are you going to nod at me, no matter what
I say?” Fenella asked.


The kitten narrowed her eyes and then turned
and walked away.  


“I haven’t any cat food,” Fenella called
after her.  “I suppose I could go
and get some, but someone must be looking for you, mustn’t they?”


The kitten jumped up onto one of the chairs
and walked around the seat several times. 
Finally, she stopped and curled up in the exact center of the cushion
and shut her eyes.


“You can’t just come in here and go to
sleep,” Fenella said, feeling a bit helpless.  “I haven’t the first clue what to do
with you.  And you must have a
family that’s missing you, as well.”


The kitten didn’t reply.  Fenella shook her head.  “I’ll have to put up a sign or
something,” she said to the animal, who yawned at
her.  “You’re a beautiful little
thing and a Manx cat at that. 
Someone will be missing you for sure.”


She thought about simply scooping up the
tiny kitten and putting her back outside of the apartment, but that seemed a
mean thing to do.  A quick walk to
the grocery store would allow her to get everything she needed for the animal,
and then, when she found the kitten’s rightful owner, well,
maybe she’d get another cat for herself. 
Jack had hated animals, so she’d never considered a pet, but this was a
whole new beginning.  If she wanted
a cat, she could have one.


“But just one,” she said aloud.


When she opened the door to the apartment,
she looked up and down the corridor. 
There was no sign of anyone looking for her lost kitten and she didn’t
see any other stray animals, either. 
She shrugged.  The Manx
Museum was open until five.  She had
plenty of time to go grocery shopping first.  The kitten hadn’t moved, so Fenella
headed out, leaving the animal sleeping in her favorite chair.


The shopping didn’t take long, even though
Fenella wasn’t sure exactly what she should buy.  In the end, she selected a range of
different types of food along with all of the other necessities that her new
friend would need.  It was all quite
heavy when it was packed into bags and Fenella spent most of the walk home
wondering just how much a little shopping cart on wheels might cost.  She’d seen several elderly ladies in the
shop pulling them around, and they looked quite convenient.   What she didn’t want was for
people to think she was old.


Back at her apartment, she opened the door
slowly.  The kitten didn’t appear to
have moved while Fenella had been gone. 
It took Fenella several minutes to set up everything she thought might
be needed.  Once that was done, she
poured some dry food into a small bowl and set it on the ground next to a bowl
of water.


The kitten wandered in, ate a few mouthfuls
and drank some water, and then strolled away again.


“I wonder if you still need milk,” Fenella
said to her back.  “Maybe I should
take you to a vet and have you checked over.”


When she didn’t get a reply, Fenella decided
to wait twenty-four hours.  By that
time, someone was bound to claim the kitten and then she wouldn’t have to worry
about her anymore.  On her way back
out of the building, she stopped at the management office desk.


“Good morning,” she said brightly to the
young woman behind the desk.


“Yeah,” the girl replied.


“Has anyone reported a lost kitten?” she
asked.


“You’ve lost a kitten?” the girl replied.


“No, I’ve found a kitten,” Fenella explained
patiently.  “I was wondering who
lost her.”


“Probably just a stray,” the girl said.  “Did it have a collar?”


Fenella frowned.  “No, she didn’t,” she replied.


The girl shrugged.  “Someone probably didn’t want kittens
and just dumped them outside.  Not
sure how one of them got into the building, but I suppose it could have come in
with anyone.”


“Can I put up a sign about her down here?”
Fenella asked.


“Management doesn’t like signs,” the girl
said.  “You can take the thing to a
shelter.  They’ll find it a good
home.”


“I’d rather find her proper owner,” Fenella
said.  “She’s a beautiful little
thing.  Someone must be missing
her.”


“Word gets out that you’re taking in strays
and you’ll have people leaving cats at your door all the time,” the girl said. 


“I’m not taking in strays,” Fenella told
her.  “I’m just looking after this
one until her owner claims her.”


“Yeah, I hope you like cats,” the girl
said.  “Because you have one now.”


Fenella sighed and turned away.  She would keep the kitten if the owner
didn’t turn up, but she was certain someone was missing Katie.  And you’ve gone and
given her a name, she chided herself.  You mustn’t get attached.  Katie belongs to someone.  Someone who didn’t bother putting a
collar on her, a voice said.  Still,
maybe she had a microchip.  A trip
to the vet was definitely in order.


Feeling as if she needed to figure out what
to do with Katie before she could do anything else, Fenella headed back up to
her apartment.  When she opened the
door, Katie rushed toward her and greeted her with a cacophony of sound.


“What’s wrong?” Fenella asked.  “I was only gone for a few minutes.  Did you run out of food or water?”


In the kitchen, both dishes were empty.  Fenella refilled the water bowl and then
sat back down at her computer.  A
quick search showed several veterinarians within easy walking distance.  Choosing one at random, she called and
was happy to get an almost immediate appointment.


“We just had a cancellation,” the woman on
the other end of the phone told her. 
“We’ll see you shortly.”


“Katie,” she called to the kitten after
she’d hung up the phone.  “We’re
going on a visit.  Come here,
please.”


Katie walked into the room and looked at
her.  


“Come on, we need to go and see someone,”
Fenella said coaxingly.  “It’s for
your own good.”


She held out a hand and the kitten walked
over and let Fenella give her a gentle pat.  Then Fenella scooped her up and held her
close.  “Please don’t fuss,” she
told the animal.  “It really is for
your own good.”


Katie blinked at her and then wiggled a bit
as if getting comfortable.  Fenella
relaxed her grip slightly and Katie snuggled in.  Grabbing her handbag, Fenella headed out
yet again.  


“You’ve already caused me a great deal of
trouble and cost me quite a bit of money, as well,” she said to the cat as they
rode the elevator to the lobby. 
“But maybe the vet can find out who you belong to and get you safely
home.”


The day was still bright and sunny.  Fenella felt a bit foolish walking down
the street holding a kitten, but she hadn’t thought to buy any sort of carrier
for Katie.  Luckily her destination
wasn’t very far away.  The
forty-something woman behind the desk handed Fenella a clipboard with several
sheets of paper attached.


“You’ll just need to fill these out while
you wait,” she said.


Fenella sat down and sighed.  “You are an awful lot of trouble,” she
told Katie before setting her down on the seat next to her.  Katie looked around the room at the
handful of other people and their pets who were
scattered throughout the space, and then yawned and curled up on the seat.  Fenella was sure the kitten was fast
asleep before she’d managed to answer the first question.


As she knew nothing about the cat or where
it had come from, she couldn’t answer many of the questions on the forms, but
Fenella did her best.  She was
hoping the vet would be able to fill in more of the blanks than she could.


“Ms. Woods?” the woman at the desk
called.  “Mr. Stone will see you
now.”


Fenella stood up and picked up the
kitten.  She followed a young woman
down a short corridor.  The woman
opened the door to the last room on the right.  In her arms, Katie began to shiver as
they walked into the exam room.  It
was very white and cold and Fenella hugged the tiny kitten close to her as they
waited for the vet.


“Good morning,” the young man said as he
walked into the room.  “It is still
morning, isn’t it?  I do tend to
lose track.”


Fenella smiled.  “It’s only eleven-thirty,” she said.


“Is that all?  Right, who have we here?”


Fenella explained about the kitten running into
her apartment and then handed an obviously nervous Katie over to the man.  He began by petting her and speaking
softly to her, so that by the time he set her down on the exam table, she was
purring and didn’t seem at all worried. 
After several minutes, he looked up at Fenella.


“She’s a lovely little thing,” he told
her.  “She’s around ten to twelve
weeks old and she’s been very well looked after thus far.”


“So someone should be looking for her,”
Fenella mused.


“I would expect so,” the vet replied.  “I can keep her here for a few days if
you don’t want her.”


“Oh, no, she’s okay with me,” Fenella
replied. 


“If someone doesn’t claim her in the next
few days, we should talk again,” he suggested.  “We don’t have any way of knowing
whether she’s had her vaccinations, and she’ll want to be spayed in a few
months, as well.”


Fenella nodded.  “It’s a lot to think about,” she said.


“And not something you were planning on
having to deal with,” the man added. 
“I’ll send out an email to all of my colleagues on the island.  Maybe one of them has treated her and
will know where she belongs.”


“That would be great,” Fenella said.


“Her tail has healed nicely, which leads me
to believe that someone on the island must have treated her at some point.”


“Her tail?”


“Did you think she was a Manx?” the man
asked.  He pointed to the tiny stub
where Katie’s tail should have been. 
“She isn’t.  She must have
had some sort of accident that injured her tail.  It’s already healed quite nicely, so it
must have happened when she was very young.”


“Oh, dear, poor little thing,” Fenella said.


“She doesn’t seem to mind,” the man pointed
out.


“So she’s been well looked after but she
isn’t microchipped?” Fenella asked.


“I can’t feel a chip, but I’ll scan her just
to be sure,” he said.  He picked Katie
up gently and left the room.  A
moment later he was back.  “No
chip,” he told Fenella.


“So I’ll keep her for now,” she said.  “You can let me know what you find out
from your colleagues.”


“Will she be an indoor pet?” he asked.


“Oh, yes, definitely,” Fenella replied.  “I live on the top floor of an apartment
building.  I can’t exactly let her
wander in and out, can I?”


“No, I suppose not,” the man smiled.  “As long as you’re keeping her indoors,
I won’t worry about vaccines for a short while anyway.  Let’s see what I can find out.  You can put up some flyers as well, if
you’d like.”  


Fenella nodded.  “I’ll do that,” she said.  “What should I be feeding her?”


“Any kitten food will do,” he said.  “Make sure it’s kitten food and not cat
food, as kittens have different nutritional needs to adult cats.  She’s old enough now to have water
rather than milk.  Keep her water
bowl filled at all times.  I always
suggest that kittens have dry food available during the day, in addition to the
wet food for three meals a day. 
Kittens need to eat a lot. 
They also need exercise and lots of love.”


“I’ll see what I can do,” Fenella said.  “But I don’t want to get too attached.”


“No, I can understand that,” the man
said.  He handed the kitten back to
Fenella and Katie instantly began to purr. 
“Of course, you might not have much choice, either,” the man added.


Fenella sighed.  He was right; she was already too
attached to the tiny black ball of fur.


“I’ll be in touch,” he told her as he
ushered her back to the waiting room. 
“Bethany will take care of you from here.”


Bethany was the woman behind the reception
desk.  Her hair was dark brown, and
Fenella wondered if she colored it. 
Surely no one got to forty without a few stray grey hairs?  Bethany’s eyes were a matching shade of
brown and she somehow managed to make the shapeless medical jacket she was
wearing look attractive.  Maybe her
long and shiny red fingernails helped?


Bethany read through Mr. Stone’s notes and
wrote a bunch of things onto several sheets of paper.  “Here we are then,” she said
eventually.  “This is your total for
today.”


Fenella looked at the number that Bethany
had helpfully circled and smiled. 
It wasn’t nearly as much as she’d feared it might be.


“Mr. Stone has given you a rather
substantial discount,” the woman told her. 
“He does that for people who rescue strays.”


“That’s very kind of him,” Fenella said.  She handed over her credit card.  She really needed to stop using her US-issued
card and apply for one over here. 
Every time she charged something, she was paying all sorts of fees.


“So, you found Alan’s body,” the woman said
conversationally as she handed Fenella her card back.


“Um, yes,” Fenella muttered, taken by
surprise by the question.


“Alan and I were, well, we’d gone out a few
times,” the woman said.  “It wasn’t
anything serious, but I was still sad to hear about his death.”


“I’m sorry,” Fenella said.


“I don’t suppose you noticed what he was
wearing?” the woman asked.


“Not really,” Fenella replied.  “I was rather upset.”


“Yes, I’m sure you were.  It doesn’t matter.”


Fenella frowned and thought back.  “Why do you ask?” she said after a
moment.  


“Oh, I gave him a tie and I was just sort of
hoping he might have been wearing it that day,” the woman said.  She blushed.  “He had a terrible tendency to shop at
charity shops and he would never have anything tailored.  His clothes never fit properly and he
wouldn’t let me buy him new suits or anything like that.  I finally compromised and bought him a
really nice silk tie.  I thought
maybe it would help make him look more successful when he was out trying to
find clients.”


“When he knocked on my door earlier that
day, he was wearing a blue tie,” Fenella told her.  “I didn’t really notice it specifically,
but it sort of clashed with his shirt, which was a different shade of blue.”


Bethany frowned.  “Not the tie I gave him, then,” she
said.  “The one I gave him was dark
grey with a very subtle lighter grey pinstripe.”   She sighed.  “He didn’t really appreciate me at all.”


“Perhaps he was saving that tie for
something special,” Fenella suggested.


“Or perhaps he was an idiot,” the woman
snapped back.  “Oh, he could be
charming when he wanted to be, but I’m old enough to know better, really.  When my husband left, it really knocked
my self-esteem, but getting involved with Alan Collins was stupid under any
possible circumstance.”


Fenella wasn’t sure how to respond to the
woman, so she busied herself with folding up the pile of paperwork she’d been
given and putting it into her handbag. 
None of that was easy with Katie in one hand, but she didn’t want to put
the kitten down on Bethany’s desk.


By the time Fenella was finished with that
job, Bethany seemed to have regained her composure.


“Sorry about the outburst,” she said
briskly.  “It’s been a long week.”


“It has indeed,” Fenella muttered.


“And then you found Mark as well, didn’t
you?” Bethany asked.  “And I had him
at the top of my lists of suspects for Alan’s murder.  I suppose I was wrong about that.”


“Why would Mark have killed Alan?” Fenella
asked.


“Oh, they were always fighting about something,”
Bethany told her.  “I just assumed
they’d started arguing and Mark finally snapped and stabbed Alan.”


“Maybe he did.  Maybe someone else killed Mark,” Fenella
suggested.


“Maybe,” Bethany shrugged.  “I suppose it doesn’t really matter.”


“I’d quite like to see the killer or killers
behind bars,” Fenella said.


“Oh, yes, I suppose so,” Bethany replied
with a shrug.  “Anyway, Mr. Stone
has asked me to ring you in two weeks. 
If you still have the kitten, he’ll want to talk to you about
vaccinations and spaying.”


“Yes, of course,” Fenella replied.  Something Bethany had said was nagging
at her, but she wasn’t sure what it was.


“Thank you for choosing our practice for
your pet care needs,” Bethany added mechanically.


“You’re welcome,” Fenella muttered.  She turned and walked toward the door, Katie
happily snuggled up in her arms.  It
wasn’t until she was standing in the elevator on the way up to her apartment
that she finally remembered something.


“Mark Potter was wearing a dark grey tie
with a lighter grey pinstripe,” she exclaimed as the elevator doors
opened.  Unwillingly, her mind
called up the image of the man behind the desk.  His white shirt had been stained red
with blood, but the tie, pulled partway off, had looked untouched.  If it was the same tie that Bethany had
purchased, she was right; it had been a lovely tie.

















 

Chapter Eight


As soon as she’d let herself into her
apartment and set Katie down to run around, Fenella rang the Douglas police
station on their non-emergency number.


“I’d like to speak to Inspector Robinson,
please,” she told the woman who’d answered the call.


“I can take a message and ask him to ring
you back,” the woman said.  “Or you
can speak to someone else in his department.”


“I’ll wait for him to call me back,” Fenella
told her.


She put the phone down and then followed the
sound of an unhappy kitten.  Katie
had managed to get herself tangled up in the strings for the blinds in the
spare bedroom and she couldn’t seem to get loose.  Fenella quickly rescued her new friend
and then set her on the ground.  


“Now go and play quietly somewhere,” she
said firmly.


Katie looked at her and then walked
away.  Fenella followed as the
kitten walked into the kitchen and began to shout at her empty food dish.


“It is time for lunch, isn’t it?” Fenella
asked, looking at the clock.  She
opened a can of kitten food for Katie and then fixed herself a sandwich.  When that was gone, she found herself
pacing around the apartment, waiting for the telephone to ring.


“This is silly,” she said loudly to herself
after a while.  “Do something useful
instead.”


She turned her laptop back on and spent
several minutes composing a suitable reply to the colleague who had requested a
reference.  She was happy to provide
one, as the man was a nice person and a good historian.  As she was typing, her inbox went “ping”
at her.


Three new emails had arrived.  The first asked for her help in moving
several million dollars from an unnamed African country into the US.  In exchange for letting them use her
bank account, she would get a million dollars to keep.  Fenella deleted the “generous” offer
while shaking her head.  Surely no
one was still falling for such scams these days, not after all of the publicity
they’d received.


The second email was from Jack, asking her
to call him and talking about how much he missed her.  Fenella rolled her eyes and hit delete,
thinking she’d rather respond to the first email than that one. 


She was surprised to find that the third
message was from Mr. Stone, her new veterinarian.


I
emailed all of my colleagues on the island with a picture of your little Katie.  Thus far, I haven’t had any luck in
finding anyone that treated her in the past.  I have a few more offices that haven’t
responded yet, and if they are all negative, I’ll try contacting a few friends
in the Liverpool and Heysham areas. 
I suppose it’s possible that Katie came to the island as a visitor.


“It looks like I’m stuck with you for the
time being, at least,” Fenella told the kitten, who was back on the most
comfortable chair in the room.


Katie gave her a small “merrow” and then
settled in to give herself a bath.


While she waited for the inspector to call,
Fenella began to check into the cost of traveling to London.  Flights seemed expensive, but the ferry
didn’t go anywhere near London and Fenella couldn’t imagine renting a car and
driving herself all around England. 
Still, if she was going to do the research she needed to do, she was
going to have to find a way to get to various sites. 


By the time the phone rang, Fenella had
curled up with a good book.  Katie
jumped at the sudden noise and then leapt down from her perch.  


“No more food until dinner,” Fenella told
her as she watched the kitten head toward the kitchen.  Katie veered to the left and disappeared
down the short corridor where the bedrooms were.  Fenella grabbed the phone on its fifth
ring.


“Hello?”


“Ms. Woods?  It’s Inspector Robinson.  You left a message asking me to ring?”


“Ah, yes, I did,” Fenella
agreed.


“What can I do for you?” he asked.


“I had a strange conversation with someone
today,” Fenella replied.  “And she
said something that’s been bothering me.”


“Go on.”


Fenella told him about her chat with Bethany
at the vet’s office.


“That will be Bethany Carter,” the inspector
said.  “I’ve met her.”


“I didn’t catch her last name,” Fenella
replied. 


“Should I ask why you were at Mr. Stone’s
office?” the man asked.


“Oh, I’ve acquired a kitten,” Fenella
said.  “She just ran into my
apartment and now I can’t seem to get rid of her.  I’m sure someone is missing her, but
until I find her owners, I’m going to be keeping her.”


“A kitten?” the man asked.


“Yes, she’s black and I thought she was a
Manx because she’s missing her tail, but Mr. Stone said she must have lost it
in an accident or something.”


“I see,” the man replied.  “Pets are excellent companions,” he
remarked.  “As well as being a large
responsibility.”


“Yes, I’m just finding that out,” Fenella
replied as she heard a crashing noise from her bedroom.


“Was there anything else?” he asked.


“No, that was all,” Fenella
said.  “I just thought it was odd,
Mr. Potter wearing the tie that Bethany gave to Mr. Collins.”


“Of course, it might just have been a
similar tie,” the inspector pointed out. 
“Or maybe Mr. Collins didn’t like it, so he gave it to his business
partner.”


“I’m just glad it’s your problem and not
mine,” Fenella said.  “Oh, I don’t
think that came out right, but I hope you know what I mean.”


“I do,” the man said with a laugh.  “And I appreciate you taking the time to
let me know what you’d heard.  You
never know when some little bit of information is going to be the piece we need
to solve the whole puzzle.”


He hung up and Fenella rushed to her bedroom
to see what Katie had done.  A
bottle of perfume that had been sitting on top of a chest of drawers was on the
floor.  Luckily, it hadn’t broken or
spilled.  After she’d picked it up,
Fenella tucked it into the top drawer of the chest.  Then she cleared off everything else
that was on top of the furniture in the room, tucking it all safely away.


Katie was stretched out across the huge
king-sized bed, watching as Fenella worked.


“You’re more work than a small child would
be,” Fenella scolded the animal. 
“Small children can’t jump like you can.”


By the time she’d finished clearing away
everything she thought Katie might break, it was time for dinner.  In the kitchen she gave Katie her dinner
first and then fixed herself some chicken and vegetables.  Katie stared at her as she ate, but
Fenella decided not to give in.  


“No people food for you,” she said
sternly.  “It isn’t good for you,
anyway.”


Katie just looked at her for a moment before
she walked away.  With the dinner
dishes washed and put away, Fenella wondered what to do with her evening.  It was Friday night and there was no
doubt there would be a lot of people out and about, celebrating the
weekend.  Fenella thought about
joining them and having a drink or two, but she was tired and she didn’t have
any idea which pubs or bars were welcoming to older women.  The last thing she wanted to do was
wander into a bar full of boys and girls in their late teens and early twenties.  It would probably be better to wait
until she knew more people and could ask them about the best places to go.  


She and Jack had nearly always spent Friday
night in front of the television, often in different rooms, watching different
shows.  On the odd occasion they had
gone out, it had always been to an event for work.  She knew she was feeling restless in
part because she felt like she was now free to go out and she didn’t want to
miss out on the opportunity.  


A knock on her door interrupted her attempt
to find something to watch on the television.


“Good evening,” Shelly Quirk said when
Fenella opened the door.  “I was
just going down the road for a drink or two and I wondered if you’d like to
join me?”


Fenella tried not to sound as pathetically
grateful as she was.  “Oh, yes,
please,” she said.  “I’ll just get a
jacket.”


Shelly nodded.  “No rush, the pub
isn’t going anywhere.”


Katie chose that moment to wander over to
inspect the new arrival.


“What a gorgeous kitten,” Shelly cooed.  “Where did it come from?”


“She just ran into the apartment earlier
today,” Fenella explained.  “I’ve
taken her to the vet and he’s trying to track down her owners.  I’m going to keep her until they’re
found.”


Shelly reached down and scratched behind Katie’s
ears.  The kitten purred
loudly.  “Oh, she’s lovely,” Shelly said. 
“I’ve been thinking about getting a kitten, but I’m not sure I have the
time or the patience.”


“So far Katie hasn’t been too much trouble,”
Fenella told her.  “I’m afraid I’m
going to enjoy having her around a bit too much and then her rightful owner is
going to show up and take her back.”


“If that does happen, I’m sure the shelters
have plenty of other animals in need of a good home,” Shelly said.


“Yes, I suppose so,” Fenella agreed.  She reached down and gave Katie an
affectionate pat.  “You be good,”
she said sternly.  “I’ll be back in
a little while.”


Katie looked at her for a moment and then
replied with a soft “merrow.”


Fenella locked her door behind them and then
followed Shelly to the elevators.  “I
was thinking about going out,” she told the woman.  “But I wasn’t sure where women our age
go for drinks on a Friday night.”


Shelly laughed.  “You’re a good many years younger than
me,” she said.  “But I know what you
mean.  It is hard when you’re past twenty-two
and you don’t want to just drink until you can’t stand up and then stagger home
with some guy you just met.  When I
was married we didn’t go out much, but your aunt nagged me all the time to
socialize more.  She used to drag me
to this pub on a Friday or Saturday most weekends, so now it’s comfortable.”


“That sounds like just what I need,” Fenella
said.  “Somewhere I can feel
comfortable having a drink now and then. 
It’s been years since I went out without a man.”


“It does take some getting used to,” Shelly
admitted.  “But it can be quite
enjoyable in its own way.”


They made their way out of the building, and
Fenella followed Shelly as she turned right and walked past a few hotels and
bars.  They finally stopped in front
of a door with a small sign over it that read:  “The Tale and Tail.”  


“What an interesting name,” Fenella said as
Shelly pulled open the door.


“It’s an interesting place,” Shelly told
her.


Fenella followed her neighbor into the
building and stopped right inside the door, instantly enchanted.  There was a large bar area in the middle
of the room, but the walls were entirely covered in bookshelves full of
books.  In one corner, several large
cushions were scattered on the floor, and Fenella could see at least three cats
dozing on them.  As they walked in,
the half-dozen or so men and women sitting around the bar turned and waved.


Shelly walked up to the bar and ordered a
glass of wine.  Fenella was quick to
do the same.  As Shelly settled
herself onto a bar stool, Fenella turned slowly, taking in the entire space.


“There are couches and comfy chairs
upstairs,” Shelly told her, gesturing toward a spiral staircase near one of the
corners.  “You can just grab a book
or two and go up and sit and read for as long as you like.”


“It’s perfect,” Fenella said.


Shelly laughed.  “It’s pretty special, anyway,” she
replied.  “It never gets much busier
than this, but there is always someone here whenever I come in.”


“I hope they do enough trade to stay in
business,” Fenella said.  


“Oh, we do,” the bartender assured her as he
served their drinks.  “We don’t
attract huge crowds, but we have so many regulars that we stay quite happily
afloat.”


Fenella smiled.  “I think you’ve just found yourself
another regular,” she said.  She
looked around again and then turned to Shelly.  “I have to look at the books,” she said.


“Go ahead,” Shelly replied.


Fenella got up and walked toward the nearest
wall, wondering how long it would take her to look at every single title in the
room.  Far too long, she decided half
an hour later when she’d barely made a dent in the first wall.  There were just too many titles, packed
tightly against one another, for Fenella to go through them quickly.  She sighed.  It would go faster if she could stop
herself from reading the back covers of nearly every book that looked
interesting.  As Fenella had rarely
ever found a book that didn’t interest her on some level, she’d been reading
just about every back cover for every book on each shelf.


“You’ll never get through them all,” a familiar
voice said at her elbow.


Fenella laughed and then blushed as she
recognized the speaker.  “Inspector
Robinson, I didn’t expect to see you here.”


“I think, after hours, you can call me
Daniel,” he replied.  “And I’m often
here on an evening when I’m not working or on call.  It’s a very welcoming place, and as a
new arrival to the island, I appreciate that.”


“And look at all the books,” Fenella said.


The inspector laughed.  “There are rather a lot of them,” he
agreed.  “I usually take one home
with me after I’ve had a drink or two. 
I started on the opposite wall and I think I’ll have enough reading
material for the next seventy or eighty years.”


“You’re allowed to borrow the books?”
Fenella asked excitedly.


“As long as you bring them back,” the man
said.  “Only one at a time, but you
can keep it for as long as you like.”


“My goodness, where should I start?”  Fenella ran her hand along one of the
shelves.


“I’m rereading my way through Sherlock
Holmes’s adventures,” he told her. 
“I’m hoping for inspiration.”


“Good luck,” Fenella replied.  “You should try Agatha Christie as
well,” she suggested.  “Maybe that
would stimulate your little grey cells.”


“At this point, I can use all of the help I
can get,” he said.


“The investigation isn’t going well?”
Fenella asked.


The man shook his head.  “I’m talking out of turn,” he said.  “And after only half a lager shandy.”


“What’s a lager shandy?” Fenella had to ask.


“Half lager and half lemonade, or what we
would call lemonade, meaning fizzy lemon flavored soda.”


Fenella frowned.  “It sounds terrible,” she said.


The inspector laughed.  “It’s actually very refreshing and with
a very low alcohol content.  Even
when I’m not working, I have to be careful.”


“So how dangerous is the island?” she
blurted out after a sip of wine.  “I
mean, I’ve only been here a few days and I’ve already stumbled over two dead
bodies.  I’m hoping that isn’t a
typical body count for Douglas?”


“It’s definitely not typical for Douglas,”
he assured her.  “Or the island as a
whole.  I’ve only been here a few
weeks, but these are only the second and third murders I’ve had to
investigate.”


“Have you solved the first one yet?” Fenella
asked.  As soon as the words were
out of her mouth, she wanted to take them back.  “I’m not questioning your competence,” she
stammered quickly.  “I was just wondering, that’s all.”


The inspector smiled at her.  “It’s a fair question,” he said.  “And to answer it, yes, it’s been
solved.  It wasn’t all that
difficult, actually, as it was related to a drug deal that went bad.  The killer didn’t get what he wanted, so
he stabbed his dealer in the chest. 
He claims he was just trying to get the man to give him a better price.”


“Oh, my,” Fenella whispered.


“Yes, well, luckily for us, he called 999 as
soon as he realized that the man was dead. 
He ran away, but he wasn’t all that difficult to find.  The dead man had his killer’s business
card in his pocket.”


“And you found my card in Alan Collins’s
pocket,” Fenella blurted out.


“We did.  But not in Mark Potter’s.”


“But Mr. Potter got my cell phone number
from somewhere,” Fenella said.  “I
haven’t given it out to anyone aside from you.”


“I’d be flattered if it wasn’t because of
the investigation,” the man replied. 
“But did you ask to be ex-directory?”


“Did I ask what?”


“To be ex-directory,” the man repeated
himself.  “To not have your number
listed in the telephone directory.”


“It never crossed my mind,” she replied.


“Then anyone who calls directory assistance
can probably get your mobile number,” he told her.  


“And the number at the apartment, I
suppose,” Fenella added.


“Most likely.”


“Hello, handsome,” Shelly said as she joined
the pair.  “I’m Shelly Quirk.  I see you come in all the time, but you
always just get a drink and then disappear upstairs.”


“I like to read,” the inspector told
her.  


“Understandable,” Shelly nodded.  “Especially here.  But you haven’t been on the island long,
have you?  Or have you just moved to
Douglas from elsewhere on the island and that’s why you just suddenly started
coming in?”


“I moved across about six weeks ago,” the
man told her.  “So I still feel like
a new arrival.”


“And what brought you to the island?” Shelly
asked.


“Work,” he replied.


Shelly laughed.  “You’ll have to do better than that,”
she said.  “You didn’t give me your
name, either.  Come on, tell me all
about you.”


The man smiled and glanced over at
Fenella.  She smiled back and then
drank the rest of her wine, eager to see how the inspector would handle
Shelly’s questions.


“I’m Daniel Robinson,” the man said after a
moment.  “I moved over from
Liverpool to work in the CID here in Douglas.  I met Fenella when she was unfortunate
enough to find Alan Collins’s body.”


“Oh, you’re the new police inspector,”
Shelly said excitedly.  “Everyone is
talking about you.”


“Are they now?” the man asked with a sigh. 


“Only good things,” Shelly said
quickly.  “I have a friend at the
station and she said you’re not like most of the people who come over from
across and start trying to act like you know more than the locals.  She said you’re smart and hard-working
and if she wasn’t so married, she’d be trying to get you into bed.”


The inspector blushed and then tried to
cover his embarrassment by taking a swallow of his drink.  “Well, I’m glad she thinks I’m smart,”
he said eventually.  


Shelly laughed and then looked at
Fenella.  “He is smart,” she said
brightly.


“And he’s tired and needs to get home,” the
man added.  “With two murders to
solve, I’ll be working tomorrow.”


“It was nice to meet you,” Shelly said.


“And you,” he replied.  “And it’s always nice to see you,” he
added, nodding at Fenella.


“Nice to see you, too,” she said.


The two women watched as the man made his
way out of the pub. 


“He’s gorgeous,” Shelly said as the door
closed behind him.


“Hmm,” Fenella murmured.


Shelly laughed.  “You’re single and as I understand it,
so is he.  If I were you, I’d be
finding excuses to see him.”


“I keep finding bodies,” Fenella
replied.  “I think I’d rather not
see so much of him.”


“You just need to keep coming here,” Shelly
said.  “Everyone comes in here once
in a while.”


“Coming here won’t be a hardship,” Fenella
said, looking around the room.  “I
think I’d quite like to live here, actually.”


“Ooh, that would be nice, wouldn’t it?”
Shelly replied.  “I wouldn’t mind
curling up with the cats.  Their
beds look very cozy.”


“They do,” she agreed, glancing over at the pile
of cats, all of whom seemed to be asleep.


“Shelly, my dear, how are you?” a voice that
Fenella was sure she recognized called from the doorway.


She turned and smiled as Peter Cannell
joined them.


“Fenella?  I didn’t recognize you there,” he
said.  He greeted them each with a
hug.  “I just need a drink and then
I’ll be back,” he said.  


As he walked to the bar, Shelly winked at
Fenella.  “Another gorgeous single
man about your age,” she whispered. 
“I’m sure he’s learned his lesson about younger women.  You’re exactly what he needs.”


“I just ended a relationship that I’d been
in for years,” Fenella said.  “I’m
not sure I’m ready to start dating again yet.”


“Why not?” Shelly demanded.  “From what you said, you weren’t exactly
happy with your ex.  It’s terrible
to say, but no one is getting any younger. 
You need to chase happiness, and when you find it, grab it with both
hands.”


“What about you?” Fenella asked.  “Surely there’s a man out there for
you?”


Shelly shrugged.  “I can’t believe I’m going to say this,
but I have started looking.  Only a
little bit and only from a distance, but it’s a subject I’ve been giving a lot
of thought to lately.  My marriage
was very happy and it’s taken me a while to get to this point, but maybe, just
maybe, I can imagine that I might let a man take me out one day, maybe.”


Fenella laughed.  “You don’t sound at all sure,” she said.


“About what?” Peter asked as he rejoined
them.


“Oh, Fenella thinks I should find a new
man,” Shelly said.  She put her arm
around Peter.  “How do you feel
about older women?” she asked, teasingly.


He laughed.  “Well, a younger woman wasn’t very good
for me.  Maybe I should try the
other option.”


The door to the pub opened again, and as a
man walked in a ripple of something went through the crowd.  Fenella frowned.  “Isn’t that Donald Donaldson?” she
asked.


“Yes, and he isn’t a regular,” Shelly
hissed.


Donald walked to the bar and spoke to the
bartender.  To Fenella it seemed as
if the room had gone strangely quiet. 



“Tell me about him, then?” she
whispered.  “We’re supposed to be
going sightseeing together tomorrow.”


Shelly raised an eyebrow.  “Wow, forget what I said about other
men.  If you can pull Donald
Donaldson, you should go for it.”


“Pull?” Fenella asked.


“Not an American word?” Peter asked her.


“Well, not in that context,” Fenella
replied.  “At least I don’t
understand it in that context.”


“She means you’d be doing well if you were
to enter into a relationship with Donald,” Peter explained.  “He’s incredibly wealthy, even if he
doesn’t have the best reputation.”


“What’s wrong with him?” Fenella asked
bluntly.


“Ah, good evening.”  The man in question was still a few steps
away as he called out his greeting.


“Good evening,” Fenella and the others replied.


“Ms. Woods, this is a pleasant surprise,” he
said.  “I did think about stopping
by your flat and asking you to join me, but it was such short notice, I didn’t
want to appear rude.”


“Shelly was kind enough to bring me here, my
new favorite place in the world,” Fenella said with a laugh.


“It’s a lovely little pub,” the man
agreed.  “I must try to get here
more often.”


“I don’t know that I’ve ever seen you in
here before,” Peter said.


“No, not during evening hours, anyway, but
now I have a small business interest in the place, so I expect I’ll be coming
in regularly,” Donald replied.


“You haven’t bought part of the pub?” Shelly
demanded.


“Oh, no, the pub itself isn’t for sale,” the
man replied.  “I just own a few of
their suppliers now, that’s all.”


“I assume you all know each other, then,”
Fenella said.


“Oh, yes,” Donald assured her.  “Shelly taught my daughter to read and
write.   She still talks about
what a wonderful teacher Mrs. Quirk was.”


“How is Phoebe?” Shelly asked.


“She’s doing well,” the man replied.  “She’s just off to New York City to work
on a master’s degree and enjoy the American experience.  I don’t know if she’ll ever come back
here.  She seems to be addicted to
big city living.”


“She’s a very intelligent young lady,”
Shelly said.  “I could see that when
she was in year one.  She’ll do
well, wherever she ends up.”


“I do wish she would visit once in a while,”
Donald said.  “I do miss my baby
girl.”


“Donald and I have worked together on
projects in the past,” Peter told Fenella. 
“We both have similar business interests, although Donald is much more
successful with his than I am with mine.”


Donald chuckled.  “You do very well,” he countered.  “We should do another project
together.  Everything we’ve done in
the past has been successful.”


“Actually, there was a project I was
considering that I thought you might like a hand in,” Peter said with a
smile.  “I’ll ring your office on
Monday and make an appointment to come in and talk about it with you.”


“Do that,” Donald said.  “I’ve just finished a few little things,
so I have some time on my hands.”


Peter nodded and then pulled out his phone
and tapped a few things into it.  “I
have to remind myself of everything these days,” he said with a rueful smile as
he slid the phone away. 


Donald finished his drink and then looked at
the others.  “Ready for another
round?” he asked.


Fenella hesitated and then shrugged.  Home was just a short walk away.  There was no reason not to have another
drink.  


“Why don’t we get a table upstairs?” Donald
asked when he’d returned with fresh drinks for everyone.  


“I’d love to see the upstairs,” Fenella
said.  “Even though I hate to leave
all of the lovely books behind.”


“There are more books upstairs,” Donald
whispered to her as they walked toward the spiral staircase.


“Really?” Fenella replied.


The staircase was steep, and Fenella was
glad she hadn’t drunk her second glass of wine yet as she made her way up.  Going down might be tricky later.


Donald must have read her mind, as when they
reached the top he grinned at her. 
“We can take the lift down; it’s safer,” he said.


Fenella took a moment to look around the
upstairs room.  Donald was right,
there were more books.  While the
downstairs shelves all seemed to contain hardcovers, these shelves, which
covered every wall, were stuffed full of paperbacks.  There were a few tables with chairs
around them, but most of the room was full of comfy looking couches and
chairs.  Someone sipping a drink and
reading a book occupied nearly every seat.


“It’s like heaven,” Fenella said softly to
herself.


“It is very special,” Donald agreed.  “But let’s sit.”


He led the others to a small table with four
chairs around it.  Fenella sank down
and ran her hand along the nearest bookcase.  


“It would be terribly rude of me to start
reading, wouldn’t it?” she asked with a smile.  “It’s just so hard to resist all these
lovely books.”


“Choose one to take home,” Shelly
suggested.  “You just have to check
it out with the bartender on your way out.”


“Maybe libraries would do better if they
were open at night and served drinks,” Peter suggested.


Fenella found half a dozen titles she wanted
to read just on the one shelf.  Life
and Jack had kept her busy and she’d had little time to read for pleasure over
the last several years.  Now she was
excited to make up for lost time.  


“This one, no, this one,” she said.  She finally settled on a title by an
author she’d enjoyed years earlier. 
“This one,” she said definitely. 


“That’s a good one,” Shelly told her.  “I never guessed the killer, not even
when he or she started confessing.”


After her second drink, feeling warm and
content, Fenella insisted that she needed to get home.  “I’ve just acquired a kitten,” she
explained.  “I don’t want to leave her
alone for too long.”


“But we’re still on for tomorrow, right?”
Donald asked.


“Oh, yes, but maybe just for the morning,”
Fenella replied.  “I’ll need to get
little Katie some lunch, you see.”


“Why don’t I pop over and give her some
lunch?” Shelly suggested.  “Then you
can enjoy your day out and Katie won’t starve.”


“I don’t want to impose,” Fenella began.


Shelly held up her hand.  “It’s no problem,” she said firmly.  “I already have a key because your aunt had
me keep any eye on the place when she traveled.  Leave whatever you want me to give Katie
on the counter and I’ll come over around midday and feed her and give her a
cuddle.”


“That’s that sorted, then,” Donald said
happily.  “I promise to have you
home in time to give Katie some dinner, even if it’s just so you can change
before I take you out for a nice meal somewhere.”


Fenella felt Peter studying her, but she
didn’t dare meet his eyes.  He
seemed like a nice man and she wouldn’t mind if he asked her out again, but no
doubt knowing she was dating Donald would keep him from doing so.


“I’m heading for home, then,” she said.  


“I’ll walk you back,” Peter offered.  “You’re on my way, after all.”


“I should come too,” Shelly said.  “This has been fun, though.”


“I’ll see you around nine, then,” Donald
said to Fenella.  He stood up and
Fenella could feel him watching her as the trio made their way to the elevator.


They chatted about nothing significant on
the short walk back to the apartment building.  When the elevator opened on the sixth
floor, Shelly was first out.  She
called out a quick “good night” as she let herself into her flat.  Fenella crossed to her own door, feeling
awkward about being left alone with Peter.


“It was nice to see you again,” Peter said
as he walked past her.  “Maybe you’d
like to get dinner one night, soon?”


“I would,” Fenella told him. 


“Let me check my calendar and see what I can
manage,” he said.


Fenella nodded.  Her social calendar was empty, aside
from her Saturday plans with Donald. 
“I’d like that,” she said.


“I’ll ring you in a day or two,” he told her
before he let himself into his apartment.


Fenella opened her door and switched on the
lights.  She should have left a few
lights on for Katie, she thought guiltily. 
Katie was in the middle of Fenella’s bed, fast asleep.  


“It’s nice to know I was missed,” Fenella
muttered as she checked the kitchen and refilled Katie’s water bowl.  The cat didn’t move a few minutes later
as Fenella carefully climbed into bed. 
It was only as she was falling asleep that Fenella realized that she hadn’t
seen Mona in over twenty-four hours. 
It seemed foolish to worry about a ghost.  Surely nothing bad could have happened
to a woman who was already dead?

















 

Chapter Nine


Fenella’s nose twitched.  Someone was patting her on the nose,
steadily and repeatedly.  As she
struggled out of a deep sleep, her heart began to race.  Keeping her eyes tightly shut, she tried
to think.  Why would someone be
tapping on her nose?  She hadn’t
heard anyone moving around the apartment. 
Surely she would have heard the door open or footsteps.  Could Mona make physical contact?  It didn’t seem likely.  She turned her head an inch to the
left.  After a moment, the tapping
continued.


“Meerrrooowwwww,” Katie said, sounding
impatient.


Fenella opened her eyes and then
laughed.  “I forgot all about you,”
she told the kitten.  “I was afraid
I was being burgled.”


“What sort of burglar would come in and
start patting you on the nose?” Mona asked.


Fenella sat up and looked at her aunt, who
was standing at the end of the bed. 
“I thought maybe you’d decided to move on,” she said. 


Mona shook her head.  “I’ll let you know when I decide to do
that,” she said.  “I was just busy
yesterday.”


“Busy?”


“Yes.”


A hundred different questions rushed into
Fenella mind, but she didn’t ask any of them.  Instead she looked at the clock and then
groaned.  “Katie, it’s only six
o’clock,” she told the animal.  “I
don’t have to get up for hours yet.”


Katie jumped down off the bed and ran out
the door.  Fenella could hear her
run into the kitchen, where she began to make a tremendous amount of noise.


“Yelling for your breakfast is just rude,”
Fenella shouted.


The caterwauling stopped and a moment later Katie
reappeared in the doorway.


“Merrow,” she said, sounding cross.


“Okay, I’ll get you some breakfast, but then
I’m going back to sleep,” Fenella announced.  She got up and pulled on her
bathrobe.  After sliding her feet
into slippers, she stomped into the kitchen and opened a can of food.  Katie’s water bowl was empty again, so
Fenella refilled that before she headed back to her nice warm bed.


She’d only just settled herself under the
covers when Mona sat down next to her. 
“So, did you enjoy the Tale and Tail?” she asked.


“It was very nice,” Fenella replied before
she rolled over.


“I used to go there nearly every night,
after they changed this building over to flats,” Mona said.  “When it was a hotel, there was a
wonderful little bar on the ground floor, but they turned it into offices for
the management when they converted everything.”


“The Tale and Tail must more than make up
for that,” Fenella suggested.


“Yes, I suppose so,” Moan replied.  “Anyway, it’s a nice enough place and
you’ll get to meet many people there.”


“I think everyone I’ve met on the island was
there last night,” Fenella replied. 



“Really?”


“No, I’m exaggerating.  But I went with Shelly, and Peter Cannell
and Donald Donaldson were both there. 
Oh, and Inspector Robinson as well.”


“And today you’re off to Castle Rushen with
Donald,” Mona said.  “Do be
careful.”


“What do you mean?” Fenella asked.


“But I’m keeping you from getting some extra
sleep,” Mona said.  “I’ll come back
later.  You sleep for now.”


Before Fenella could argue, Mona disappeared
into the other room.  Fenella
plumped up her pillow and turned it over, but no matter what she did, she
couldn’t get comfortable.  Throwing
back the covers, she plodded into the bathroom and took a shower.  She didn’t want to be up, but as she
couldn’t sleep, she may as well get moving.


After her shower, she set a pot of coffee
brewing in the shiny new coffee maker she’d finally remembered to purchase, and
then looked down at Katie who was playing with one of the small balls that
Fenella had given her. 


“You aren’t going to wake me at six every
day, are you?” she asked.


Katie didn’t reply; instead she batted the
ball into the next room and then chased after it.  Fenella walked over to the windows and
watched the waves on the beach and the cars on the road outside for a
while.  It was too early for there
to be much traffic, but a few people were walking dogs along the sand.  


“Maybe I should get a dog,” Fenella said
after a moment.


“Mmmmmeerrrrroooooooooowwwwww,” Katie told
her.


“Maybe not,” Fenella laughed.


“I’d rather you didn’t,” Mona added.


Fenella frowned as she jumped at the sound
of Mona’s voice.  She should be used
to the woman appearing without notice by now, she thought.


“I hope you don’t mind Katie,” Fenella
said.  “I’m only keeping her until
her real owners turn up.”


“I suspect she’ll be around for a long time,
then,” Mona said.


Fenella shrugged.  “I’ve never had a pet before.  She doesn’t seem like too much work, at
least not yet.”


“Let’s try to limit the cat population to
one, shall we?” Mona asked.  “I
often thought about getting myself a cat, but it’s
such a cliché that I never gave into the temptation.”


“Well, this one has rather been thrust upon
me,” Fenella replied.  “I don’t plan
on adding to the family again, under any circumstances.”


“Very good,” Mona said.


Fenella drank more coffee than she should
have.  She always made a full pot
and Jack used to drink more than half of it.  Now that Jack wasn’t around, she’d have
to learn to make less, she thought.


With some time on her hands, she checked her
emails and found nothing but junk. 
Then she searched for information on Castle Rushen.  What she read had her even more excited
about the day ahead.  The castle was
a very fine medieval one, originally built in the twelfth or thirteenth
centuries.  Fenella was amazed that
it couldn’t be dated more accurately than that.  The original occupants had been the
early Viking kings of the island, who had eventually given way to Scottish and
then English rulers.  Its later life
as a prison was no less fascinating to Fenella, and by the time Donald arrived,
she couldn’t wait to see the building in person.


“Good morning,” she said when she opened the
door to the man.  “How are you this
morning?”


“I’m very well, thank you,” he replied.


Katie stopped chasing her ball around to
investigate the new arrival.  She
walked over and sniffed his shoes before allowing him to pat her gently.


“She’s lovely,” Donald said.  “I can see why you want to keep her.”


“I won’t, though, if her previous owner
comes forward.”  Fenella tried to
sound matter-of-fact, but she couldn’t keep her voice steady.


Donald smiled at her.  “If someone else does come forward to
claim her, I’ll take you out to one of the shelters and help you pick out
another kitten,” he said.  “The
shelters always have animals that need a good home.”


Fenella nodded.


“You left food out for Shelly to give her,
didn’t you?” Donald asked after Fenella had slipped on a jacket and picked up
her handbag.


“I did,” Fenella replied.  “You be good,” she said to the kitten who had gone back to playing with her ball.


Donald held the door for her and then waited
while Fenella locked it behind them. 
As they headed for the elevator, he offered his arm.  After a moment, Fenella took it.  She was surprised when he escorted her
to an expensive-looking black sports car. 
As he held the passenger door open for her, he chuckled.


Once he was behind the driver’s seat, he
grinned at her.  “Welcome to my midlife
crisis,” he said.  “I never thought
I’d be the sort to do it, but when I hit fifty last year, I went a little
crazy.  Buying this car was actually
one of the better decisions I made around my birthday.”


Fenella laughed.  “It’s a beautiful car, but I know
nothing about them, really.”


“I won’t bore you with the details, then,”
he said.  “I’ll just tell you that
it was a huge extravagance.  If I
didn’t love driving it so much, I’d have sold it once I came back to my senses,
well, more or less back to my senses.”


Fenella laughed as he switched on the
engine.  The responding purr
reminded her of Katie, and as the car roared away from the curb, Fenella could
see why Donald was so fond of it. 
The drive to Castletown seemed to take no time at all.  Donald parked near Castle Rushen.  When he turned off the ignition, Fenella
smiled at him.


“It’s a wonderful car,” she said.


“You can drive home, if you want,” he told
her.


“Oh, goodness, I’ve never driven a stick
shift,” she said.  “And I wouldn’t
feel safe driving such an expensive car, either.  I’ll happily stick to being a passenger,
at least for now.”


“The offer stands,” he replied.  “Any time you want to drive her, just
let me know.”


He glanced at his watch and then shrugged.


“We’re a little bit too early,” he
said.  “My third wife was always
late for everything, so I got into the habit of telling her to be ready long
before we needed to leave.  Clearly
I don’t need to do the same with you.”


“Third wife?” Fenella repeated.


Donald shrugged.  “As the castle doesn’t open for half an
hour, I suppose I may as well confess to all of my faults while we wait.”


“I don’t mean to pry,” Fenella said hastily.


“If I thought you were prying, I wouldn’t
say a thing,” he said.  “I met my
first wife at university.  We had a
lot of fun together and got married right after graduation.  I started my own business in London and
things went well for a long time. 
Eventually we had the requisite children, one of each, exactly as
planned.  When my son was four and
my daughter was about a year old, Claire was taking the children to visit her
mother and suffered a massive spontaneous brain hemorrhage.  Luckily she’d developed a headache first
and had pulled over to the side of the road.  A good
Samaritan came along in time for her to tell him who to ring but the ambulance
didn’t get there in time to save her life.”


“I’m sorry,” Fenella said.


“Thank you,” Donald replied.  “It was a difficult time but it was a
long time ago, twenty years or more. 
After Claire died, I moved back to the island and began to buy up
different companies here.  I hired a
nanny for the children and, in the time-honored tradition, fell in love with
her.  We were married for six months
before I found out that she was also sleeping with my driver.”


“Oh, dear,” Fenella gasped.


Donald smiled sheepishly.  “You might have thought I would have
learned something from that experience, but some lessons take longer than
others.  I stayed away from women
for a few years, and then, as I approached fifty, I started to feel like I
needed companionship.  My son was
gone to London and my daughter was already planning to leave.  I suppose I was in the wrong place at
the wrong time when I met Brandy.”


“Brandy?” 


He shrugged.  “She was the other half of my midlife
crisis,” he explained.  “We only
went out a few times, but I was totally smitten.  We actually eloped to Las Vegas, which
was her idea, I must add.”


“Jack and I talked about doing that once,”
Fenella replied.  “But neither one
of us was ready to make that big of a commitment.”


“Oh, I was ready for commitment,” Donald
said.  “Unfortunately, Brandy was
only committed to getting her hands on my money.”


“I am sorry,” Fenella said.


He shrugged.  “I shouldn’t be so trusting.  My daughter, Phoebe, said to me, as
everything was blowing up around me, that I should never have expected a
gorgeous twenty-five-year-old to fall madly in love with me in the first
place.”


“Ouch.”


“Yeah, it hurt, but she was right.  As it happened, Brandy forgot to mention
to me that she was already married to someone else, so I escaped our little
adventure with all of my money, even if I lost nearly all of my pride.”


“Imagine that just slipping your mind,”
Fenella said.


Donald laughed.  “Yeah, well, I suppose I shouldn’t even
call her my ex-wife, as we were never legally married, but there you have
it.  The sum total
of my disastrous relationship history.  Your turn.”


Fenella took a deep breath and then
sighed.  “I didn’t date much in high
school or college,” she said.  “I
was pretty focused on getting through my doctorate and then finding a teaching
position.  I went out once in a
while, usually when a friend needed someone to make up the numbers on a double
date or something like that.  After
college, once I’d landed my first job, I met Ken.”


She stopped and looked out the side window
of the car, watching waves on a beach below them.


“I’m sorry,” Donald said.  “You don’t have to tell me anything you
don’t want to.  I don’t want to pry,
either.”


Fenella shook her head.  “It was a long time ago,” she said.  “I should be able to talk about it after
all these years.  I’ll give you the
short version, anyway.  He swept me
off my feet.  I was crazy in love
with him and he said he loved me, too. 
He moved in with me about a month after we’d met.  He was still working on his
doctorate.  He was studying
political science.  I didn’t mind
supporting us both for a year or two.”


She fell silent again, thinking back to the
stupid young woman she’d been.


“Maybe we should leave this conversation for
another day,” Donald said softly.


“No, it’s okay,” Fenella
insisted.  It was high time she
started telling people about her past. 
She’d done nothing wrong.  


“Basically, a year or two turned into nearly
ten years where Ken kept taking a class here and there and kept saying he was
working on his dissertation, but never actually seemed to be writing
anything.  I started hearing rumors
that he was involved with other women, maybe even
students, but I ignored them.  Who
knows, we might still be together, except I got pregnant.”


“And Ken wasn’t thrilled?” Donald guessed.


“You could say that,” Fenella said, unable
to keep the bitterness out of her voice. 
“I wanted to get married and he wanted me to get rid of the baby.  At twelve weeks, while we were still
fighting about it, I miscarried. 
Something went badly wrong and it ended with me being told that I won’t
ever be able to have children.”


“I am sorry,” Donald said.  He reached across the seat to give her
an awkward hug. 


“Thank you,” Fenella replied.  “As I said, it was a long time ago.  I’ve come to terms with it, and now I
suppose I’m too old, anyway.  But at
the time it was hard to deal with. 
Ken left me about a month later, and less than a year after that he was
married and had a new baby.  I think
that was the hardest part of the whole ordeal.”


“I can’t keep saying I’m sorry,” Donald told
her.  “But I really am.”


Fenella smiled.  “On the plus side, he never did finish
his doctorate.  He ended up leaving
the college and becoming a used car salesman.  His wife left him a few years ago for
the man who owned the used car lot, as well.”


“Karma,” Donald said.


“Maybe,” Fenella replied.  “But after all of that, I wasn’t in a
hurry to start a new relationship. 
When I met Jack, we just sort of fell into a friendship that gradually
developed into something more, or maybe we pushed it into something more, I’m
not even sure.”


“And you and Jack were together for how
long?” Donald asked.


“Oh, ten years or so,” Fenella replied.  “It was never a great romance, and by
the end of it we were more like brother and sister than anything else, but the
familiar feels safe, you know?”


“I know, but life is too short to spend it
feeling safe,” Donald told her.


Fenella smiled.  “And here I am, three or four thousand
miles away from my old life, starting all over again.”


“Good for you,” he said.  “And in the interest of new adventures,
and not feeling safe…” he trailed off and then leaned over and kissed her very
gently.


“Not at all brotherly, I hope,” he whispered
as he sat back.


Fenella didn’t trust herself to speak.  The kiss had ignited sparks in her that
she hadn’t felt since her first kisses with Ken.  After a moment, Donald spoke again.


“They should be opening the doors to the
castle.  Ready to go?”


“Sure,” she muttered, grabbing her handbag
and opening her door.  The car felt
far too small and intimate.  It
would be good to get out of it.


Within minutes, Fenella had forgotten all
about the conversation and the kiss. 
She was instantly enchanted with Castle Rushen.  As they made their way across the
courtyard and through a small room filled with informational boards, she
couldn’t resist touching the limestone walls.


“It just feels old,” she murmured.


“It’s been here for a long time,” the man
working in the room told her.  


“So I see,” Fenella replied.  She stopped and read each board in turn,
soaking up knowledge about the castle. 
Donald watched her with an amused smile on his face.


“What’s so funny?” she demanded as she
finally reached the last board.


“You’re really interested in all of this,
aren’t you?” he asked.


“I’m a historian,” she replied.  “And while I specialized in European and
British history, I never actually managed to get outside the US to see the
historical sites I studied.”


“I should take you to Paris,” he
replied.  “And Rome, and, well,
everywhere I suppose.”


Fenella smiled.  “Once I get settled in here, I plan to
travel,” she said.  “But for now,
there are a lot of things to see here on the island.”


“There certainly are,” the man who worked at
the castle said.  “Here, let me give
you a brochure.  This summarizes the
main heritage sites on the island. 
I think you’ll find it a fascinating collection.”


Fenella took the brochure and glanced
through it.  “I shall have to start
planning outings,” she mused, mostly to herself.


“For now, your tour of Castle Rushen starts
with a short video,” the man said. 
“It gives you a brief history of the site, although you’ve probably just
read everything you need to know.”


“Oh, I don’t want to miss the video,”
Fenella said. 


“Of course not,” Donald murmured.


The man opened the door to a small room with
a few rows of benches.  There was a large
television on a stand at the front of the room.  Once Fenella and Donald had taken seats,
he shut the door.  A moment later
the lights went out and the video began to play.  Fenella watched, fascinated as the
castle’s history came to life on the screen.  When the video finished, she jumped up,
eager to see the rest of the castle. 
A door opened on the wall opposite to where they’d come in and Fenella
headed through it, leaving Donald to follow.


Two hours later she felt thoroughly steeped
in the history of the beautiful castle. 
She’d read every informational panel that she’d seen as she and Donald
had made their way around the site. 
The panels showed what each room was used for over the centuries.


“Imagine having this as a prison cell,” she
said to Donald as they stood in one small room.  “It must have been very cold, dark and
damp most of the time.”


“Indeed,” Donald agreed.  “Things are much more comfortable now in
Jurby.”


“What’s in Jurby?” Fenella asked.


“They built a new prison there a few years
ago,” Donald explained.  “People
seem to think it’s quite luxurious, and I suppose, compared to this, it is.”


Fenella enjoyed seeing the banquet room with
its elaborate display of a medieval banquet.  “I can’t imagine eating all of this
food,” she said.


“It might be fun to try,” Donald laughed.


As they finished the tour in the medieval
kitchens, Fenella shook her head. 
“They had to make all of that food in here?” she asked.  “Those poor servants.”


“It wasn’t a good time to be poor,” Donald
agreed.


“There’s never a good time to be poor,”
Fenella said.


Donald nodded.  “I won’t argue with that.”


“Did you enjoy the tour?” the man who’d
welcomed them asked.


“Oh, yes, but I’d love to do it all again,”
Fenella said.


“You’re more than welcome to do so,” he
said.  “There’s no one else here
today, so you can walk through a second time if you’d like.”


Fenella hesitated, looking at Donald.


He shook his head.  “I don’t want to go back around, but
you’re welcome to do so.  I’ll
happily wait for you in the gift shop.”


Her instinct was to refuse so as not to
inconvenience Donald, but then a voice in her head reminded her that she was
just as important as Donald and if she wanted to see the castle again, she
ought to take advantage of the opportunity.


“I’ll go quickly,” she told him.  “And I won’t read the signs.”


He laughed.  “I’ll be in the gift shop,” he told her.


Fenella did her best to hurry, but she kept
finding herself dawdling in front of the different displays, fascinated by the
building that was, by American standards, incredibly old.  When she finally reached the gift shop,
she realized she was hungry.


“I’m sorry, I’ve been a long time haven’t
I?” she asked Donald when she found him in front of a display of jewelry.


“Not too long,” he said with a smile.  “I’ve only bought you one little thing.”


“It’s not nice to tease me,” she said. 


He grinned and then turned to the young
woman behind the counter.  “Thank
you,” he said as she handed him a small shopping bag.


Donald offered Fenella his arm.  “Time for some lunch, I think,” he said.


“I’m starving,” Fenella admitted.


They walked out of the building.  Fenella stopped to pat one of the stone walls before she walked away.  


“You really love that old pile of rocks,
don’t you?” Donald asked.


“I love the history that’s captured inside
them,” she said, trying to explain. 
“I love knowing that real people lived and breathed inside those walls
for hundreds of years before you and I were even born.”


Donald nodded.  “You’ll like this pub, then,” he told
her.  “It’s been a pub since 1708.”


The building he took her to was right across the street.  Fenella slid into the booth Donald
selected and sighed.  “I didn’t
realize how tired my feet were,” she said as she stretched her legs out in
front of her.


Donald sat down across from her.  “I knew exactly how tired my feet were,”
he told her.


“I am sorry,” Fenella said.  “We should have left after the first
time around the castle.”


“Did you enjoy the second trip around?” he
asked.


“Oh, yes,” Fenella said.


“Then it was worth the short wait,” Donald
said firmly.


They ate fish and chips, drank soda and
chatted about the weather and the castle they’d just toured.  Fenella still felt somewhat nervous
around the man, but she found herself relaxing as the meal wore on.


“Pudding,” Donald said after the waitress
had cleared their plates.  “Jam roly
poly, sticky toffee pudding or chocolate gateau?”


“Oh, chocolate anything,” Fenella laughed.


After dessert, Fenella sat back and
sighed.  “I ate too much,” she said.


“But it was good,” Donald said.


“It was, but now I feel as if I must walk
for hours to make up for it.”


“We can walk for a while, anyway,” Donald
said.  “I’ll show you the rest of
Castletown if you’d like.”


“That sounds good,” Fenella was quick to
agree.


They walked away from the castle, through
the small center of the city. 
Fenella found herself window-shopping in the various shops as they went
along.


“We can go in any of them if you’d like,”
Donald offered.


“Oh, no, it’s just fun to see what they have
in the windows,” Fenella said.  “I
don’t need anything at the moment.”


“Maybe you’ll see something you don’t need,
but you’d like anyway,” Donald said.


Fenella laughed.  “I’m trying to be frugal with my funds
until I get more settled in,” she told him.  “I must learn to live within my means,
after all.”


As Fenella stopped in front of yet another
shop, a light rain began to fall.


“Oh, dear,” she gasped.  “Maybe we’d better get back to the car.”


“It’s only a light rain,” Donald said.


A moment later the skies seemed to open and a
heavy downpour began.  Fenella
looked at Donald and they both laughed.


“We could run,” Fenella suggested.


“Or we could hide in the nearest shop,”
Donald said.


He grabbed her hand and dragged her into the
small shop that was closest. 
Fenella looked around at the shelves of plates and dishes, bookshelves
full of books and tubs full of children’s toys. 


“What sort of store is this?” she whispered,
smiling at the elderly woman who was standing behind the cash register.


“It’s a charity shop,” he explained.  “People donate things they don’t need
anymore and the charity sells them to raise funds.”


“And they have books,” Fenella said with a
smile.


She walked over to the bookcase and spent
several minutes inspecting the titles on offer.  In the end, she only found two books she
thought she might like, but at fifty pence each, she was happy to give them a
try.


“That’s a pound, love,” the woman told her.


Fenella dug around in her handbag for the
coins she knew were in there.  As
she pulled out several, she frowned, hoping she could remember the values of
the different coins without having to actually look at them.  Luckily for her, there was a pound coin
in the mix and she recognized it immediately.


“I think the rain has stopped, or at least
slowed down,” Donald told her as Fenella tucked her books into her handbag.  “Should we try to get back to the car?”


“Sure,” Fenella agreed easily.


It was still drizzling lightly, but they
made it back to the car without getting too wet. 


“I’m rather damp,” Fenella
said when they reached the car. 
“I’m afraid to sit in your gorgeous car.”


Donald laughed and opened her door for
her.  “In you go,” he said.  “You won’t hurt anything.”


Fenella slid into the seat and buckled her
seatbelt.  Donald climbed behind the
wheel.  Before he could start the
engine, something buzzed somewhere.


“What was that?” Fenella asked.


“My mobile,” he said, frowning.  He pulled the device out of his pocket
and frowned even more as he read the message he’d received.  After a moment he typed out a reply.


“I had hoped to take you around Rushen Abbey
this afternoon,” he said as he started the car’s engine.  “But it’s nearly all outdoors and this
really isn’t the weather for it.”


“No, I think you’re right about that,”
Fenella agreed as the rain began to get heavy again.


“And I had planned to buy you dinner somewhere
nice, but something has just come up that I can’t get out of.  I do hope you’ll let me make it up to
you one day soon.”


“Of course,” Fenella replied, feeling both
disappointed and relieved at the same time.


“If you don’t mind, then, I think I’ll run
you home now,” he said. 


“No, that’s fine.  I do hope nothing is wrong.”


“No, not really, just something unexpected,
that’s all.”


Fenella looked out her window at the rain,
enjoying the beautiful countryside in spite of it.  Donald was silent as he drove, and
Fenella couldn’t really think of anything to say.  Eventually they pulled up in front of
her building.  Donald parked on the
promenade and climbed out of the car, quickly opening Fenella’s door for her.


As they approached Fenella’s apartment, she
remembered Katie and quickened her pace. 
Donald laughed. 


“I hope you’re just eager to see your
kitten, and not desperate to get away from me,” he said.


“I just haven’t left her alone for this long
before,” Fenella explained.  “I hope
she’s been good.”


She unlocked her door and walked into the
apartment.  Katie looked up from her
spot on the comfortable chair and blinked before closing her eyes and putting
her head back down.


Fenella laughed.  “I wasn’t missed,” she said.


“I’ll miss you later,” Donald said.  “I’m sorry.”


“Things come up,” Fenella said.  “It’s fine, really.”


“Yes, well, I will make it up to you,” he
replied.  “And in the meantime, this
really is for you.”


He handed her the bag from the castle’s gift
shop.  Fenella opened her mouth to
protest, but he put a finger against her lips.


“It’s just a little something,” he
said.  “I hope you like it.” 


He turned and walked to the door before
Fenella could reply.  As he pulled
the door open, he smiled at her. 
“I’ll ring you,” he said before he walked out.


Fenella stared at the door
as it swung shut.  “Yeah, you do
that,” she muttered.
















Chapter Ten


“What did he get you, then?” Mona asked.


Fenella shrugged and looked at her
aunt.  “I can’t keep it, whatever it
is.”


“Whyever not?  It’s rude to give back gifts.”


“But I barely know the man,” Fenella
argued.  “He shouldn’t be buying me
presents, not until we get to know each other better.”


“Oh, nonsense,” Mona replied.  “Life is too short to worry about silly
rules like that.  If a man wants to
buy you a gift, you should take it and enjoy it.”


“What if there are strings attached?”


“Ignore them,” Mona advised. 


“It isn’t that easy.”


“Of course it is.  Donald Donaldson can afford to buy you a
whole house full of trinkets and never even notice a dip in his bank balance.  If he were expecting some sort of quid
pro quo for this, you’d already know about it.”


“I still feel funny about it,” Fenella said.


“Maybe you should open it before you get
yourself all worked up about it,” Mona suggested.  “If it’s a refrigerator magnet or a key
ring, you won’t be nearly so bothered, will you?”


“Well, no,” Fenella admitted with a
laugh.  She put the bag down on the
nearest table and pulled out the neatly wrapped package.  The wrapping paper was Manx plaid and she
found herself unwrapping the gift carefully to keep the paper nice.


“I could come back tomorrow, if you think
you’ll have it opened by then,” Mona said sarcastically.


Fenella stuck her tongue out at the woman
and then ripped open the last bit of paper.  She set the paper on the table and then
looked at the small box she’d revealed.


“It looks as if it’s jewelry,” Mona said
excitedly.


“Oh, I hope not,” Fenella
said anxiously.


She lifted the lid and then gasped.  Inside the box was a gold pendant in a
fancy Celtic design.  A blue stone
was set into the bail that held the pendant onto a heavy gold chain.


“It’s very pretty,” Mona said. 


“It looks expensive,” Fenalla said.


“I’m sure it was.  Donald has good and expensive taste.”


“I can’t keep it.”


Mona sighed.  “Here we go again,” she said.  “Of course you can keep it.  Try it on.”


Fenella hesitated and then gave in to
temptation.  The necklace was
beautiful and she loved the design and the sparkling stone.  She couldn’t resist seeing how it looked
on her neck.


“It’s really pretty,” she said with a sigh
as she modeled it in her bedroom mirror.


“It is and it suits you,” Mona agreed.  “You must remember to thank Donald the
next time you see him.”


“Yeah, that’s the part that worries me,”
Fenella replied.


Mona shook her head.  “You worry too much.  Just relax and enjoy life.  This is meant to be a new
beginning.  Start by giving yourself
permission to just enjoy whatever life brings without obsessing over every
detail.”


Fenella shrugged.  “I don’t know if I can do that,” she
said.


“If you want something to worry about, worry
about the murderer,” Mona told her. 
“He or she is still running around out there.”


“I’d rather not think about that.”


“But you should.  I’m sure, if we tried, we could solve
the case.”


“We don’t have the first clue how to solve a
murder,” Fenella said.


“On the contrary, how many murder mysteries
have you read in your lifetime?” Mona asked.


“Oh, hundreds, but fiction is very different
to real life.”


“Is it? 
I’ve probably read thousands. 
I think, between us, we have a good chance of solving the case.”


“And I think we should leave everything to
Inspector Robinson.  It’s his job
and he’s far better equipped to deal with it than we are.”


“We can at least talk about the suspects,”
Mona argued.  “I’ve been mulling
them over.  I have to admit that
Mark Potter was my favorite, though. 
I don’t suppose he could have committed suicide?”


Fenella thought back to the blood-soaked
crime scene she’d discovered.  “No,
I don’t think so,” she said with a shudder.


“Okay, so that lets him out, assuming the
same killer killed both men.”


“I’m going to start dinner,” Fenella
said.  “You can talk all you want,
but I’m not interested.”


“Oh, come on.  Indulge me for a minute or two.  It’s okay for you; you get to go out to
Castle Rushen and the Tale and Tail. 
I’m stuck here, day after day, with nothing to do but think.  And all I can think about is
murder.  I’m worried about you.  I want to see the killer behind bars
soon.”


“I do as well, but I can’t see where our
talking about it is going to help in any way,” Fenella said.


“It can’t hurt,” Mona replied.  “And it’s quite interesting.”


Fenella walked into the kitchen and smiled
at the note that Shelly had left her.


Katie
and I played with her ball for half an hour before I gave her the food you left
out.  I also refilled her water with
fresh.  She was very well behaved.  I’m happy to look after her anytime and
if the owners don’t turn up and you decide not to keep her yourself, please let
me know.


“Ha,” Fenella said.  “If her owners don’t turn up, she’s all
mine.”


“Yes, I do think you might want to get
Shelly a kitten,” Mona said.  “She
was here for ages, playing with Katie. 
I think she’s rather lonely, really.”


“I’m sure Mr. Stone will know where she
could get an animal that needs a good home.  I’ll have to ask him the next time I
take Katie to see him.”


“Assuming Katie’s owner doesn’t turn up,”
Mona added.


“Well, yes,” Fenella said with a frown.  She was already far too attached to the
small kitten.  She needed to
remember that Katie wasn’t really hers.


“So, in detective stories they always focus
on the three key points,” Mona said as Fenella sliced a chicken breast into
pieces.  


“What key points?”


“Means, motive and opportunity,” Mona told
her.  “That’s what we have to
consider for each suspect.”


“But we don’t know who the suspects are,”
Fenella pointed out.


“We know some of them,” Mona replied.  “You need to ring the inspector and see
what you can learn from him.”


“He isn’t going to tell me anything about
the investigation.  I’m a suspect,
if nothing else.”


“Right, never mind, let’s talk about what we
do know,” Mona said.  “My favorite
suspect was Mark Potter, and for the first murder, thanks to Kara Newstead, we
know he didn’t have an alibi.”


“We do? 
I don’t remember that.”


“She said something about him not being at
the office the day Mr. Collins died,” Mona reminded her. 


“Yes, but that doesn’t mean he didn’t have
an alibi.  Maybe he was in meetings
in the south of the island all day,” Fenella argued.


“Maybe,” Mona shrugged.  “It doesn’t really matter, though.  For now I think we should assume the
same killer killed both men, which lets Mr. Potter off the hook.”


“I’m sure he’d rather still be alive and a
suspect,” Fenella remarked.


“No doubt,” Mona agreed.  “Anyway, I was thinking that both
partners being killed makes it seem likely that the murders are related to the
business.”


“I suppose,” Fenella said, doubtfully.


“We know Alan Collins had a string of women
friends, any of whom might have decided to kill him, but I can’t see why they
would then turn around and kill his business partner, can you?”


“Maybe the killings aren’t even connected,”
Fenella suggested.  “Maybe Mr.
Collins was killed by an angry ex-girlfriend and Mr. Potter was killed by a
random burglar or one of his exes or something.”


Mona sighed.  “You’re just trying to make this more
difficult,” she said.  “The only way
to do this properly is to approach it logically.”


Fenella threw her chicken pieces into a
frying pan with an onion and some red pepper.  As that cooked, she slid a tray of
frozen French fries into her oven. 
“It’s all a waste of time, anyway,” she said.


“Okay, then, tell me about your day with
Donald.  How did that go?”


Fenella flushed and then sighed.  “Okay, how do you want to approach the
murder investigation?” she asked.


“Get a pen and paper.  We’ll start by making a list of
suspects,” Mona said.  


Fenella stirred the chicken and vegetables
and then found a notepad and a pen. 
“Okay, who’s first?”


“I suppose you should put Mark Potter on the
list,” Mona said.  “As a suspect for
the first murder.  We want our list
to be as complete as possible.”


Fenella wrote his name on the pad.  “If we assume he didn’t have an alibi,
then what about means and motive?” she asked.


“You said Mr. Collins was stabbed,” Mona
replied.  “Anyone could get a knife,
surely?”


“I suppose so.  I didn’t get a good look at it, but the
knife didn’t look like anything special.”


“So he had the means to do it.  Presumably he knew where his partner was
going to be that morning.”


“But what about a motive?”


“Everyone knew they were always fighting,”
Mona said.  “I’d heard rumors, and
I’d only met Mr. Collins once and never met Mr. Potter.  Presumably, if Mr. Potter did it, it was
because one of their business deals went badly wrong.”


“But we know he didn’t do it, because he
ended up dead as well,” Fenella added, making a note on the paper.


“Right, next suspect, Donald Donaldson,”
Mona announced.


Fenella wrote the name on her list, feeling
oddly reluctant to consider the man as a suspect in two murders.


“I think we can assume just about everyone
had the means to do it,” Mona said. 
“As I said before, knives are fairly easy to come by.  You should ask Donald where he was the
morning that Mr. Collins died and also where he was on Thursday.”


“Oh, sure, I’ll just call him and say,
‘Thanks for the necklace.  By the
way, do you have an alibi for either of the murders that recently
happened?  I’m just curious.’  That will work out fine, I’m sure.”


Mona laughed.  “I was hoping you’d be able to be a bit
more subtle than that,” she said. 
“We’re going to have to work on that, I think.”


“I’m really not comfortable with the idea
that Donald killed anyone,” Fenella said. 
“I spent the day with him. 
He certainly doesn’t strike me as a murderer.”


“Murderers can be charming,” Mona told
her.  


Fenella sighed.  “So I’d better keep Donald at arm’s
length, just in case.”


“Let’s move on,” Mona suggested.  “What about Suzy Monroe?”


“Well, she was certainly in the right place
to kill Mr. Collins,” Fenella said. 
“And she isn’t terribly nice, but that’s a long way away from murder.”


“Can you think of any reason why she’d kill
Mr. Potter?” Mona asked.


“I don’t know anything about Mr.
Potter.  Was he married or single,
for instance?”


“You’ll have to ask Inspector Robinson,”
Mona said.


“Sure, because he’ll be eager to tell me all
about the case.”


“If you tell him you want to pay your
respects to the man’s family, he might tell you something interesting,” Mona
said.


“Yeah, and then I might have to go and visit
some devastated widow or something,” Fenella shivered.  “I think having to talk to Mandy Collins
was bad enough.”


“What about her as the killer?” Mona asked.


“She seemed genuinely upset when she was
here,” Fenella replied.  “And I
can’t see why she’d kill Mr. Potter, either.”


“Maybe she was still heir to her
ex-husband’s share of the business,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “And maybe she decided to get rid of Mr.
Potter so she could get her hands on the whole business.”


“Surely Mr. Potter will have his own heirs
for his share,” Fenella argued.


“That’s something else you need to find
out,” Mona said.


“Yeah, sure,” Fenella muttered.


She used a spatula to pile her French fries
onto a plate and then tipped the contents of the frying pan next to them.  Getting a soda from the fridge, she sat
down at the table with her dinner.


“You could try asking Doncan Quayle about
the wills,” Mona said.  “I don’t
think he would have been the advocate for either of the men, but he might know
who is, and the contents of their wills might be common knowledge.”


“Maybe,” was all Fenella said around a
mouthful of chicken.


Mona frowned.  “What about Bethany Carter?” she asked.


“The woman from the vet’s office?  I know she said she’d dated Mr. Collins,
but she seems unlikely as a murder suspect.”


“We need to consider everyone,” Mona told
her.  Fenella wrote the woman’s name
on her list.  


“Is that everyone?” Fenella asked.


“Oh, it isn’t even close,” Mona replied. 
“Peter Cannell has to be on the list, and so does his horrid ex-wife,
Shannon.  I almost hope it was her,
as I’d like to see her in prison.”


“Why?”


“She treated poor Peter very badly,” Mona
told her.  “He was an idiot, of
course, but she really took advantage of him.”


Fenella added their names to the list as
well.  “I suppose we should add Kara
Newstead as well,” she said. 
“Although I don’t know anything about her.”


“She was the secretary at the business,
right?  Maybe she was stealing from
them or something.”


“Anything’s possible,” Fenella
muttered.  She wrote Kara’s name on
the bottom of the list and then slid the pad across the table.  “Is that everyone now?”


“I can’t think of anyone else, but, of
course, there could be many other suspects we know nothing about.  Now you have to talk to Inspector
Robinson and try to find out who we’ve missed, and then try to eliminate a few
names so that we can focus on the others.”


“And then what?”


“And then we’ll work out which one really
did it and you can tell the inspector and we’ll all sleep better.”


“Do ghosts sleep?” Fenella asked.


“Not exactly,” Mona replied.  “But you’ll sleep better, anyway.”


“I’m not having any trouble sleeping.”


“But the longer this drags on, the harder it
will be for you to sleep,” Mona predicted. 



“So do you have a favorite suspect?” Fenella
asked after she’d finished eating. 
She pulled a tub of ice cream from the freezer and settled into one of
the chairs in the living room.  Katie
had eaten her dinner and then moved back onto the most comfortable of the
chairs, but Fenella didn’t really mind.


“If I didn’t know Peter so well, I might
suspect him,” Mona told her.  “I
keep thinking that stabbing someone is something a man would do, not a woman.”


“And yet the vast majority of our suspects
are women,” Fenella pointed out.


“I suppose Donald is a good possibility,”
Mona said thoughtfully.  “He’s a
ruthless businessman.”


Fenella’s hand moved to her throat and she
felt the cool, smooth pendant under her touch.  “I really hope it isn’t him,” she said
softly.


Mona frowned.  “I’m sure there must be other men out
there that Mr. Collins upset.  No
doubt the inspector is looking into all of his business deals.”


“No doubt,” Fenella agreed.


“So you really must speak to him about it,”
Mona said.  “Perhaps he’ll be at the
Tale and Tail again tonight.”


“I can’t ask him about the murders,” Fenella
said insistently.


“Just have a chat with the man.  Ask him how things are going, make small
talk, and then sneak a few questions in. 
How difficult can it be?”


Fenella just stared at her aunt for a moment
and then rolled her eyes.  “I wasn’t
going to go out tonight,” she said. 
“I was going to curl up with a good book.”


“It’s Saturday night,” Mona said.  “I went out every Saturday night from
the time I was seventeen until the week before I died.  You can’t sit at home on a Saturday
night.”


“I haven’t been out on a Saturday night in
years,” Fenella replied.  “And I’d
feel strange walking into the pub on my own.”


“So go and get Shelly and take her with
you.  Or Peter.  I’m sure either of them would be
delighted.  They’re both probably
going anyway.”


“Yes, well, they haven’t invited me to tag
along, so maybe they don’t want me there,” Fenella said, feeling friendless and
alone.


“Nonsense, they thought you were going to be
out with Donald, that’s all.”


Fenella might have argued further, but
someone knocked on her door.


“I just wanted to make sure you got home in
time to give Katie her evening meal,” Shelly said.  “Are you going out soon?”


“Oh, no, not at all.  Something came up and Donald had to
cancel our dinner plans.”


“Too bad,” Shelly said.  “Do you want to come down to the pub
with me, then?”


Fenella glanced over at Mona, who gave her a
smug grin.  “Yeah, I’d like that,”
she told the older woman.  “Can you
give me ten minutes to freshen up?”


“Sure, I’ll stop back,” Shelly
agreed.  “I need some fresh lipstick
myself.”


Fenella quickly ran a brush through her hair
and touched up her makeup.  “Stop
fussing,” she told herself as she powdered her nose.  “You aren’t going on a date, this is
just a fun night out with a friend.”


“You should always make an effort,” Mona
said from behind her.  “You never
know whom you might see when you’re out.”


Fenella rolled her eyes and shrugged at her
reflection.  “I suppose I’ll have to
do,” she said.


“You could put on a dress,” Mona
suggested.  “It’s Saturday night.”


“I don’t usually wear skirts or dresses,”
Fenella said.  “They’re far too much
bother.”


“Which means you haven’t shaved your legs
today,” Mona guessed.


Fenella ignored her and headed into the kitchen.  She refilled Katie’s water bowl and
added a handful of dry food to her food bowl.  Katie brushed past her to take a few
bites and a drink.


“You behave, then,” Fenella told Katie.  “I’ll be back soon.”


Katie blinked at her and then walked back to
the living room.  She stood next to
her favorite chair and began to shout.


“What’s the matter?” Fenella asked.  She walked into the room and found Mona
sitting in the chair that Katie usually occupied.  


“Really?” Fenella sighed.  “Are you two going to fight over that
chair?”


“It’s the most comfortable chair in the
room,” Mona said. 


“Does that matter?” Fenella asked. 


“Comfort is important to everyone, even
ghosts,” Mona said.


Fenella sighed.  “Katie, can’t you sit somewhere else?”
she asked.


Katie gave her a petulant look and then
jumped up onto the couch.  She
walked around in a circle, sniffing and poking at the cushions.  Finally, she settled herself into the
corner, snuggling in and resting her head on her front paws.  


“You two be nice to each other,” Fenella
said sternly.  Shelly’s knock on the
door precluded any reply.


“All ready?” Shelly asked.


Fenella looked at her friend’s fire-engine red dress and matching high heels.  “Maybe I should change,” she said,
glancing down at her jeans and sweater.


“You’re fine,” Shelly told her.  “I’ll be overdressed, but it makes me
happy to dress up once in a while. 
Hubby and I didn’t go out very often, so when we did, I used to dress
up.  Now I try to dress up every
chance I get.  Life’s too short to
keep your posh clothes for special occasions.”


“I don’t really have posh clothes,” Fenella
said with a laugh.  “Jack and I
never really went out anywhere except to work functions when we absolutely had
to.  I just wore my business suits
to those things.”


“We should go shopping,” Shelly told
her.  “And stop looking so
worried.  I know my clothes are a
bit flashy, but they make me happy. 
I actually have very good taste and I promise to help you find things
that suit you and that you really like. 
I know bright colors aren’t for everyone.”


“You look lovely in that red,” Fenella told
her.  “Maybe I should try adding a
little bit of color to my wardrobe. 
I do tend to favor black and grey.”


“You should highlight your hair, too,”
Shelly said.  “You’re too young for
that dark, all-over color.”


Fenella blushed and ran a hand through her
hair.  “I just wanted to hide the
grey,” she explained.


“And I need to learn to think before I
speak,” Shelly said.  “It’s lovely,
really, but I think it would be better if you put some lighter streaks through
it.  But don’t pay any attention to
me.  You do what you want.”


“She’s right,” Mona said from where she was
still sitting in the comfortable chair.


Fenella looked over at her and shook her
head.  “I think I really need a
drink,” she said firmly.


“Let’s go,” Shelly said brightly, clearly
pleased that Fenella had dropped the subject.


“Don’t forget to ask the inspector about the
investigation,” Mona called after her. 
“We need to know who has an alibi and who doesn’t.”


Fenella rolled her eyes at her aunt and
quickly followed Shelly out of the apartment.  There had to be a way to get rid of
Aunty Mona, didn’t there?


The pub was about half full when Shelly and
Fenella arrived.  They got drinks,
and then Shelly looked at Fenella.


“I need to go and say ‘hello’ to a few
people.  Do you want to come and
meet some of my other friends, or do you want to look at the books?”


Fenella debated for a whole second before
she grinned sheepishly at Shelly. 
“I’d really like to look at the books,” she admitted.


“Off you go,” Shelly
laughed.  “The man is a former
colleague who is one of the most boring men I know and his wife is
empty-headed.  If I thought you’d
actually want to be friends with either of them, I’d drag you over, but you’re
better off with the books.


Fenella laughed and headed to the nearest
bookcase, her glass of wine in hand. 
She found she couldn’t resist pulling out nearly every title to read the
back covers, so she didn’t make much progress.  Within a few minutes, she’d found a book
that interested her enough that she opened the cover and began to read.


“Something interesting?” a voice asked.


“Most books interest me,” she confessed to
Inspector Robinson with a rueful shrug.


“I know what you mean,” he agreed.  “I can read just about anything, except
police procedurals.  I don’t mind if
a murder mystery gets a few little things wrong when it comes to the police
work, but when the whole book is about how the police operate, I expect them to
get things right.”


“I don’t read historical fiction for much
the same reason,” Fenella replied. 
“I know the authors do research, but as soon as I find a single mistake,
I can’t bring myself to read any further, and there’s nearly always a mistake
in the first ten pages.”


The inspector nodded.  “I shouldn’t interrupt you, though,” he
said.


“No, it’s fine,” Fenella
told him.  “Actually, now that
you’ve mentioned it, I’d love to hear more about how the police really do
work.  I’ve never been caught in the
middle of two murder investigations before and I know you must be doing
everything you can to solve the cases. 
Can you tell me anything about what you’re doing?”


“Only in the most general terms,” he
replied.  “Are you sure this is
something you want to talk about on a Saturday night?”


Fenella laughed.  “I love murder mysteries, but being
caught up in one is so very different. 
I’d love hear more about the cases, if you don’t mind spending your
night off talking about work.”


He gave her a thoughtful look and then
shrugged.  “Why don’t we get a table
upstairs?” he suggested.


Fenella followed the man up the winding
staircase, waving at Shelly as they went. 
Shelly smiled and waved back.


The inspector chose a small table in the
back corner of the room, and Fenella slid into one of the chairs with her mind
racing.  She’d do her best to learn
what she could, but there was no way she was going to be able to get answers to
all of Mona’s questions.


“So what did you want to know?” the man
asked once they were settled.


“As I said, I’ve always loved reading murder
mysteries,” Fenella told him.  “But
I’ve never been caught in the middle of a murder investigation before.  I’m just curious how you go about
finding the killer, that’s all.”


“I can’t give you any specifics as they
apply to this case,” he warned. 
“But I’ll tell you a little bit about the process, if you’d like.”


“Yes, please,” Fenella
said.  The man probably thought she
was strange, but there wasn’t much she could do about that.  Even though she told herself she was
doing this for Mona’s benefit, she definitely wanted to see the crimes solved,
and she quite liked the idea of helping, if she could.


“The first job for the police is for the
crime scene technicians, really,” the inspector told her.  “Sometimes they’re able to find
fingerprints or DNA or some other physical evidence that makes my job a lot
easier.”


Fenella nodded.  “And there seem to be new advances in
those areas all the time.”


“Yes and no,” he replied.  “The field is progressing rapidly, but
the basics remain the same.  And
good old-fashioned detective work remains the same as well.  It would be wonderful if every murderer
simply left their fingerprints on the murder weapon, but that rarely happens.”


“Everyone knows about fingerprints,” Fenella
remarked.


“They do.  And more and more people know about DNA
and physical evidence.  As our
technology has improved, clever criminals have started getting smarter.”


“Oh, dear,” Fenella said, sighing.  “And as no one has been arrested yet,
I’m guessing you didn’t get much physical evidence for the two murders I’m,
well, um, that I know about.”


He smiled.  “I can’t really discuss the cases, but
if we did have clear and unimpeachable physical evidence, we would have made an
arrest by now.”


“So what happens next?”


“We start trying to find out everything we
can about our victim.  We find out
who he or she was friends with, whether they had any enemies, how close they
were to their family, really, everything we can learn.”


“And all of those people are suspects?”


The man nodded.  “But not just them.  You can’t rule out random acts of
violence or even someone being mistaken for someone else and being killed.”


“So just about everyone on the island is a
suspect.”


“Pretty much,” the man nodded.  “At least in the early days of the
investigation.  Obviously, a great
many people can be eliminated because they weren’t anywhere near the scene of
the crime.  That’s another aspect
that we spend a lot of time on, trying to work out exactly when the victim met
his or her fate.  The more we can
narrow that window, the better.”


“You have a pretty narrow window for Mr.
Potter, if not for Mr. Collins,” Fenella remarked.


“Alibis are tricky things, though.  It’s often very difficult for someone to
prove where they were at any given time, no matter how small the window.”


“Really?” 


“Where were you at four o’clock today?” the
man asked.


“Home, alone,” Fenella replied.


“There you are, no alibi,” he laughed.


“Yes, but surely most people were at work
when Mr. Collins and Mr. Potter were killed.”


“We aren’t talking about specific cases, but
I will say that being at work isn’t necessary an alibi unless you were in a
meeting for the entire time in question. 
People often disappear into their offices or take breaks or whatever,
and are therefore out of sight of others, sometimes for long periods of
time.  Douglas is a small town and
the island itself isn’t huge.  To
give you an example, we timed how long it would have taken Mr. Potter to drive
from his office to your building, park and then spend five minutes in the alley.  He could have been back at his desk
before anyone noticed he was gone.”


“I thought they had a secretary?”


“They do, but she sits in a separate
room.  Mr. Potter could have gone
out the back door and down the stairs to the small car park where he left his
car.  He could have been out and
back before Kara noticed.”


“So he might have killed Mr. Collins,”
Fenella concluded.


“He didn’t have an alibi anyway, actually,
but now that he’s been murdered himself, we’ve moved him to the bottom of the
suspect list,” the man corrected her.


“I don’t know anything about Mr. Potter,”
Fenella said.  “Was he married?  Was he a nice person?  Who had a motive to murder him?”


“I can tell you everything that’s been in
the local paper,” Inspector Robinson offered. 


“I keep forgetting to get the paper,”
Fenella sighed.


“He was married, although he and his wife
were separated and she’s been living in Port Erin for the past six months.  The press gave several column inches to
the fact that he had had a few brushes with the law, but neither he nor his
business partner were ever formally charged with anything.”


“So do you think they were both killed
because of their business practices?”


“It’s one thing we’re considering,” was all
he would say.


Fenella sighed.  “I know Mr. Collins had lots of female
friends, although I can’t understand why. 
Are they all suspects, too?”


“As I said earlier, everyone on the island
is a suspect unless we can eliminate them. 
We’re looking at all known associates of both men, individually.  There is, of course, considerable
overlap.”


“There you are,” Shelly said from across the
room.  She walked over and pulled up
a chair.  “I was about to plead a
headache to escape, but luckily their babysitter rang and they had to go.”


“I should have come over and pulled you
away,” Fenella said.  “Sorry.”


“They would have just sucked you into their
conversation,” Shelly told her. 
“You were smart to stay away. 
But I hope I’m not interrupting anything?”


“No,” Fenella assured her.  She was tired of talking about murder,
anyway.  “We were just chatting.”


“And now I think it’s
time for me to head for home.  I
don’t take days off when I’m investigating murders,” the inspector said as he
rose to his feet.


“Thank you for your time, tonight,” Fenella
said.  “We should have talked about
something more pleasant, though.”


The inspector chuckled.  “This is all strange for you, I
understand that.  I don’t mind
talking about my work, anyway.  But
maybe next time we can talk more about you.”


Fenella blushed as the man wished them both
a good evening and left.


“He’s perfect for you,” Shelly told her.


“I’m not sure I could live with a
policeman,” Fenella replied.


“Surely that’s better than living with a
criminal?” 


“What do you mean?”


“I don’t want to say anything out of turn,
but Donald doesn’t have the best reputation,” Shelly said.  “He’s been investigated a few times when
business deals have gone wrong. 
Just be careful of the man.”


Fenella frowned.  As if she didn’t have enough to worry
about.

















 

Chapter Eleven


There was no sign of Mona when Fenella got
home an hour later.  Katie was still
curled up on the couch and she greeted Fenella with a tired sounding
“merow.”  After checking that there
was plenty of water in Katie’s bowl, Fenella got ready for bed.  No doubt Mona would be disappointed when
she told her what she’d learned from the inspector, but she’d done her
best.  It was better to leave
everything to the experts anyway.


Sunday morning was overcast and Fenella
found herself frowning at the weather. 
She didn’t have any plans, but it would have been nice to take a long
walk, maybe.  Of course, it wasn’t
actually raining.  She showered and
dressed and then fixed herself some breakfast.  She’d filled Katie’s bowls as soon as
she’d woken up, thankfully without the kitten’s help this time.


A light rain began to fall as she washed the
breakfast dishes.  “So what am I
meant to do all day?” she asked Katie as they stood together looking out the
window.


Expecting Mona to reply, Fenella was
surprised when someone knocked on the door instead.


“Ghosts can’t knock,” she muttered as she crossed
the room.


“Good morning,” Shelly greeted her.  “I can’t stay, as I’ve promised a friend
I’d meet him for brunch, but I wanted to see if you wanted to go with me
later.  They’re having a, well,
memorial service sounds religious, and he wasn’t, but some sort of gathering of
remembrance for Alan Collins.  I
thought I would go because I used his services, and I thought you might like to
go because, well, since you found the body.  Maybe not.”  Shelly frowned as if she’d only just
realized what she’d said.


“Actually, I’d like to go,” Fenella said
impulsively.  “I feel as if I ought
to pay my respects in some way, I guess.”


“Yes, that’s what I thought,” Shelly said.  “I’ll collect you at two; the thing
starts at half past.”


“Where is it being held?”


“At the community center.  They have large spaces that people can
use for gatherings of any kind.”


“Who’s hosting it?” Fenella asked.


“As I understand it, his former business
partner arranged it all before he got himself killed.  I suppose the secretary decided to go
ahead and have it anyway, as all the work was done.”


“How do you know these things?”


Shelly laughed.  “The details about the gathering were in
the local paper.  Mark Potter took
out a small advert, inviting anyone who ever worked with Alan to come and,
quote, ‘honor his memory.’  The part
about the secretary taking over I heard from a friend.  I gather everything was already paid
for, so there was no reason to cancel.”


“Interesting,” Fenella said.  “I don’t suppose anyone will do anything
similar for poor Mr. Potter.”


“You never know,” Shelly replied.


“I’ll see you around two, then,” Fenella
said.  “Should I dress in black, or
is there another color that’s more appropriate?”


Shelly laughed.  “I’m not planning on changing,” she
said.


Fenella looked at the other woman’s brightly
colored floral dress and smiled. 
“So anything goes.”


“The notice in the paper said it was a
celebration of the man’s life,” Shelly said. 


“Fair enough.  I’ll have to see what I have, though.”


“No one will pay any attention to us,” Shelly
told her.  “If there’s even anyone
there.”


“I still don’t know what to do with myself
this morning,” Fenella told Katie after Shelly had rushed away to meet her
brunch date.  “Maybe it’s time to
finally find the Manx Museum?”


Katie didn’t look at all interested.  Fenella found an old pair of shoes that
she didn’t mind getting wet and pulled on a raincoat.  She hadn’t thought to bring an umbrella
with her, but there were several in one of the wardrobes. 


She still had the directions she’d written
down previously, so now she set out, excited to learn more about the history of
her new home.


The walk was a long and chilly one and
Fenella nearly changed her mind when she realized that the museum was at the
top of a very steep hill, but as she was already wet and cold, there seemed
little point in turning back.  She
felt as if she were climbing forever, but she finally
reached the museum and took a good look. 
The museum building incorporated what had once been the island’s
hospital, and Fenella smiled as she made her way to the main entrance.  The hospital had been built in 1886,
which meant the museum’s building had a great deal of its own history.


She reached the large glass doors at the
entrance and pulled.  Nothing
happened.  After trying the second
set of doors with the same result, she read the sign.  “They aren’t open on Sundays,” she said
aloud.  “Why wouldn’t a museum be
open on a Sunday?”


There was no one around to answer her.  Sighing deeply, she turned and began the
long walk back down the hill.  Life
on a small island was certainly different to what she was used to in the US.  Idly wondering if any of the museums in
Buffalo were shut on Sundays, she walked slowly back toward home.  As she was already out and no longer
dry, she decided to stop in a few shops along the way.  She was surprised to find that some of
the smaller shops along the main shopping street were also closed on
Sundays.  The little chocolate shop
was open, however, so she bought herself a box of truffles and decided she’d
done enough.


Thoroughly damp and chilled, she opted to
take another shower when she got home. 
Then she reapplied her makeup and fixed her hair before making herself a
light lunch.  With that out of the
way, she hunted around in the wardrobes for something appropriate for the
afternoon.  “What does one wear to
such things?” she asked Katie, who was curled up on her bed.


The cat stared at her for a moment and then
shrugged and hopped off the bed.  As
Katie walked out of the room, Fenella stuck her tongue out at her.  “Thanks a lot,” she muttered at the
cat’s back.


“She’s only a kitten,” Mona said as she
walked into the room.  “You can’t
expect useful fashion advice from a kitten, anyway.”


“But now you’re here and you can help me
out,” Fenella said.  “I’ve no idea
what to wear.”


“I’d wear the black dress in the other
wardrobe,” Mona told her.  “But I
have rather old-fashioned ideas about what one wears to a funeral.”


“But it isn’t a funeral,” Fenella
replied.  “It’s a memorial service
or a celebration of life or something.”


“I would still wear black,” Mona said.  “The man is dead.  Black is appropriate.”


“I don’t want Shelly to feel bad,” Fenella
argued.  “She’s wearing a bright
floral dress.”


“Shelly is such a lovely person that she can
get away with wearing whatever she likes, wherever she goes,” Mona said. 


“And I’m not lovely?” 


Mona laughed.  “You’re not Shelly,” she said firmly. 


“Meaning what?”


“You’re a stranger here, for one thing.  I know you were born on the island, but
you haven’t been back for long.  You
also found the body, which makes people curious and maybe suspicious.  You must be above reproach.”


“Seriously?  I’m not sure I can manage that.  Couldn’t I just wear something
inappropriate and be eccentric, instead?”


“You can, if you think you can carry off
eccentric every day for the rest of your life,” Mona told her.


Fenella sighed.  “That might be more work than I’m
prepared to do,” she admitted.


“So a black dress or suit,” Mona said.  “I’m prepared to consider blue, if it’s
very dark blue.”


Fenella rummaged through her wardrobe.  She knew she had a basic black suit
somewhere in there.  When she pulled
it out, she frowned.  It was frumpier
than she remembered.


“It’s horrid,” Mona said.  “Borrow something of mine, instead.”


“I feel weird wearing your clothes,” Fenella
admitted.


“You shouldn’t.  They were part of your inheritance.”


“But what if you want to wear something?”


Mona laughed.  “I have my own wardrobe here that’s more
than adequate,” she told Fenella. 
“There’s a black and grey dress on the left side that Timothy made for
me for a funeral.”


Fenella pulled out the dress and
sighed.  “It’s gorgeous,” she
said.  She slipped it on and turned
to look at herself in the mirror. 
“It’s also quite sexy,” she said.


“It’s a little sexy,” Mona admitted.  “Only because it’s quite fitted.  The funeral was for a very close friend
of mine and I needed to look my very best.”


Fenella narrowed her eyes and looked at her
aunt.  “What sort of friend?” she
asked.


Mona laughed.  “Let’s just say I wanted to make sure I
looked better than any of the other women there, including the widow, shall
we?”


Frowning, Fenella looked at herself in the
mirror.  The dress was beautifully
made and looked expensive.  She’d
never have bought anything like it for herself, but it fit as if it has been
made for her.


“Maybe I could pin the top together a bit
more,” she said as she turned from side to side.


“You could,” Mona agreed.  “Or take a few stiches in it.  It wasn’t cut quite that low in the
front originally, but Timothy altered it for me.  Stitching it up a bit won’t ruin the
lines of the bodice.”


Fenella found the small sewing kit she’d
brought with her and quickly added a few stitches to the neckline.  When she put the dress back on, it was
much improved.


“You’ll do,” Mona told her.  “I just hope you can learn something
today.  I’m assuming you didn’t
learn anything interesting from Inspector Robinson last night or you’d have
already told me.”


Fenella swallowed a sigh and then told her
aunt about her conversation with the inspector as she retouched her makeup and
hair.


“It will be interesting to see who comes to
the service today,” Mona said.  “You
must try to talk to everyone and see what you can learn.”


“I’ll do my best,” Fenella said.  She looked at herself in the mirror
again.  In the expensive borrowed
dress, she didn’t quite feel like herself. 
Maybe she would be brave enough to do what Mona suggested and try
talking to people in spite of her nerves.


When Shelly knocked a short time later,
Fenella pulled the door open quickly.


“Am I late?” Shelly asked in surprise.


“Sorry, I’m feeling really nervous about
this for some reason,” Fenella tried to explain.   


“You look fabulous,” Shelly told her.  “That’s an amazing dress and it fits you
perfectly.”


“It was Mona’s.  She had some gorgeous clothes.”


“It looks as if it was made for you.”


“And you changed,” Fenella noticed.


Shelly flushed.  “I decided the floral pattern was a bit
too much,” she said sheepishly.  She
was now wearing a much more sedate dress in varying shades of blue.


“I’m ready when you are,” Fenella said.


“Let’s go.”


As Fenella locked her door behind her,
Peter’s door opened.


“Good afternoon,” he said to them both.  He was dressed in a dark grey suit with
a subtle pinstripe.  His shirt was
the same shade of grey as the stripe and his tie matched the suit color.  It was a very good look on the handsome
man.


“Hello,” Fenella muttered, feeling
flustered.


“You both look lovely.  Where are you off to?” he asked.


“We thought we’d make an appearance at the
gathering in honor of Alan Collins,” Shelly replied.


“My thoughts exactly,” the man said.  “Would you like to go together?”


Shelly glanced at Fenella, who
shrugged.  “Sure,” Shelly said after
a moment.  “Then I can have a glass
of wine, if it’s on offer.”


Peter chuckled.  “If Mark Potter was in charge of the
arrangements, I doubt you’ll want to drink the wine.”


“I understand the former secretary took over
now that Mr. Potter is no longer with us,” Shelly said.  “Maybe she has better taste in such
matters.”


“It isn’t a matter of taste as much as
budget,” Peter replied.  “Mark
wouldn’t have spent a single penny more than he had absolutely had to.  I can’t see Kara Newstead adding anything
to the budget.”


There was a large parking garage under the
building.  That was where Mona’s
fancy sports car was parked until Fenella could decide what she wanted to do
with it.  Peter’s four-door luxury
car was in a spot a few spaces away from Mona’s.


“Here we are,” he said, unlocking the doors
with a button on his key.  He held
open the passenger door.  Fenella
looked over at Shelly, ready to offer the woman the seat, but Shelly was
already pulling open the door to the back of the car.


“I’ll ride in the back and pretend I’m being
chauffeured,” she laughed as she slid into the car.


“Would you like to join her in that
experience?” Peter asked with a grin.


Fenella shook her head.  “I’m quite happy up front,” she replied.


When she was safely in her seat, Peter
pushed the door shut and then walked around the car.  


“I hope the parking isn’t too bad,” he
remarked as they pulled out of the parking garage.  “I’ve no idea how many people are
expected.”


As it turned out, a great
many.  Peter managed to slide his car into one
of the last parking spaces next to the large building.  It was only twenty-five past two and a
small crowd had gathered in front of the double doors.  Peter, Shelly and Fenella joined
them.  Only a few moments later, one
of the doors swung open.  


Kara Newstead peeked out and shook her
head.  “We weren’t expecting this
many of you,” she said plaintively.


“Open the door, love,” a man called.  “It’s raining.”


Kara sighed and took a step backwards.  “Come on in, then,” she said.  “Please stop and sign the book of
condolences on your way past.”


A few minutes later, having decided to skip
signing the book of condolences for the time being, Fenella found herself in a
large room that was clearly used for many purposes.  There were basketball hoops at each end
of the space, and a large metal cage in one corner held balls of all shapes and
sizes.  A small kitchen occupied one
corner of the room, and there were two women working there.  Several round tables had been scattered
through the room and there were mismatched folding chairs arranged around some
of them. 


“Let’s get a table,” Peter suggested.  “Once the queue dies down, we can sign
the book.”


Fenella slid into a seat at the corner table
Peter selected, frowning at the hard and uncomfortable chair.


“How long do we have to stay?” Shelly
whispered as she took her own seat.


“Let’s see if we know anyone,” Peter
suggested.


The trio looked around the room.  After a moment, Fenella laughed.  “I certainly don’t, aside from Kara
Newstead, whom I met when I found Mark Potter’s body.”


Peter named a few people he knew, all
business associates that he had in common with Alan Collins.  Shelly knew quite a few more of the men,
women and children that were crowding into the room.  What she was less clear on was why they
were there.


“I don’t have the slightest idea how most of
them knew Alan Collins,” she whispered as another group of people streamed
in.  “I think they’re all just here
because he was murdered.”


“Oh, dear, that’s very sad,” Fenella said.


“There’s someone we all know,” Peter
remarked.


Inspector Daniel Robinson walked in and
glanced around the room.  When his
eyes met Fenella’s, he smiled and crossed to their table.


“Do you mind if I join you?” he asked.  “I really want to sit in a corner and
just observe,” he explained as he sat down next to Fenella.


“Observe what?” Fenella asked.


“Whatever happens,” he replied.  “Sometimes these sorts of things can be
very useful.  Most of the time,
they’re just boring and sad.”


“Do you know who all these people are?”
Shelly asked.


“Alan Collins lived on the island for
fifteen or sixteen years,” the man replied.  “In that time, he will have met and
worked with a lot of different people. 
I’m sure most of the men and women here have some connection to the man.  The rest are just curious, I suppose.”


“Or hungry,” Peter suggested, nodding toward
the queue that was forming outside the kitchen.  


Fenella could see the two women in the
kitchen hard at work, piling sandwiches onto plates.  A third woman had joined them now and
she was wrestling with a huge coffee maker.


“We aren’t going to have enough food,” Kara
said loudly as she pushed her way through to the kitchen doorway.  “We weren’t planning on more than thirty
or forty people.”


Fenella glanced around at the crowd.  At a guess, there were at least a
hundred people in the room and more seemed to be arriving every other minute.


“Maybe I’d better handle crowd control,” the
inspector muttered.


“Surely that won’t be necessary,” Fenella
replied.  “It’s a funeral, or
something like one.  People will
behave.”


“I certainly hope so,” the man replied.


For half an hour or more, things seemed to
go well.  People waited patiently
for their turn to get a sandwich and a hot drink.  Kara rushed around the room, greeting
one or two people, but mostly just fussing and muttering to herself.  Every so often she would push her way
into the kitchen and shout shrilly at the women who seemed to be doing their
best to supply food as quickly as possible.  


“Is there going to be any sort of service or
anything?” Fenella asked after a while. 
She’d been watching as most people ate their sandwiches, signed the book
and then left.


“I don’t think so,” Shelly told her.  “I think this is it.”


“Surely Kara will say a few words or
something,” Fenella protested.


“I’m not sure why Kara is doing anything,”
Peter whispered.  “As far as I know,
she’d only been working for the company for a short time.  I’m not sure she should be considered
the chief mourner.”


A moment later it became clear that Peter
wasn’t the only one who felt that way. 
The room fell silent suddenly as Mandy Collins walked in.  Kara had been making her way around the
room, talking to various people. 
Now she stopped and turned to look at the new arrival.  Beside her, Fenella saw Inspector
Robinson get to his feet.


“Isn’t this nice,” Mandy said, her speech
slightly slurred.  “A little gathering
for my dearly departed husband.”


“Ex-husband,” Kara corrected her.


“We were talking about getting back
together,” Mandy said.


Kara laughed.  “You tell yourself whatever helps you
sleep at night,” she sneered.


The color drained from Mandy’s face.  “We were,” she snapped.  “Alan missed me and wanted me back.”


“Alan had plenty of friends to help console
him,” Kara said.  “He didn’t have
time to miss you.”


Mandy shook her head.  “You’re wrong,” she said.  She swayed back and forth slightly.  “Were you sleeping with him, too?  Is that why you’re in charge of this
little soirée?”


“Alan was my boss and my friend,” Kara
said.  “Mark organized today’s
event, but in his absence, I thought it was my duty to see to it that things
went forward.”


“That was awfully good of you,” a new voice
jumped into the conversation.


It felt to Fenella as if the whole room
gasped as Suzy Monroe stepped in between Mandy and Kara.  


“It’s nice of you to come, Suzy,” Kara said
softly.


“Yes, especially since you didn’t bother to
mention this little gathering to me when we spoke yesterday,” Suzy retorted.


“It was in the local paper,” Kara said.


“So everyone on the island could come and
whisper about Alan and his untimely death. 
Although maybe it was timely,” Suzy said.  “I suspect the net was closing in on
some of his activities and I know I’d had just about enough of the man.  Maybe his death happened at just the
right time.”


“Maybe you helped him along,” Mandy
suggested, tears streaming down her face.


Suzy laughed bitterly.  “Oh, it was tempting, believe me.  When I found out he was cheating on me
with Bethany Carter I was furious. 
Then I discovered he was seeing someone else as well, but I couldn’t
work out who the mystery woman was. 
When I heard he’d gone back to you too, that was the last straw.”


“Bethany Carter?” Mandy repeated.


“She’s over there,” Kara said, pointing
toward one of the tables.


Fenella looked over and saw the veterinary
receptionist blushing and looking down at the table.  Mr. Stone was with her and he quickly
covered her hand with his.


“My goodness, was there anyone the man
didn’t try to get into bed?” Kara demanded.


“Why don’t you tell me?” Suzy asked, glaring
at the girl.


“I think that’s quite enough,” Inspector
Robinson said in his senior policeman’s voice.  “Everyone is very emotional, which is
understandable under the circumstances. 
I don’t want anyone to say anything they might regret tomorrow.”


Fenella could see disappointment on a number
of faces in the crowd.  Clearly
they’d been enjoying the argument.


“Inspector, please tell me you’ve worked out
who killed Alan,” Mandy said.  “I
haven’t slept since, well, since he passed.”


“You’ve been drinking plenty, though,” Suzy
said.


Mandy flushed.  “I may have had a drink or two
today.  I needed to work up the
nerve to come here, after all.  I
knew you’d all be here, the other women who’d slept with my husband.  I couldn’t face you all without a
drink.”


The inspector had his phone in his hand and
Fenella watched as he typed on it. 
“I’m going to get someone to come and collect you,” he told Mandy.  “They can take you home.”


“Oh, no, there’s no need,” Mandy said
quickly.  “I don’t want to be any
bother.  I’ll go.”


She turned and walked out of the room.  The inspector was quick to follow.


“She shouldn’t be driving,” Peter commented.


“He wasn’t really going to go back to her,”
Bethany called from her seat.  “It
never would have happened.”


“Of course not,” Suzy agreed.  “He and I were devoted to one another.”


“Aside from the two other women you knew
about,” Kara said with a sly smile.


Suzy waved a hand.  “Alan always enjoyed the chase, but he
quickly tired of his conquests.  He
would have tired of those other women soon enough.”


“Just like he tired of you,” Bethany
suggested.


“I was smart enough to know how to keep him
happy,” Suzy told her.  “And we were
working on some business deals together as well.  He knew better than to cross me.”


“You killed him, didn’t you?” Kara demanded.


“Don’t be stupid,” Suzy snapped.  “I wanted him alive more than anyone.”


“Not more than me,” Bethany argued.  “We’d only just started going out.  He told me he thought I was going to be
the woman who changed him.”


Suzy and Kara both laughed at that, as did a
few other people scattered around the room.  Fenella and Shelly exchanged looks.  


“You poor dear,” Suzy said after a
moment.  “I do hope you didn’t
really believe him.”


Bethany remained quiet as Mr. Stone patted
her hand.


“Anyway, I suppose I should be grateful that
you organized all of this,” Suzy told Kara.  “Otherwise, I’d have felt obliged to do
something and I’d hate to have had to spend the money.”


“Mark paid for all of this,” Kara said.  “I’m not sure what’s going to happen now
that he’s gone.”


“Mark could have afforded a bit more than a
few limp sandwiches and coffee,” Suzy said.  “He should have done this right, with
proper food and real drinks.”


Kara flushed.  “I don’t think he wanted to do anything
too over the top, considering the circumstances around Alan’s death,” she
explained.


Suzy shrugged.  “I’m disappointed.  Maybe some of Alan’s other business
associates should have chipped in towards a proper party.”


“I did consider it,” Donald Donaldson said
from the doorway.  “But when I
offered, Mark insisted that he wanted to do everything himself.”


“That doesn’t sound like the Mark I knew and
loved,” Suzy drawled.  “Seems to me
that Mark would have been thrilled to offload some of the expense on someone
else.”


Donald shrugged.  “Ordinarily I’d agree, but he was quite
insistent in this instance.”


“Maybe I should just get you to take me out
for a drink, then,” Suzy said to Donald. 
She took a step closer to him and then licked her lips and smiled.  “I’ve so many things I’d like to discuss
with you, business matters, of course.”


Donald smiled.  “Ring my office and make an
appointment,” he told her. 
“Business matters are best dealt with in a professional setting.”


Suzy walked over to the man and draped an
arm over his shoulders.  “And what
about personal matters?” she asked in a sexy voice.


“Let’s get the business out of the way
first,” Donald said.  “And then,
maybe we can talk.”


Kara laughed.  “He’s very polite, isn’t he?” she mocked.  “But while we’re on the subject, I’m
pretty sure I’m unemployed.  I don’t
suppose you’re hiring?”


Donald shrugged and took a step away from
Suzy.  “You can ring my office as
well.   Make an appointment to
see me and I’ll drag my human resources head into the meeting as well.  I don’t know if we need anyone at the
moment, but he will.”


Kara smiled brightly at him.  “Thank you ever so much,” she cooed.


He nodded and then looked around the
room.  When his eyes met Fenella’s
he smiled and began to walk toward her.


Kara spun on her heel and headed back into
the kitchen.  Within seconds she was
barking orders at the three women again. 
Suzy watched with narrowed eyes, and then after a minute, turned and
stormed out of the room.  Bethany
sat back in her chair, tears still streaming down her face.  Mr. Stone kept patting her hand, but he
looked as if he had no idea what else to do.


“I’m going to go and talk to Bethany,”
Shelly said after a moment.  “She
needs some support.”


As she walked away, Donald slid into the
chair she’d just vacated.  “How are
you?” he asked Fenella.


“I’m fine,” Fenella replied.  “A little overwhelmed by all of the
shouting and drama, but otherwise, fine.”


“Alan thrived on drama,” Donald told
her.  “He was never happier than
when he had two or more women fighting over him, and he often dealt with
business in the same way.”


“Was he really about to get arrested?” she
asked.


“I hope not, as we did quite a lot of
business together,” Donald replied, winking at Fenella.


Half an hour later the room was nearly
empty.  “We should go,” Shelly
whispered to Fenella as she rejoined their table once Bethany left.


“It’s getting late,” Peter
agreed.


“I’d offer to take you home myself,” Donald
said.  “But I have a meeting to get
to.”


“A meeting?  On a Sunday night?” Shelly asked.


“It’s a conference call with Japan,” he
explained.  “It will be Monday
morning there.”


“I never thanked you for the gorgeous
necklace,” Fenella said quietly to Donald. 
“But I really can’t accept such an expensive present from you.”


“Nonsense,” Donald told her.  “I saw it and I thought you might like
it.  I promise you there are no
strings attached.  I just hope you
like it.”


“It’s gorgeous and I love it,” Fenella
admitted.


“Then keep it and enjoy it,” Donald
insisted.


They got up to leave and were halfway to the
door before Kara noticed them.


“Hey, aren’t you the woman who found Mark’s
body?” she shouted across the room.


Fenella stopped and turned around
slowly.  It felt as if every eye in
the room was on her.


“Yes,” she said slowly. 


“And you found Alan’s body,” Kara added.  “I hope the police are looking very
seriously at you.  It seems like an
awful coincidence to me.”


“Don’t be stupid,” Shelly snapped at
her.  “Fenella just happened to be
in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
She didn’t have any reason to kill anyone.”


Kara stared at Fenella for a long time
before she finally spoke again. 
“I’m not sure why you came today,” she said.


“I’m not either,” Fenella replied.  “But I’m sorry for your loss.”


Kara looked at her and then began to
laugh.  For a moment Fenella worried
that she was going to get hysterical, but after a short while Kara drew a shaky
breath.  “Thank you,” she said
curtly.


Feeling as if she’d been dismissed, Fenella
turned and walked quickly out of the room. 
Shelly and Peter were right on her heels and Donald wasn’t far
behind.  As she climbed into Peter’s
car, Donald caught her arm.


“Kara’s had a rough couple of days,” he told
her.


“She’s not the only one,” Fenella muttered.


“I’ll ring you.  I’d like to buy you dinner one night
soon.”


Fenella nodded and then sat back in her
seat, suddenly exhausted by the day’s events.  Donald pushed her door shut and walked
away.

















 

Chapter Twelve


“Let’s go to the Tale and Tail,” Shelly
suggested as Peter pulled away from the community center.


“I could use a drink,” Fenella said.


“I think we all could after that,” Peter
agreed.  “I’ll park at home, though,
if that’s okay with everyone.”


“You can’t get much closer to the pub than
that,” Shelly said with a laugh.


As they walked through the parking garage,
Fenella stopped at Mona’s car.  “I
wish I felt brave enough to try driving it,” she told the others as she patted
a headlight.


“It’s a great little car,” Shelly said.  “Mona and I used to drive around with
the top down every chance we got.”


“Maybe I should sell it,” Fenella said.  “Or trade it in for something with an
automatic transmission.  I think I
could probably learn to drive over here if I had that.”


“Learning to drive a manual isn’t that
hard,” Peter told her.  “I know a
wonderful and incredibly patient driving instructor.  I’ll find you his card.  He’ll have you out and about in Mona’s
old car in no time.”


“I’ll think about it,” was as much
commitment as Fenella was willing to make.


“Let’s go upstairs,” Shelly suggested once
they all had drinks in hand.  The
pub was nearly empty, but one small group that was standing at the bar was
quite noisy.


The trio made their way up the winding
staircase and settled into a cozy corner. 



“That was the strangest memorial service
thing I’ve ever been to,” Fenella said after a sip of wine.  “I don’t even know what to call it, but
it was odd.”


“I think the original notice in the paper
called it a ‘celebration of Alan Collins’s life,’ but it didn’t feel much like
a celebration, did it?” Shelly replied.


“I think most of the people there came for
the free food, and I’m sure they were disappointed when they saw what was on
offer.” Peter said.


“No expense spent,” Shelly quipped.


“Kara didn’t seem to know what she was meant
to be doing, either,” Fenella added. 
“I thought someone should have said a few words, shouldn’t they?”


“But it wasn’t really Kara’s place to do the
talking,” Peter pointed out. 
“Although I’m not sure anyone was the right person to say anything.  Mark Potter would have been good, as
Alan’s business partner, but with him gone…” he trailed off.


“It turned into a shouting match between the
man’s former girlfriends,” Shelly said. 



“And his ex-wife, who seemed to think they
were getting back together,” Fenella said with a sigh.


“I still can’t work out what attracted women
to that man,” Shelly said.  “I
thought he was horrible.”


“I did, too,” Fenella agreed.  “But judging by the angry exes he left
behind, we were too old for him.”


Shelly nodded.  “He seems to have been fond of younger
women,” she said.  “Why they would
bother with him is the mystery. 
Although he was charming to me when we first met, before I signed the
contract to use his company.  I
suppose, thinking back, that I might have been attracted to him if I hadn’t
been widowed just days earlier.”


“He wasn’t charming to me when I met him,”
Fenella said.  “He was rude and he
seemed to be in a desperate hurry.”


“Rushing off to meet with his murderer, no
doubt,” Peter said solemnly.


Fenella shuddered.  “I hadn’t thought of that, but you’re
probably right.”


“Any idea who killed
him?” Shelly asked the others.


“None whatsoever,” Peter said.  “I did think Mark was a likely suspect,
as he and Alan weren’t getting along very well lately.  I also wondered about Suzy, but I can’t
imagine why she’d have killed Mark as well.  But I really can’t believe that we have
two murderers running around Douglas at the moment.”


“I think it was Kara,” Shelly said.  


“Why?” Peter and Fenella both asked at once.


“Because I don’t like her,” Shelly said with
a shrug.  “She’s a terrible
secretary, that’s for sure.  I hated
having to talk to her whenever I called the office, but Alan wouldn’t give out
his mobile number to clients.  All
calls had to go through the office, and in the last month or so that meant
through Kara.”


“I’m not sure that being a bad secretary is
much of a motive for murder,” Fenella ventured.


“Maybe Alan realized she was awful and fired
her, and she killed him in retaliation,” Shelly suggested.


“And then she killed Mark because he knew?”
Peter asked.


“Sure, that’s possible,” Shelly
said.


“But maybe unlikely,” Fenella replied.


“Maybe,” Shelly shrugged again.  “So maybe it was Suzy.  She and Alan had a very volatile
relationship.  Maybe she got tired of
him always cheating on her and stuck a knife in him.”


“Why would she kill Mark, then?” Peter
asked.


“Maybe he suspected her and tried to
blackmail her,” Shelly replied.  


“Or maybe Mark killed Alan and then someone
killed Mark for revenge,” Peter offered. 
“I can see poor Mandy doing that if she found out, for example.”


“What about Bethany from the vet’s office?”
Shelly asked.  “She must know some
basic anatomy, right?  Stabbing
someone in just the right place must be tricky.”


“I’m not sure that knowing about cats and
dogs helps much with humans,” Fenella said.  “Besides, she’s the receptionist.  She might not know more about animals
than I do, which is next to nothing, except that my Katie is probably getting
hungry right about now.”


“I suppose we should be glad this is
Inspector Robinson’s problem and not ours,” Shelly said as they finished their
drinks and got to their feet. 


“I am, for sure,” Fenella said.  “Although I’ll sleep better at night
once he’s solved both murders.”


“We all will,” Shelly told her.  “Murders never happen on the Isle of
Man, well, aside from that spate of trouble in the late nineties in Laxey.”


“What happened?” Fenella asked.


“I can only describe it as a strange cluster
of murders and mayhem,” Shelly replied. 
“It was just a series of unusual and unconnected events, really, but it wreaked
havoc with the island’s murder rate for a few years before it all just stopped
and everything went back to normal.”


On that somber note, the trio made their way
back to the apartment complex. 
Fenella let herself in and looked around for Katie.  


“I’m back,” she called.  A moment later Katie walked out of the
bedroom and greeted Fenella.


“MMMMeeerooow,” she said.


“And merow to you, too,” Fenella
replied.  She slipped off her shoes
and padded into the kitchen to refill the kitten’s bowls.  With that chore done, she couldn’t wait to
get out of her dress and tights and into something comfortable.


“So, how was the gathering?” Mona asked when
Fenella, in jeans and a sweatshirt, was digging around in the refrigerator,
looking for something to make for dinner.


“It was interesting, I guess,” Fenella told
her.


“Go on, then, tell me everything,” Mona
insisted.


Fenella made herself an omelet with bacon
and cheese while she told Mona everything that had happened at the community
center and at the pub afterwards. 
When she was done talking, the omelet was ready.


“Interesting,” Mona said as she sat down at
the kitchen table with Fenella. 
“Shelly thinks the killer was a woman.”


“Shelly is prepared to consider anyone and
everyone,” Fenella replied. 


“I think Shelly is right.  I think we need to focus on the women
who were scorned.”


“Scorned by Alan Collins or scorned by Mark
Potter?” Fenella asked.


“That’s a good point,” Mona said
thoughtfully.  “Maybe we’re going
about this backwards.  Maybe Mr.
Potter was the primary target, rather than Mr. Collins.  What do we know about the man’s wife?”


“Nothing whatsoever.  I didn’t even know he was married.”


“That much was in the local paper,” Mona
told her.  “You really must start
making an effort to get the local paper.”


“Yes, I know,” Fenella
replied, rolling her eyes.  “I don’t
suppose the paper gave the woman’s name?” 


“Of course it did.  That’s a matter of public record, if
nothing else.  I simply can’t
remember it right now.”


The telephone interrupted their
conversation.


“Hello?” 


“Ah, you are home,” Jack’s voice came down
the line.  “I was just sitting here,
missing you, so I thought I would call.”


“Jack, we aren’t a couple anymore.  You should probably stop calling,”
Fenella said.  She looked over at
Mona, who shook her head.


“But you’re the only person who really
understands me,” Jack said.  “I had lunch
with Sue and Hazel today.  You
remember them, don’t you?”


“Yes, of course,” Fenella said through
gritted teeth.  Sue and Hazel were
both professors at the university where Fenella used to work.  They’d both always been very friendly to
Jack and quite cool to Fenella, but Fenella had never cared.


“We had a really nice meal and I was telling
them both how much I miss you, and they both got quite grumpy, really.  Hazel actually suggested that I could do
much better than you.”


“I’m sure she did,” Fenella replied.  “Did she suggest herself as a suitable
alternative?”


“Hazel? 
Why, of course not,” Jack said. 
“I mean, she’s hardly my type.”


Fenella sighed deeply.  “Neither Sue nor Hazel ever liked me,”
she said.  “I’m sure they’re both
thrilled that I’ve gone.  And I
suspect they’d both like to take my place in your affections.”


“Really?” Jack asked in a surprised
tone.  “I never considered either of
them as anything other than work colleagues.  I shall have to give the matter some
thought.”


“Just be careful,” Fenella couldn’t stop
herself from warning the man.  “If
you start dating one of them, the other will be hurt.”


“Goodness, I hadn’t thought of that,” Jack
said.  “Are you sure you can’t just
come back?  It would make my life so
much easier.”


“Sorry, but no,” Fenella said.  I have to believe there is more to my
life than making your life easier, she added to herself.


She’d only just hung up the phone when
someone knocked on her door.  


“I’m popular tonight,” she told Mona and Katie.


“Ah, yes, you’re Fenella Woods, aren’t you?”
the woman at the door asked.


Fenella nodded as she tried to remember
where she’d seen the woman before. 
Her guest looked no more than forty.  She was dressed in a plain black dress that
did nothing for her and her brown hair was pulled up into a tight bun.  Her makeup had been expertly applied,
but it couldn’t quite hide the dark circles under her eyes.


“I’m Abigail Potter.  I don’t want to invite myself in, but
I’d rather not talk in the corridor, either,” the woman said.


“Do come in,” Fenella said quickly.  “I only just finished my dinner.  Would you like some tea or coffee?”


The woman shook her head.  “I won’t stay long,” she said.  “I just had to meet you.”


“Why?” Fenella blurted out.


Abigail shrugged.  “I’m not sure,” she said.  “Someone pointed you out to me at the,
um, service today as the woman who found Mark’s body.  I just felt as if I had to talk to you.”


“I see,” Fenella replied, even though she
really didn’t.  “Come and sit down,”
she invited her guest.


Abigail followed Fenella into the living
room and dropped into the first chair she came to.  She stared out the window for a moment
and then sighed.


“I’m sorry,” she said.  “I’m completely lost.  I feel like I’m just going through the
motions of life without actually being anywhere.”


“Let me make you some tea,” Fenella said,
hoping it really was the cure-all everyone seemed to think it was.


“No, thank you anyway,” the woman said.  “Please, sit down and tell me about
Mark.”


Fenella sat on the couch next to her guest
and smiled tentatively.  “I’m not
sure what I can tell you,” she said. 
“He called and asked me to come to his office to see him.  When I got there, he was dead.”


Abigail nodded.  “We met in primary school,” she told
Fenella.  “I was four years old and
I wanted to be a nurse when I grew up. 
My mum was a nurse.  Anyway,
Mark wanted to be a doctor and I thought that meant that he was just right for
me.  I asked him to marry me on his
fifth birthday and he said ‘yes.’”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Fenella murmured,
wishing at least she had a cup of tea.


“As far as I was concerned, that was it,”
the woman continued.  “I never
looked at another man.  Oh, Mark and
I broke up now and again, but never for long.  We stopped speaking once for three weeks
when we were in year six, but even then I knew we were going to be together
forever.  Mark was less certain,
especially when we got older and he started to really notice girls.”


“How difficult for you,” Fenella muttered.


“Oh, it was,” she agreed.  “He would break up with me and go out
with someone else for a few days and then call and beg me to take him
back.  The first few times it
happened, I forgave him, but eventually I told him he’d run out of
chances.  He promised me he’d never
look at another woman again.”


“My goodness, she was naïve,” Mona said from
across the room.


Fenella coughed to hide the laugh that
Mona’s remark triggered.


“We got married as soon as we finished
school,” Abigail said.  “I’d given
up on the idea of being a nurse when I’d failed my science exams and Mark decided
that he’d rather get out and start working, rather than spend years studying to
be a doctor.  So we set up house in
a small flat and he went into business with Alan Collins.”


“Selling real estate?” Fenella asked.


“Among other things,” Abigail replied.  “They had diverse interests, although
the estate agency was their primary concern.”


“I understand they were quite successful,”
Fenella said.


“They did well,” Abigail agreed.  “I worked for them for a few years.  I was going to stop when Mark and I
decided to try for children, but, well, in the end I simply couldn’t work with
Alan any longer.”


“Oh?”


“I didn’t approve of his lifestyle,” she
explained.  “We used to go out for a
meal with him once a week or so and he nearly always had a different woman on
his arm.  He could be incredibly
charming and women seemed to fall for his slightly helpless demeanor, but I
never found him anything but irritating.”


“I see.”


“Anyway, when I started asking him about previous
girlfriends in front of his new ones, we stopped having dinner with him so
regularly and I found myself a different job.”


Fenella smiled.  “Very sensible, I’m sure,” she said.


“Unfortunately, Mark kept working with
him.  I worried about Alan’s behavior
influencing Mark, but he wouldn’t listen to me.  When I found out he was cheating on me,
I was devastated.”


“I am sorry,” Fenella said.  She looked around for the nearest box of
tissues, but her guest remained dry-eyed.


“A few months ago, I decided that I’d had
enough and I left Mark,” Abigail continued.  “We hadn’t even spoken in the three or
four weeks before Alan died.  When
Mark found out about Alan, he rang me straight away, though.  He wanted to see me, to apologize, to
start over again.”


“Of course he did,” Mona said.  “Because he was afraid you’d killed Alan
Collins.”


Fenella looked at her aunt and shook her
head.  “That must have been
difficult,” she muttered to Abigail.


“I told him I’d give him one last chance,”
Abigail told her.  “I was supposed
to meet him after work that night for dinner.  The day he died, I mean.  We were going to have dinner together
and talk.  He told me on the phone
that Alan’s death had been a wake-up call and that he realized how much he
loved me and needed me.”


“Maybe he wanted to use her for an alibi?”
Mona suggested.


“When the police came and told me that he’d
been killed, I didn’t believe them,” Abigail continued.  “I thought it was a joke or
something.  Mark couldn’t be dead,
not now.”


“I am sorry for your loss,” Fenella repeated
herself.


“Are you sure he was dead when you got
there?” the woman asked.  “He didn’t
say anything to you?”


“He was definitely dead,” Fenella said,
shuddering at the memory.


“He used to have a photograph of me on his
desk,” Abigail said.  “It was a
picture of me on our wedding day. 
Please tell me that it was on his desk that day.  I know he put it away when I moved out,
but I’ll feel so much better if I knew that he’d put it back out when we
started talking about reconciling.”


Fenella did her best to remember the crime
scene, but all she could visualize was the man in the chair, covered in
blood.  She shook her head to get
rid of the image and then looked at Abigail.


“I’m sorry, I simply didn’t notice anything
other than, well, than the body,” she said.  “I’m sure there were things on the desk,
but even if one of them had been a giant purple elephant, I don’t think I would
have noticed.”


Abigail took a deep breath and then
sighed.  “Who could have killed
him?” she demanded.  “Did you see
anyone leaving the building?”


“No,” Fenella said firmly.  “I’ve been through this with the police
several times.  I didn’t see anyone
at all.”


“I used to think about killing Alan,”
Abigail said.  “I knew he was a bad
influence on Mark.  I knew all the
pretty girls that Alan had coming through the office all the time tempted
Mark.  I never thought Mark would
get murdered, though.”


“You don’t have any idea who killed him?”
Fenella asked.


Abigail shook her head.  “I keep thinking maybe it was
random.  Like maybe someone came
into the office looking to steal something and found Mark instead.  I can’t imagine why anyone would kill
him on purpose.  He was just an
ordinary man, doing his job.”


“I understand Mr. Collins had had some
trouble with the police,” Fenella said cautiously.


“Yes, Alan liked to make money and he had no
morals or scruples about how he accomplished that.  Mark was nearly arrested a couple of
times himself.  It wasn’t easy for
Mark to prove that he knew nothing about Alan’s illegal schemes, but he managed
it.”


“Could the killer have been someone that the
pair did business with who wasn’t happy?” 


“I suppose so,” Abigail said.  “But I prefer to think that Alan was
killed by one of his women.  It
seems more just, somehow.”


“Were you still at the, um, service
yesterday when Mandy, Suzy and Kara started fighting?” Fenella asked.


“Oh, yes, wasn’t that fun?” Abigail
laughed.  “Poor Bethany got dragged
in as well, which was almost sad, because she really fell for Alan, even though
I warned her about him.”


“She seems like a nice person,” Fenella
offered.


“She’s very sweet, and in spite of her age,
knows nothing about men,” Abigail said. 
“She believed everything Alan told her, even though she knew about his
past.”


“So who was he actually dating when he
died?” Fenella asked.


Abigail shrugged.  “I suspect he was the only one who knew
the answer to that,” she said.  “I
used to have a drink with Mandy now and then and she did tell me that they were
getting back together, but I didn’t believe it.  I never understood why Alan married her
in the first place.  He wasn’t the
type.”


“Everyone in the building keeps telling me
that he and Suzy were still together,” Fenella said.


“They might have been.  Suzy was only using him for her own
ends, anyway.”


“What do you mean?”


“She was getting him to list the flats in
the building at a huge discount,” Abigail explained.  “Mark was furious, because Alan cut the
agency’s commission down to next to nothing, but it did mean that they got
every listing for every flat in the building the minute it became available.”


“And Suzy was making money from that?”


“Oh, yeah, a lot of money.  The sellers were still being charged the
full commission, but most of it was going in Suzy’s pocket.  As far as I know, there wasn’t anything
illegal about what they were doing, by the way.  But that’s why Suzy stuck around and
kept taking Alan back after every fight.”


“So he was talking about taking Mandy back,
he was involved with Suzy and he was dating Bethany?”


“Yeah. 
He had Bethany all worked out. 
She used to cook for him and clean his house for him.  She thought he was going to marry her
after his divorce from Mandy came through. 
Once that happened, though, he kept finding excuses not to.  He treated her quite appallingly.”


“Badly enough that she might have murdered
him?”


“She doesn’t have the nerve,” Abigail said,
waving a hand.  “Mark and I were
having dinner with Alan and Suzy one night when Bethany walked into the same
restaurant.  She saw Alan and rushed
over, only to find Suzy practically sitting on his lap.  I would have started shouting at him and
caused a big scene, but she simply walked away and went home.”


“What about Kara?” Fenella asked.


“She was pretty new,” Abigail told her.  “I really don’t know much about her.  She was hired after I left Mark to
replace yet another of Alan’s former conquests.”


“What happened to her?”


“Oh, she moved across to Liverpool or
something like that,” Abigail said.  “Alan broke her heart, but she was smart
enough and tough enough to just take herself elsewhere.  Alan wrote her a glowing letter of
recommendation at least, so she found a better job over there than what she had
here.”


“So who do you think killed your husband?”
Fenella asked bluntly.


Abigail blinked at her and then shook her
head.  “No one had any reason to
kill Mark,” she said.  “He must have
simply been in the wrong place at the wrong time or something.”


“Maybe he knew something about Alan’s
murder,” Fenella suggested.


Abigail shrugged.  “I’m not sure we’ll ever know what
happened to Mark or Alan,” she said. 
“And maybe it’s better that way.”


“Well, I for one hope the police find the
killer soon.”


Abigail looked at her for a moment and then
stood up slowly.  “Thank you for
your time,” she said stiffly.  “I
hope I didn’t interrupt anything important.”


“No, not at all,” Fenella said, feeling that
she was sadly telling the truth.


“I’ll be having a private service for Mark,”
the woman added as she walked toward the door.  “I’ve no intention of feeding half the
island or of dealing with a shouting match between Alan’s castoffs.  I’m sure you understand that I won’t be
inviting you, either.  You didn’t
know Mark, after all.”


“Of course, you must do what you feel is
best,” Fenella said.  After the day
she’d had, the last thing she wanted to think about was another memorial
service.


“I may see you around Douglas,” the woman
added.  “I’m going to move back into
the house that Mark and I shared. 
At least I think I am.  I’m
not sure yet.  And my advocate tells
me that we must wait and see what Mark’s will says, too.  It’s all overwhelming.”


Fenella crossed to the door and held it open
for Abigail.  The woman wandered
through it, looking slightly dazed. 
Fenella shut the door behind her and then leaned against it.


“Overwhelmed, maybe, but not sad,” Mona said
as she stood up.  “Mandy was more
upset than Abigail and she and Alan Collins were divorced.”


“She was very odd,” Fenella said.  


“I couldn’t tell if she was really sorry her
husband was dead or not,” Mona told her.


“Maybe she’s just in shock.”


“Or maybe she killed Alan Collins because he
was a bad influence on her husband and then she killed her husband because he’d
cheated on her.”


“But they were getting back together,”
Fenella protested.


“You only have her word for that,” Mona pointed
out.  “Maybe that’s what she’s
telling everyone so they don’t think she had any motive.”


“They weren’t very nice men,” Fenella
said.  “I’d like to think that if I
turned up dead the police would have trouble finding anyone who disliked me
enough to kill me.”


“Right now, if you were murdered, the police
would probably assume that it had something to do with the two murders you’re
already involved in.”


“I’m not involved,” Fenella said
quickly.  “I just happened to
stumble across the bodies, that’s all.”


“But the killer might think you know more
than you do,” Mona said.


“If I knew anything, I would have told the
police.  The killer has no reason to
kill me.”


“Maybe you don’t know that you know
something.”


“In which case, the killer doesn’t have to
worry, because I can’t tell the police if I don’t know that I know it.”  Fenella threw up her arms.  “This is an insane conversation,” she
said.  “Let’s talk about something
else.”


“I’m worried about you,” Mona said.  “I was thinking that I might want to
move on with my death, but I don’t want to leave you behind in the middle of a
murder investigation.”


“If you want to go, you should go,” Fenella
said.  As soon as the words were out
of her mouth, she felt a small pang of regret.  She would miss Mona if the woman left.


“I can’t go until the murders are solved,”
Mona told her.


“Is this another thing about being a ghost
that I can’t understand?” 


“No, it’s just me being stubborn,” Mona laughed.  “I
should have said that I won’t go until the murders are
solved.  I don’t want to leave you
on your own under these circumstances.”


“But you can’t do anything to help,” Fenella
said.  “Or can you?”


Mona shrugged.  “Nothing specific, but I can help you
work out who did it, you can tell the police and the police can arrest whoever
it is.  Then I can move on and you
can get on with your life.”


“So let’s work out who did it,” Fenella
said, feeling torn between wanting the woman to stay and wanting her to leave.


“At the moment, Abigail has gone to the top
of my suspect list,” Mona said.


“Maybe I should call the inspector and tell
him about my meeting with Abigail,” Fenella said.  “It was certainly strange.”


“Yes, do that,” Mona urged.


Fenella dialed the number for the Douglas
station and wasn’t surprised to learn that the inspector wasn’t available.  “Just ask him to call Fenella Woods when
he has a few minutes,” she asked the receptionist.


“He’s not there?” Mona asked as Fenella hung
up the phone.


“It’s Sunday night,” Fenella pointed
out.  “He’s probably at home, curled
up with a good book and a glass of wine or something.”


The words were barely out of her mouth when
the phone rang.


“It’s Dan Robinson.  I was told you were trying to reach me,”
the deep voice said.


“Oh, yes, Inspector Robinson.  I had a visitor and I thought maybe I should
tell you about it,” Fenella replied. 
She gave him a quick summary of the conversation she’d had with Abigail
Potter, doing her best to remember everything they’d discussed.


“Interesting,” the man said.  “I haven’t spoken to Mrs. Potter
myself.  She was interviewed by my
colleagues in the south of the island, as that’s where she’s living at the
moment.”


“She really seemed to dislike Alan Collins,”
Fenella said hesitantly.


“Yes, I got that from what you’ve said,” he
replied.  “She’s lucky she has an solid
alibi for the day of his murder, isn’t she?”


“Oh, does she?”


“While I didn’t speak to her, I did check
her alibi myself,” the man said. 
“There’s no way she killed Alan Collins, or her husband for that
matter.”


“I see,” Fenella said after a moment.


“You sound disappointed,” the man said.


“I just want the case solved.  It’s really starting to bother me.”


“We’re doing our best,” the man said.  “Give us a few more days and I think
we’ll have it all wrapped up.”


“Sorry to have bothered you, then,” she said.


“It wasn’t a bother,” he assured her.  “I’m always happy to talk to you.  Hopefully I’ll see you in the Tale and
Tail again soon.”


“That would be nice,” Fenella said.  She winced at how lame she thought she
sounded.  


When she hung up Mona frowned at her.  “You aren’t much good at flirting, are
you?” she asked.


Fenella sighed.  “When I was younger, I used to try, but
it never seemed to work.  Once I
tried winking at a cute guy and his friend came over to see if I was okay.  He was an optometrist and he thought I
had something in my eye.”


Mona laughed.  “Maybe, after the murders are solved, I
need to stick around and help you learn to flirt.”


“Or maybe not,” Fenella said.  “Anyway, the inspector said he thinks it
won’t be long now until they make an arrest.”


“Hm, I’ll believe it when I see it,” Mona
said.  “I was thinking, though,
maybe we can help him out.”


“Help him out?  How?”


“I had this idea.  I think it’s a very clever plan,
really.”

















 

Chapter Thirteen


“Plan?” Fenella repeated.  “I don’t like the sound of that.”


“It’s really very simple,” Mona told
her.  “And once we know who the
murderer is, you can tell the inspector and everyone will be happy.”


“And you can move on,” Fenella said, again
feeling mixed emotions about the idea.


“Yes, exactly,” Mona replied.  


“So what’s the plan?” Fenella asked.


“You just have to tell all of the suspects
that you saw them in the alley when you found Mr. Collins’s body.  Then we wait and see who comes to kill
you.”


Fenella stared at her aunt with her mouth
open.  After several minutes, she
took a shaky breath.  “I’m sure
there must be something wrong with my hearing,” she said.  “You didn’t just say what I thought you
said.”


“Now don’t be silly,” Mona replied.  “Of course you won’t actually get
killed.  You needn’t worry about
that.”


“Oh, well, I’m glad you have it all worked
out,” Fenella snapped.  “I’m still
not doing it.”


Mona sighed.  “Where’s your sense of adventure?” she
demanded.  “Don’t you want to see
the killer behind bars?”


“Of course I do.  But the police have everything well in
hand.  There’s no need for me to set
myself up as a target for the killer.”


“Dying isn’t that big a deal,” Mona
retorted.


“That’s easy for you to say, you’ve already
done it.  I’m quite happy starting
my new life here.  I’m not ready to
die.”


“I wasn’t ready to die, either.”


“You were ninety-one.  If I were that age, maybe I’d be ready
to risk my life to help find a murderer.”


“Don’t you even want to hear the plan?” Mona
asked.


“No, I want to go to bed,” Fenella
said.  She didn’t wait for her aunt
to argue before stomping out of the room. 
She shut the bedroom door and changed into her nightgown.  A scratching at the door startled her.  She’d nearly forgotten about Katie.


“I’m sorry, dear,” she told the kitten as
she pulled the door open.  Katie
gave her a look that suggested she wasn’t going to forgive Fenella that
easily.  She swished past her and
jumped up onto the bed, turning around several times before settling herself in
the exact center of the large space.


“I’ll perch on the edge, no worries,”
Fenella told the tiny animal. 


Katie’s look suggested that she expected
nothing less.


Fenella chuckled and then went into the
bathroom to remove her makeup and brush her teeth.  Katie seemed to be fast asleep when she
came back through.  True to her
word, Fenella carefully climbed under the covers and settled herself on one
edge of the mattress, trying hard not to disturb her pet.  She switched off the light and sighed.  There was no way she was going to listen
to Mona’s crazy plan.  The police would
find the killer eventually.


Hours later Fenella was running as fast as
she could, but it wasn’t fast enough. 
The killer was right behind her, with a knife in his or her hand.  The ground under Fenella’s feet began to
crumble, making it harder and harder for her to make any progress.  The killer didn’t seem to mind the
difficult terrain, but Fenella kept slipping and sliding, and more importantly,
slowing down.


She told herself to turn around.  It was important that she see who was
chasing her, but she was too afraid. 
If she turned her head, she’d fall down for sure and then the killer
would catch her.  As she ran, a
crack appeared in the ground in front of her.  Fenella leapt across the crack as it
continued to grow.  That should slow
the killer down, she thought hopefully. 
The ground under her feet began to shift upwards and suddenly Fenella
found herself sliding backwards, down a slope that hadn’t been there a moment
earlier, right into the killer’s hands.


Sitting straight up in bed, Fenella grasped
at the empty air around her.  “Run,”
part of her brain told her.  “Wake
up,” another part said.  Fenella’s
eyes popped open and she gasped for air. 
When something small and solid jumped onto her, she screamed.


“Mmmmmmmmmmeeeeeooooooowwwwww,” Katie said loudly.


Fenella gulped for air and then turned on
the bedroom light.  Katie blinked at
her and then rubbed against her hand.


“It was a bad dream,” Fenella told the
kitten, as she fell back on her pillow. 
“I was being chased by a very bad person.”


Katie blinked again and then settled herself
on Fenella’s torso.  Sighing,
Fenella began to pet the kitten, trying to calm her racing heart.


“I don’t know who it was,” she said
softly.  “It could have been
anyone.”


She glanced at the clock.  It was four in the morning and far too
early for her to get up.  Sliding
down under the covers, she closed her eyes and told her troubled brain to
sleep.  The room was too bright with
the light on, but when she switched it off it felt far too dark.  After several minutes of lying still,
staring into the darkness, Fenella angered Katie by getting up and turning on
the light in the corridor.  When she
got back in bed, she decided that that would have to do.  Her sleep for the next few hours was
restless at best.


As she made coffee the next morning, Fenella
tried to think.  Mona’s plan was
crazy, but after her nightmare she was quite eager to see the killer behind
bars.  She paced around her kitchen,
waiting for the coffee to be ready and waiting for Mona to make an appearance.


Eventually, at least the coffee was
ready.  As she swallowed the first,
precious sip, Fenella started to think about breakfast.  Her cupboards were emptier than she’d
realized and suddenly getting to the grocery store jumped to the top of her “to
do” list.  She found a blank piece
of paper and began to make a list of everything she needed.  Back in Buffalo, she’d always planned
meals for the entire week and done one big grocery shopping trip every Sunday
morning.  Since she’d been on the
island, she hadn’t planned a single meal. 
While part of her was enjoying the freedom, she also missed having a
plan in place.  


Katie wandered in and nibbled on her
breakfast as Fenella was making the list. 
“And I suppose I need kitten food, too,” Fenella said with a sigh, glancing
at Katie.  


Katie walked over and wound her way between
Fenella’s feet, purring softly.


“Oh, go and eat your breakfast,” Fenella
told her.  “You don’t have to be
extra nice.  I’ll feed you anyway.”


After one last rub against Fenella’s leg, Katie
strolled away, into the living room. 
Fenella finished her list and then frowned.  She needed to call Mr. Stone’s office
and see if he’d heard from anyone about Katie.


“Good morning, this is Bethany, how may I
help you?” the voice on the phone asked.


“Good morning.  It’s Fenella Woods.  I was just calling to see if Mr. Stone
has been able to track down the owners of the kitten I brought in.  He was going to email everyone on the
island and elsewhere.”


“I’ll just have to put you on hold while I
check on that,” Bethany said.


The country western song set to a disco beat
that was played to her as she waited had Fenella wishing she’d simply sent the
man an email.  As one song finished
and before another began, Mr. Stone’s recorded voice urged her to spay or
neuter all of her pets.  By the
third song, Fenella found herself humming along to a somewhat familiar
tune.  She was grateful when Bethany
interrupted. 


“I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” Bethany
said brightly.  “Mr. Stone has heard
back from everyone he reached out to and no one that he knows ever treated your
kitten.  I’m sure you’ve been
looking out for signs on lampposts and things.  Beyond that, I’m not sure what else you
can do, unless you want to take out an ad in the local paper.  If you are willing to keep her, my best
advice would be to consider yourself a kitten mum.”


Fenella laughed.  “I’m just afraid I’ll get too attached
and then her owners will turn up,” she explained.


“I would have thought you’d have heard from
them by now, if they were looking,” Bethany said. 


“I don’t want to keep bothering you, so I
won’t call again,” Fenella told her. 
“Please call me if you hear anything, though.”


“We will do,” Bethany assured her.  “And I’ll be ringing you in a few days
to remind you about her shots and having her spayed as well.  I have the relevant dates in the notes
from your first visit.”


“I’ll talk to you then,” Fenella said.  She glanced over at Katie, who was
curled up on the couch again.  “I
guess I get to keep you for a little while longer, anyway,” she said.  Katie looked up and winked at her.  


A few minutes later,
Fenella headed out of the building to do some shopping. 
While it would have been easier to take Mona’s car, she wasn’t ready for
that challenge yet.  Feeling
slightly foolish, she walked to the nearest grocery store the long way
around.  She also still wasn’t ready
to walk back through the alley behind the building.  


A large display at the front of the store
showcased what they called “wheeled shopping trolleys” and Fenella couldn’t
resist taking a look.  They weren’t
exactly fashionable, but a trolley would make her shopping trips much
easier.  After considering a few
plain ones, she decided to be bold and chose a bright purple one with large
pink polka dots.  If she was going
to use the stupid thing, she was going to at least
pretend to be happy about it.


The trip around the store didn’t take long,
even though she still wasn’t sure where to find things.  She’d only planned for a few meals,
reasoning that she could shop whenever she wanted to now that she wasn’t
working.  At the checkout, the girl
filled a few bags and Fenella carefully packed everything into her new shopping
trolley.


“It’s really bright, anyway,” the girl said,
nodding toward the trolley.  “You
won’t misplace it, will you?”


“I hope not,” Fenella laughed. 


She made her way back to her building,
happily pushing her trolley and feeling grateful that she didn’t have to carry
plastic shopping bags today.  As she
turned the corner and began to walk down the promenade on the last leg of the
journey, she noticed the distinctive markings on the car that was parked at the
curb.  What was a police car doing
at her building?


“I hardly think this is necessary,” Suzy was
saying loudly as Fenella entered the building’s lobby area.  “I’m quite sure I can answer all of your
questions without going down to the station.”


Fenella walked toward the elevators as
slowly as she could reasonably walk, not wanting to look as if she was being
nosy, but desperate to find out what was happening. 


Suzy was standing in the center of the room
with a uniformed police constable on either side of her.  Her feet were firmly planted and it looked
as if the constables were having some trouble persuading her to come with them.


“I’m sorry, but we’ve been asked to bring
you down to the station,” one of the young uniformed men said.  “We’re just following our orders.”


“Whose orders?” Suzy demanded.


The two men exchanged glances and then one
of them spoke.  “We’re just
constables,” he said.  “We get told
what to do by dispatch and we do it. 
We’re not informed as to where the orders come from.”


Suzy narrowed her eyes.  “This simply won’t do,” she said
loudly.  “I’m too busy to waste my
morning playing nice with the police. 
You can’t make me go to the station.”


“Actually, we can,” Inspector Robinson’s
voice was cool as he crossed the lobby. 
“I can place you under arrest if you prefer.  For the moment, I’d rather you went
willingly.  I’m sure you’re eager to
help us with our investigation.”


Suzy laughed.  “I’m not, actually.  I think you’re going to have to arrest
me.”


The inspector nodded and opened his mouth;
before he could speak, however, a tall grey-haired man walked out of the door
from the management offices.


“What’s going on?” he demanded loudly.


The inspector walked over to him and the
pair talked quietly for several minutes. 
Fenella had given up any pretext of heading for the elevators.  Instead, she, like everyone else in the
lobby, simply stood and watched the scene unfold.


“Ms. Monroe, a word, please,” the man
barked.


Suzy turned and walked over to join him and
the inspector.  Fenella watched as
the woman shook her head and whispered with some urgency.  After a few minutes, the tall stranger
took a step backwards. 


“Enough,” he snapped.  “You’re causing a scene.  Go.”


Suzy turned bright red and Fenella could see
her struggling to keep her temper under control.  As the man stared at her, Suzy tossed
her head and then spun on her heel. 
She walked over to the two uniformed constables and smiled at one of
them.


“It looks as if it’s just you and me, then,”
she said in a flirty tone.  “I do
hope you’re going to have to strip-search me.”


The young man blushed brightly and then
quickly walked out of the building. 
His partner followed, with Suzy between them.  As soon as the trio left the room, the
grey-haired man stalked back through the door to the management offices.  Inspector Robinson looked around at the
small crowd of people who were still in the lobby and smiled ruefully.


“And that’s enough excitement for today,” he
said loudly.  Fenella began to walk
toward the elevators, trying to blend into the background.  It didn’t work.


“Ms. Woods?” the inspector called.


Fenella stopped and turned to smile at
him.  Around her, she could feel the
eyes of the curious on her.  When
the inspector reached her side, she was struck again by how very attractive he
was, especially when he smiled.


“Sorry, now everyone will think you’re
next,” he said.


“It’s fine, unless you really are thinking
of arresting me,” Fenella replied.


“Not at all,” he assured her.  “I just thought you should know that
we’re investigating Suzy for things completely unrelated to the two murders.”


Fenella frowned.  “That’s disappointing,” she said.


“It is,” he agreed.  “And unfortunately, the two
investigations are tangled up with one another, which complicates the murder
investigations.”


“You haven’t ruled Suzy out as the killer,
have you?”


“No, not entirely, although she’s not at the
top of my list.”


Fenella wanted to ask why, but she didn’t
think she’d get an answer.  “Good
luck,” she said instead, feeling as if it was a stupid thing to say.


“Thank you,” he replied.  He took a step away from her and then
turned back.  “By the way, I won’t
be back in the Tale and Tail for a few days.  The investigation has to take priority.  Once it’s all over, though, I’d like to
buy you a drink.”


“I’ll look forward to it,” Fenella said.


In the elevator, she thought about all the
things she probably should have said. 
At forty-eight years old, she felt as awkward as a teenager with
men.  Too many years with Jack had
spoiled her, although she’d never been exactly comfortable talking to men she
was attracted to at any age.  That
had been one of the things that she’d liked about Jack.  She’d felt comfortable with him from the
very beginning.  And that should
have been all the warning you needed that you and he weren’t going to have a
great romance, a little voice in her head whispered.


Back in her apartment, she unpacked the
shopping and then found a home for the trolley in the small closet by the front
door.  She had to move several pairs
of shoes to make the space, but it seemed worth it to her.  She was already feeling quite fond of
her little trolley and there was no doubt it had made today’s shopping trip
much easier.


The phone interrupted her before she could
settle in with a book.  


“You have a package at reception,” a
mechanical voice told her.


Fenella went back down to the lobby,
wondering what she’d received.  When
she was handed the box that had arrived, she stared at it for a moment and then
chuckled.  She’d completely
forgotten that she’d shipped a box of books to herself.


Back in her apartment, she unpacked the
box.  Nearly all of the books were
biographies of Henry the Eighth and his six wives.  They were the starting point for the
book she was planning to write and she piled them all carefully on the desk in
the corner of the master bedroom. 
She’d read them all before, of course, but now she needed to read them
again and start taking notes.  


“Perhaps unpacking them is enough work for
today,” she said to her reflection as she walked out of the bedroom.  Feeling slightly guilty for neglecting
her writing project, she was relieved when she checked the clock and discovered
it was time for lunch.


She fixed herself a can of soup and sliced
some of the fresh bread she’d just bought to go with it.  While the soup was heating, she gave Katie
her lunch.  The pair had just about
finished when Mona joined them.


“A little excitement in the lobby this
morning?” Mona asked as she sat down next to Fenella.


“Suzy was arrested, or at least taken in for
questioning,” Fenella said.  “But
Inspector Robinson said that it doesn’t have anything to do with the murders.”


“That’s a shame,” Mona replied.  “Especially with you having nightmares
about the killer.”


“How do you know about that?” Fenella
demanded.


“I heard you scream,” Mona told her.  “I thought about popping in to see if I
could help, but I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about seeing a ghost just then.”


Fenella thought about it for a moment and
then laughed.  “I see your point,”
she said.  “But I don’t really think
of you as a ghost anymore.”


“So the next time you have a nightmare, I’ll
come and visit,” Mona told her.


“I’m sort of hoping I won’t have any more
nightmares,” Fenella said.


“But until the killer is behind bars, you
probably will.  Maybe you should
give my plan a bit more thought.”


“Nightmares are better than dying,” Fenella
said.


“And I’ve taken your complaints into
consideration.  I’ve reworked the
whole plan so you’ll feel safe.”


Fenella opened her mouth to argue.  “What’s the plan, then?” were the words
that actually came out of her mouth.


“You need to get in touch with all of the
suspects and tell them you know something about the murder that you know they
don’t want the police to know,” Mona said, clearly excited.  “Then you can arrange to meet them
somewhere public to talk about it. 
Only the killer will turn up, of course, and then you’ll know who did
it.”


“Knowing who did it doesn’t really help,
though, does it?”


“You can use your phone to record the
conversation you have with the killer,” Mona said.  “Then you can take the recording to
Inspector Robinson and he can arrest the relevant person.”


“The killer isn’t going to confess, though,”
Fenella argued.  “And he or she
might accuse me of blackmail.”


“It’s only blackmail if they’re hiding
something,” Mona insisted.  “And if
they murdered two people, they shouldn’t be worried about a little bit of
blackmail.”


“Of course they won’t be worried.  They’ll just kill me, too.”


“But you can tell them that you’ve left a
full accounting of the whole story with someone you trust to be turned over to
the police if anything happens to you,” Mona said.


Fenella laughed and then sighed.  “You’re serious, aren’t you?” she said. 


“Totally.”


“It won’t work.”


“It might, and it might help you sleep at
night.”


“I had one little nightmare.  I’m sure the police are close to solving
the cases anyway.”


“Maybe you could just ask everyone to meet
you without saying you saw something, and then spring it on them when you talk
to them,” Mona suggested.  “That way
they won’t be planning on killing you when they get there and maybe they’ll be
so surprised that they’ll blurt out a confession.”


“I like that better,” Fenella admitted
reluctantly.  “But I doubt anyone
will want to meet with me.  Why
would they?”


“Don’t give them a reason, just ring them
all up and ask them to meet you,” Mona said.  “The guilty party will probably rush to
oblige you and that’s the only person we’re really interested in.”


“What if they all agree?  How will that help?”


“You’ll have to meet them all individually
and tell them you saw them in the alley,” Mona said.  “Then see how they react.”


“And hope they didn’t bring a knife just in
case.”


“They aren’t going to stab you in broad
daylight in the middle of the promenade,” Mona said.


“Is that where you think I should meet
everyone?” 


“There’s a bench right across the street
from us,” Mona told her.  “It’s
public enough to protect you, but private enough for the conversation you need
to have.  And I can see it from
here, so I can keep an eye on you.”


“And how does that help?” Fenella asked.


Mona shrugged.  “Anyway, even if it doesn’t work, it’s
worth trying.  Sitting around
waiting for the police to work it out is too frustrating.”


“I’ll have to think about it,” Fenella said
eventually.  “It could work, but I’m
not sure we should interfere with the police.”


“It’s not interfering,” Mona said.  “It’s asking people to meet you for a
chat and seeing if they turn up. 
What’s the worst thing that could happen?”


Fenella thought of a dozen things that might
happen that she wouldn’t like, but she didn’t bother to tell her aunt any of
them.  Mona clearly thought the plan
was a good one and she wasn’t going to be swayed by Fenella’s arguments.  


“I need to get some work done now,” Fenella
said.  “I’ve just received a
shipment of some of the books I need for my research.”


“We should get this done today, if we’re
going to do it,” Mona said.  “I know
you want to think about it, but you should think quickly.”


Fenella ignored the remark and headed into
the bedroom.  The pile of books
looked both tempting and daunting. 
She picked up the first one and flipped it open at random.  The phone rang before she’d read a
single word.


“Ah, yes, is that Ms. Woods?  This is Kara Newstead,” a voice said.


“Good afternoon,” Fenella said.  “What can I do for you?”


“I was hoping we might meet,” Kara told her.  “I think I know why Mark wanted to see
you and I thought you should know.”


“I’m working right now,” Fenella told
her.  “But we could meet later,
maybe around four?”


“Excellent,” Kara said.  “I’ll come to your flat.”


“Oh, no,” Fenella said quickly.  “I work from home and I’m already
feeling cooped up in here.  There’s
a little bench just across the road from my building.  Let’s meet there so I can get some fresh
air.”


After a short pause, Kara spoke again.  “Sure, that’s fine,” she said.  “I’ll be there.”


The girl hung up quickly, leaving Fenella
frowning at the phone.


“That’s one set up already,” Mona said.  “While you’re at it, you should ring the
others and arrange to meet them as well.”


Feeling as though she wasn’t going to get
any work done anyway, Fenella impulsively followed Mona’s advice.


“Ah, yes, Bethany?  It’s Fenella Woods.  I was hoping we might get together for a
little chat,” she said after she’d dialed the first number.


“About your cat?” Bethany asked.


“No, about, well, about Alan Collins.”


“Oh, I see,” the woman said flatly.  “I work until five.”


“Maybe you could meet me just after five,
then?  There’s a little bench just
across the road from my apartment building and I’ll need some fresh air by that
time myself.”


“Sure,” Bethany replied, sounding
unenthusiastic.


Fenella found numbers for Mandy and Abigail
in the telephone book and rang them both. 
Neither woman was at home, which made it easier for Fenella.  She simply left messages for them both,
asking them to meet her.  She
suggested three o’clock to Mandy and half an hour later to Abigail.  She just had to hope that they’d get the
messages in time.


“You can’t meet with Suzy, of course, as
she’s still at the police station,” Mona said.  “I do wonder what Shannon Kneale is up
to these days, though.”


“Shannon Kneale?” Fenella asked.


“Do try to keep up,” Mona told her.  “She’s Peter’s ex-wife, remember?  She’s much younger than he is and she
had a fling with Alan Collins.  I’d
like to think she did it, as I’d love to see her in prison.  She’s not a nice woman.  But as you haven’t come across her yet,
ringing her out of the blue would seem odd.”


“What about Peter?” Fenella asked.  “Is he on your list of suspects?”


“He’s too sweet,” Mona told her.  “I do suspect Donald Donaldson, but I
don’t think you should be ringing him. 
You need to let him chase you.”


“Or not,” Fenella snapped.


Mona shrugged.  “You’re a big girl, you can make your
own choices,” she said.  “But he is
very wealthy.  You could do a lot worse.”


“Money isn’t everything.  Didn’t you just warn me about the man?”


Mona shrugged.  “He’s handsome and rich.  That’s a combination that’s hard to
resist.”


“I thought you said he was a criminal,”
Fenella replied.


“He’s never been charged with anything,”
Mona told her.  “But we’ll leave him
out of today’s little exercise, anyway. 
We can argue about him later. 
For now, I think we’ll have to settle for the four you’ve already
arranged.”


For the next hour Fenella paced around her
apartment, doubting her sanity.  The
skies began to fill with clouds.


“What do I do if it rains?” Fenella demanded
of Mona who was sitting and watching the waves.


“Meet in the lobby of the building?” Mona
replied.  “You just want to make
sure you’re somewhere with lots of other people around.”


“No one is going to show up,” Fenella said
after a few more minutes had passed. 
A moment later the phone rang and Mandy confirmed that she would be
there at three.  


“So it’s just Abigail you haven’t heard
from,” Mona said with a satisfied smile. 
“Things are coming together nicely.”


“It’s highly unlikely that any of these
women are the killer,” Fenella said. 
“We’re wasting our time.”


“At least you should sleep better tonight
for feeling as if you’re doing something,” Mona said.  “It isn’t as if you’re working on your
book, after all.”


Fenella flushed.  “I would be working, if I weren’t about
to go out and try to get a murderer to confess to me.”


“No you wouldn’t,” Mona said.  “You’d already said you thought you’d
done enough by unpacking the box. 
You’re dragging your feet on the book, but we’ll talk about that another
time.”


Fenella opened her mouth to protest, but she
knew her aunt was right.  She was
dragging her feet for a great many reasons, none of which she wanted to talk
about with Mona.


Just to prove her aunt wrong, Fenella
flopped down on her bed with one of her books.  She opened it to the first page and
tried to focus on the words, but her mind was racing and she couldn’t
concentrate.  Aware that Mona was
watching her, Fenella waited a moment and then turned the page.  A minute later, she turned the page
again.  


Mona laughed.  “You’re too upset to read,” she
said.  “You aren’t fooling me.  And it’s just about time to head down to
the bench anyway.”


Fenella looked at the clock on her bedside
table.  It was quarter to three.  She probably should make her way
downstairs.  The last thing she
wanted was for any of the suspects to knock on her door.


She ran a comb through her hair and added a
fresh coat of tinted lip balm to her lips. 
Glancing out the window, she grabbed another layer that she threw on
before she slid into a warm jacket. 
She thought about taking an umbrella, but if it really did start to
rain, they could simply move into the building’s lobby.  Neither she nor her guests would want to
sit and talk in the rain.


When she sat down to put on her shoes, Katie
jumped in her lap.  “Merow,” she
said, staring at Fenella.


“She’s worried about me,” Fenella said.


“She’s hungry again,” Mona told her.


Fenella slid her feet into sneakers and then
topped up Katie’s food and water.  


“Here goes nothing,” she said to Mona as she
headed for the door.

















 

Chapter Fourteen


Fenella crossed the promenade and settled
herself on the bench.  She looked
back over her shoulder, trying to see if she could spot Mona in the window of
her apartment, but she was too far away to make out anything specific.  She sighed and turned back around.  Whether Mona was there or not didn’t
really matter.  It wasn’t like Mona
could do anything if someone suddenly pulled a knife on her, she thought.  Or maybe she could.  Fenella really didn’t understand the
whole ghost thing.  Maybe Mona had
all sorts of tricks up her sleeve.  The
thought cheered her up as she waited.


The air felt damp and cold and it quickly
penetrated Fenella’s jacket.  Glad
she’d put on an extra layer, she was debating going back for a heavier coat
when Mandy dropped onto the bench next to her.


“I didn’t see you coming,” Fenella gasped,
her heart suddenly racing.


“You were watching the water,” Mandy said.  “It’s beautiful, even when the weather is
cold and wet.”


“It is,” Fenella agreed.


“So what did you want?” Mandy asked.


Fenella flushed.  She wasn’t as ready for the question as
she wanted to be.  “I was just
worried about you, really,” she said, struggling to work out what to say.  “You seemed upset at the, um, gathering
yesterday.”


“Gathering?  That’s one word for it, I suppose,”
Mandy said, giving Fenella a bitter smile. 
“It should have been a proper memorial service, of course, but with Mark
gone, well, it was just awful, wasn’t it?  Kara had no business being involved.  I should have organized something
myself.”


“You’re in a difficult position to do that,”
Fenella said softly.


“I’m in an impossible position,” Mandy
replied.  “We were divorced, and
Alan didn’t want anyone to know we were talking about reconciling.  Sometimes I think maybe I dreamt all of
that, the last few weeks, when Alan started ringing me again and asking to see
me.  Sometimes I wish I had, because
it’s so much more difficult now, wondering what might have been.”


“You were prepared to take him back?”
Fenella asked.


“I was thinking about it,” Mandy
admitted.  “Or at least I was until
the day he died.  That morning I
received an envelope in the post. 
It was full of photographs of Alan with another woman.”  Mandy blushed and looked out at the
sea.  “He was, um, they were, well,
they were naked and, um, together.”


“Maybe they were old photos?” 


“There was a calendar on the wall behind the
bed, open to this month,” Mandy said. 
“I know that doesn’t actually prove anything, and I know those sorts of
things can be digitally altered, but it was enough to make me suspicious.”


“What did you do?” 


“I rang Alan and we had a screaming row,”
she replied.  “He said that we
weren’t back together yet, so who he was fu, er, um, sleeping with wasn’t any
of my business.  I told him I never
wanted to see him again.”


“I’m sorry,” Fenella said, patting the
woman’s arm.


“You know what’s worse?” Mandy asked.  “He asked me to meet him for lunch and I
actually agreed.  Even though I knew
he’d cheated on me and I knew he was lying to me, I actually agreed to meet
him.”  She shook her head.  “I don’t know why, but he always knew
exactly how to manipulate me.  I
simply couldn’t say ‘no’ to the man.”


“So you were going to meet him for
lunch?  When?”


“That day,” Mandy said, shuddering.  “I was actually in the restaurant,
waiting for him, and the police came instead.  They’d gone to my office and someone
there had told them where to find me.”


“How awful for you.”


“At first I thought he was just hurt, you
know?  Like maybe he’d been in a car
accident or something.  I didn’t
believe them when they said he was dead. 
I’m not sure I believe it now. 
I keep expecting him to ring me or simply turn up somewhere and surprise
me.  I keep thinking the whole last
month has been a bad dream and when I wake up, everything will be all right
again.”


“It’s going to take you some time to get
over all of this,” Fenella said. 


“My friends keep telling me that Alan would
have just broken my heart again,” she said.  “But I feel better thinking that he
really wanted to change and that we’d have made it work the second time
around.”


“You should believe whatever makes you
happiest.  No one can be certain
either way, so why not?”


Mandy nodded.  “Thank you,” she said.  “I think you’re right.  I was angry at
Alan for a long time, when we were married and just after the divorce.  I was starting to forgive him before I
received those photos.  Maybe I’ll
just pretend I never saw them and let myself mourn for the man I loved and
lost.”


Fenella patted the woman’s arm, wondering
what else she could possibly say to the woman.  After a moment, Mandy turned and smiled
sadly at her.


“Thank you for this,” she said.  “I feel better than I have in a long
while.”


“I’m glad we talked, then.  I hope you continue to feel better.”


Mandy nodded and got to her feet.  “Thanks again,” she murmured before she
turned and began to walk slowly down the promenade.  Fenella watched her go as the wind picked
up and a few spots of rain began to fall.


“Not really sitting outside weather, is it?”
Abigail asked.


Fenella jumped and turned to look at the new
arrival.  She’d been so intent on
watching Mandy that she hadn’t noticed Abigail’s approach.  Anyone could sneak up on you and stab
you and you wouldn’t even know they’d been there, a voice in her head chided
her.


She ignored the voice and forced herself to
smile at Abigail.  “I hope the worst
of the rain holds off for a little while,” she said.  “I’m enjoying sitting out here.”


“Really?  I can’t imagine,” Abigail said.  “And I have no intention of sitting here
in the rain, talking to you for ages. 
What do you want?”


“I just wanted to see how you were doing,”
Fenella said.  “I know how upset you
were about losing your husband.  I
suppose I just worry about people, even people I’ve only met once or twice.”


Abigail rolled her eyes.  “I don’t know what you’re playing at,”
she said.  “But I don’t buy that at
all.  Is this the part where you
tell me that you saw something in my husband’s office that makes you think I
killed him?” 


Fenella gasped.  “But, I mean, well, why would I do
that?”


“Blackmail, of course,” Abigail
snapped.  “You think you can
blackmail me or at least someone.  I
saw you talking to Mandy earlier. 
She’s probably a lot more likely to believe your empty threats than I am.  She isn’t very bright.”


“I have no interest in blackmailing anyone,”
Fenella said hotly.  “Mandy is very
upset and I was just trying to help her. 
You can call her and ask her what we talked about if you like.”


“Maybe I will,” Abigail replied.  “So, go on, what did you see in my
husband’s office?”


Fenella glared at her.  “I saw a man sitting behind a desk with
a knife in his chest.  There was
blood everywhere.  If you’d like
more details than that, you’ll have to ask the police.  I was too upset to notice anything
else.”


“If you aren’t interested in blackmailing
me, why did you want to see me?”


“I don’t know,” Fenella answered
honestly.  “But whatever I was
thinking when I called you, I’m sorry now that I did.”


Abigail laughed.  “That was honest, at least,” she
said.  She sat down on the bench
next to Fenella.  “I did still love
him,” she said.  “Even though we
were separated.  I still thought
we’d get back together.”


“I’m sorry,” Fenella felt as if she’d said those words far too much in the last hour.


“Now I just have to hope that he left me his
money.  When we first separated, he
told me he was going to rewrite his will and leave everything to charity.  I’m hoping he never got around to it.”


“I wonder if Mr. Collins had a will,”
Fenella said thoughtfully.


“Probably not.  He thought he was going to live
forever,” the other woman told her. 
“Mark and I made out our wills right after we were married.  It seemed like the proper, grown-up
thing to do.  I remember mentioning
it to Alan and him laughing at us. 
In those days we didn’t have much money.  Alan and Mark were just starting
out.  Alan thought it was hilarious
that we were worried about where our money would go if we died, as in those
days we were probably talking about a few hundred pounds.”


“Wills are still a good idea,” Fenella
said.  “Even if it’s just a few
hundred pounds, it should go where you want it to go.”


“Exactly.  But Alan wasn’t worried about
dying.  At the time, he said he was
going to make his will on his sixtieth birthday.  He may have changed his mind about that,
of course, but Mark never mentioned it if he did.”


An idea popped into Fenella’s head, and
before she could stop to think about it, she blurted out an awkward
question.  “You don’t think the
woman your husband had the affair with could have killed him, do you?”  Fenella turned bright red when she
realized what she’d said.  She
opened her mouth to apologize, but Abigail spoke first.


“Maybe,” she said.  “If I knew who it was, I’d have set the
police on her for sure.  But Mark
would never tell me who she was and I never found out.  It might have been several women, for
all I know.”


“I’m sorry.  That was a rude question.”


“It’s fine.  Don’t think I haven’t spent a lot of my
time trying to answer it myself. 
Both who the woman was and if she might have killed Mark.”


“You’ve no idea as to her identity?”


“None, and it haunts me.  I walk down the street and I look at
every woman I pass and I wonder if she might be the one.”  Abigail shook her head.  “I try not to dwell on it, but it’s
always on my mind.”


“I’m surprised you found out he was
cheating, but not who the woman was,” Fenella said.


“I found lots of little clues,” Abigail
said.  “Credit card receipts for
flowers I never received and for lunches for two in fancy restaurants, for
example.  I finally confronted him
and asked him what was going on and he told me that he’d been seeing someone
else.  He wouldn’t answer any
questions about her. though, no matter how much I
begged.”  She sighed.  “That was one of the conditions I put on
our trying again.  I wouldn’t move
back home until he told me who she was.”


“That seems fair.”


“Of course it’s fair.  For all I knew it was someone who works
in his building or our next-door neighbor or whatever.  I think I could get over the affair, as
long as I knew that he wasn’t seeing her anymore, not even just in passing.”


Fenella nodded.  “But he never told you.”


“He promised he’d tell me over dinner that
night,” Abigail said.  “I don’t know
if he would have, but I’d like to think so.”


“You should believe whatever makes you feel
the happiest,” Fenella repeated herself. 
“Believe that he wanted you back and was prepared to do whatever it took
to accomplish that if it helps you.”


“Yes, I suppose you’re right,” Abigail
said.  “It isn’t easy, though.  I have so many questions and
doubts.  I’m sure I’d feel better if
I could get some sleep, but I simply can’t.”


“You should see your doctor.  Maybe he can prescribe something, just
for the short term, to help you sleep.”


“Maybe,” Abigail said.  She stood up and stretched.  “I’d better be going, I suppose.  I didn’t want to come and talk to you,
but I’m rather glad I did.  I actually
feel a little bit better.”


“I’m glad,” Fenella told her.


“And I’m glad the rain is still holding
off,” Abigail told her.  “It’s
easier to talk out here, in the wind and the sea air.  Thank you.”


“Any time,” Fenella replied, hoping the
other woman wouldn’t ever take her up on the offer.


Abigail smiled and then walked away.  Fenella watched her go for a moment or
two and then looked around.  She’d
been caught by surprise by her first two visitors; she was determined to spot
Kara coming.


It was only after she’d seen Kara emerging
from a car a few spaces away that Fenella remembered that she was supposed to
be recording her conversations with the suspects.  It was a good thing neither Mandy nor
Abigail had confessed to the murders, she thought as she pulled out her phone
and pressed the button to start recording. 
She’d never used it before so she wasn’t sure how long it would record
for or how good the quality would be, but it was worth trying.  She slid the phone back into her pocket
and smiled at Kara, who had reached the bench.


“It’s cold out here,” Kara complained.  “Let’s go up to your flat.”


“We can go and sit in the lobby of the
building, if you’d like,” Fenella offered. 


Kara looked around and then shrugged.  “If you want to stay here, we can stay here,”
she said.  She sat down next to
Fenella and stared at her for a moment.


“What did you want to talk to me about?”
Fenella said eventually.


“How did you happen to find both bodies?”
Kara asked.


“I keep asking myself that same question,”
Fenella said.  “I was just in the
wrong place at the wrong time twice, I guess.”


“What did Mark say
to you when you found him?”


“He didn’t say anything.  He was already quite dead when I got
there.”


Kara studied her for another minute and then
shook her head.  “One of them must
have said something to you,” she said angrily.  “Which one was it?”


“They were both dead when I found them,”
Fenella replied.


“Why were you at Alan’s memorial service
yesterday?” Kara changed the subject.


“My next-door neighbor was going and she invited
me along.  It seemed like the right
thing to do, being that I found the body and all.”


“He was going to marry me, you know,” Kara
said conversationally.


“Alan Collins?”


“Yes. 
We were soul mates.  He knew
that as soon as he saw me for the first time, when I came in to interview for
the job.  I thought he was sort of
odd and creepy.”  She laughed.


“He did seem rather odd when I met him,”
Fenella said tentatively.


“After I started working there, he started
taking me out for lunch.  At first I
just went to get the free meal, but over time I began to appreciate Alan more
and more.”  


She held out her wrist.  A very expensive-looking bracelet
dangled from it.  “He bought me this
for the one-month anniversary of my coming to work with him,” she said.


“How very kind of him,” Fenella murmured.


“He had all these other women ringing him
all the time.  It was sad, really,
because we were destined to be together.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Fenella said
automatically.


Kara looked at her for a moment and then
laughed.  “You needn’t be sorry,”
she said.  “I killed him, after
all.”


Fenella felt her heart skip a beat.  “I’m sorry, but what did you just say?”
she asked, feeling as if she couldn’t think.


“I killed him,” Kara repeated herself
calmly.  “But you already knew
that.  That’s why I wanted to meet
you today.  I need to know how you worked
out that I killed him and Mark so I can hide the evidence or whatever.”


“I didn’t know you killed him,” Fenella
said, trying to work out how she could get away from the girl.


“Oh, dear, that’s a shame,” Kara laughed
again.  “And here I was, all ready
to kill you as well.”


Fenella shook her head.  “Oh, there’s no need to do that,” she
said.  “It was nice talking to you,
but I’d better be going.”  She stood
up.


“Sit down,” Kara demanded.  She opened her jacket and reached a hand
inside.  The knife she pulled out
looked sharp and deadly.  “Sit down
or I’ll stab you now,” Kara said. 
“Maybe, if you talk fast, you can talk me out of killing you.”


Fenella sat back down, as far away from Kara
and the blade as she could.  Her
mind was racing as she tried to figure out a way out of the situation.  She looked up and down the beach, but it
was deserted.  The skies seemed to
darken and Fenella frowned as streetlights began to turn on in response to the
increasing cloud cover.  “You don’t
have any need to kill me,” she said to Kara eventually.


“I just told you that I killed Alan,” Kara
said.  “I can’t have you running to
the police with that little fact, can I?”


“I won’t say anything to anyone,” Fenella
offered.  She glanced around again
and thought she could see someone in the distance.  Maybe if she could keep Kara talking,
the other person would get close enough that she could shout for help.


“If you were going to marry him, why did you
kill him?” she asked Kara.


“He told me he’d stopped seeing other
women,” Kara told her.  “But he
hadn’t.  I took a bunch of photos of
the two of us together and sent them to all of the women he’d been seeing.  I thought that might put them off, but
some of them didn’t seem to mind sharing him.”


“But you did.”


“Of course I did.  We were soul mates, twin souls.  Destiny put us together.  Alan even told me that in the
beginning.  It was only later, after
I’d agreed to marry him, that he started pushing me away.”


“Some men are afraid of commitment,” Fenella
remarked.  Or maybe he realized that
you were unstable and that drove him away, she added to herself.


“I followed him to your building that
morning,” Kara said, her eyes focused on the sea.  “I followed him and watched him.  He went into Suzy’s office and shut the
door.  When he came out, I asked him
what they’d been doing in there and he smirked at me.  It was all just too much.  When he left the building, I followed
him.  I told him I was sorry I
shouted at him and I gave him a big hug and then I stuck the knife in his chest.”


Fenella felt a wave of nausea wash over
her.  She tried to stand up, but her
legs were shaking too hard to support her. 
Kara glanced at her and then smiled.  “Don’t run away,” she said.  “We have so much more to talk about.”


“Where does Mark Potter fit into all of
this?” Fenella heard herself ask.  


“Mark knew I wasn’t in the office that morning,
but he told the police I was.  He
was out at various sites, but he told the police that he’d rung the office multiple
times and spoken to me.  After the
police left, he let me know that he’d provided me with an alibi, but he
expected something in return.”


“How awful,” Fenella gasped.


Kara looked at her and then laughed.  “It’s not what you’re thinking,” she
said.  “Mark felt inadequate next to
Alan with all of his conquests.  He
got one of Alan’s girlfriends to pretend to be having an affair with him
because he wanted to get rid of his wife. 
When Alan dumped the girl and she moved across, he needed a new fake
girlfriend and he wanted me to fill the position.”


“Why didn’t he just divorce Abigail?”


“It wasn’t just about getting rid of
Abigail.  I think he wanted to
pretend he was irresistible to women, just like Alan was.  Who knows, maybe over time he would have
tried to get me into bed.  I don’t
know.”


“So he asked you to be his pretend
girlfriend?”


“Yeah, otherwise he’d tell the police I
wasn’t at work the morning Alan was killed,” Kara confirmed.


“So he knew you’d killed Mr. Collins?”


Kara laughed.  “I’m sure he didn’t think that,” she
said.  “He just thought I’d be in
trouble with the police for lying on my statement.  At the time, I told him I’d gone
shopping with Alan’s credit card, so he thought I might be in trouble over that
as well.  I’m sure he never thought
about me actually being the murderer.”


“And that got him killed,” Fenella said.


“It was awful, though,” Kara told her.  “With Alan, it was so easy, but with
Mark the blood went everywhere.  I suppose
I was just lucky with Alan.  There
wasn’t much blood at all and most of it went on the ground.  When I stabbed Mark, there was blood
flying around all over the office. 
I had to go home and take a shower and change my clothes.”


Fenella thought back to standing outside the
office building, watching the girl walk down the street.  “You came back to work in a summer dress
and sandals,” she remembered.  “Even
though it was a cold day.”


“I hadn’t done any laundry for a few days
and I didn’t have much choice,” Kara said. 
“I had to hurry to get back before the body was found.  I wanted to find him, just in case I’d
left any fingerprints or anything behind.”


“Sorry about that,” Fenella said wryly.


“Anyway, I threw on the first clothes I
could find that were ready to wear and raced back to work, only to find you and
the police were already there.”


“So what happened to the clothes you were
wearing when you killed him?” Fenella asked.  The woman might kill her, but Fenella was
hoping that the phone in her pocket was recording their conversation.  Hopefully it would provide the police
with everything they needed to charge the woman with the murders.


“I put them in a bag and drove up to the
Point of Ayre,” Kara said.  “I
weighted the bag down with a bunch of stones and threw it as far as I could
into the sea.  Even if the police
find it, the sea will have washed away any evidence by now.”


Fenella hoped that wasn’t true.  “I’m sure this has all been traumatic
for you,” she said slowly.  “Maybe
you should talk to someone about it.”


“They’d just lock me up,” the girl
said.  “I don’t want to go to
prison.  Alan needed to die.  His soul was mine anyway.  He even told me that.”


“And Mark?”


“I suppose you’d have to call him collateral
damage,” the girl laughed.  “I am a
little bit sorry about you, though. 
You’ve been so very nice to me today.”


Fenella opened her mouth to reply and then
changed her mind.  She was done
talking.  The figure on the beach
was now close enough that Fenella thought she might be able to reach him or her
before Kara caught up.  Surely Kara
couldn’t kill both of them?


Feeling as if she should have the element of
surprise on her side, she started to speak.  “I don’t think you…”  She stopped in mid-sentence and
jumped up off the bench, taking off in a run before Kara had time to
react.  


Feeling as if she were trapped in her own
nightmare, Fenella ran down the steps to the beach and began to run as if her
life depended on it, as it probably did. 
She ran straight toward the person she could see in the distance, hoping
she wasn’t about to frighten a little old lady or a teenager who was skipping
school.  The sand was slippery and
soft under her feet and she could hear Kara running behind her, cursing loudly.


Time seemed to stand still as she ran and
Fenella felt like she couldn’t catch her breath, as fear and hard physical
exertion began to take their toll. 
A moment later she tripped on a piece of driftwood and almost fell.  She looked back over her shoulder and
saw that Kara was much closer than she’d hoped.  The woman had the knife in her hand and
her eyes looked crazed.


“Help,” Fenella said to no one as she tried
to increase her pace.  The person on
the beach seemed to be getting further away as she ran.  Terrified that the person might suddenly
leave the beach and drive away, Fenella began to shout.


“Hey, hey, help!” she yelled as loudly as
she could.  Shouting used up
valuable oxygen, though, which made running more difficult.  She could hear Kara right behind her now
and she began to anticipate the knife plunging into her back.  Another piece of driftwood almost sent
her to her knees and as she staggered to regain her footing, Kara grabbed her
arm.


“Stop running,” she hissed.  “You’re going to attract attention.”


“That was sort of the point,” Fenella
panted.


Kara shook her head.  “I wish there was a way to make this
look like suicide,” she said.  “That
would be much easier for me.”


“They’re going to catch you,” Fenella told
her, still struggling to catch her breath.  “There’s no point in killing me.”


“They won’t catch me.  I even took the time to set up an alibi
for today.”   She laughed
crazily as Fenella stared at the knife. 



“I think you should drop that knife,” a
familiar voice said from right behind Fenella.


Kara looked over Fenella’s shoulder and then
frowned, letting go of Fenella’s arm as she did so.  “Go away,” she said petulantly.  “We’re having a private conversation.”


“Put the knife down,” the voice said calmly.


Fenella was feeling anything but calm.  She began to take small steps backwards,
hoping Kara wouldn’t notice. 
Luckily Kara was still staring at the man behind her.  


“I won’t,” she said.  “It’s my knife.”


“But you shouldn’t be waving it around on a
public beach,” the man said.  “You
might frighten someone.”


“No one’s frightened of little old me,” Kara
simpered.  “I wouldn’t hurt a fly.”


“Why do you have the knife?” the voice
asked.


“I was, um, worried about being mugged,” she
replied.


Fenella felt a hand on her back and nearly
screamed.  The man behind her guided
her to his left as he continued to talk to Kara.


“The island is very safe,” he said.  “You don’t need a knife like that just
for walking on the beach.”


“Both of my bosses got murdered recently,”
Kara argued.  “The island doesn’t
feel very safe.”


Fenella felt slightly better as she slid
behind Constable Corlett.  As long
as he kept Kara talking, she felt almost safe.


“The island is very safe,” the constable
said.  “Our police force is one of
the best in the world.”


“And yet you haven’t worked out who killed
Alan and Mark yet,” Kara said with a smug grin.


“Actually, I think we have,” Inspector
Robinson interjected.


Fenella hadn’t been able to take her eyes
off the knife in Kara’s hand, so she hadn’t noticed the man’s approach.  Kara glanced over at him and then spun
around and began to run back down the beach.  Fenella was relieved and surprised to
see a veritable army of policemen and women quickly surround her.  Holding her breath, Fenella watched to
see what Kara would do next, worrying for the brave men and women who were in
danger from the sharp knife.


“I’m starting to feel like I’m in trouble,”
Kara said with a small laugh.  “Danny,
you won’t let them do anything to me, will you?” she appealed to the
inspector.  “You were so kind the
day Mark’s body was found.  I know I
can count on you.”


“You need to put the knife down,” he told
her.  “And then we can go over to my
office and have a little chat.”


“Maybe we could chat in my flat, instead,”
Kara suggested.  “We could have a
bottle of wine and I’ll light some candles.  It would be romantic.”


“Not with that knife in your hand,” the
inspector said, his tone light.


Kara glanced down at her hand and then
shrugged.  “It makes me feel safe,”
she said.


“I hope you’ll feel safe with me,” the
inspector replied.


“Oh, yes, of course,” Kara said.  She dropped the knife onto the sand and
then threw herself into the inspector’s arms.  “I didn’t do anything wrong,” she
whispered to him.  “You’ll make sure
they all understand, won’t you?”


“You need to go with Constable Knowles,” he
told her.  “She’ll look after you
until I can get to the station.  Go
on, you’ll be fine with her.”


Kara smiled at him.  “Have her take me to my flat.  We can talk there,” she said
brightly.  


“I think the station might be a better
idea,” he replied gently.


Kara pouted for a moment before one of the
young female constables stepped forward and took her arm.  “If you’ll just come with me, we’ll go
down to the station and get you a nice cup of tea.  You must be freezing in this weather.”


“Oh, yes, I am, actually.  I wanted to go up to Fenella’s flat with
her, but she wouldn’t let me,” Kara replied.  The duo walked away, chatting together.  


Fenella blew out a long breath and then,
much to her embarrassment, burst into tears.


“It’s adrenaline,” the inspector said.  “You’re better off letting it all out.”


Knowing how red and splotchy she got when
she cried, Fenella tried to get herself back under control as quickly as she
could, which wasn’t nearly as fast as she would have liked. 


“I have to go down to the station and talk
to Kara,” the inspector said eventually. 



Fenella sniffed and then nodded.  “I tried to record our conversation,”
she said.  “I don’t know if it
worked.”


“You can give a complete statement to
Constable Corlett,” he told her. 
“He’ll take you home now and talk to you there.”

















 

Chapter Fifteen


Fenella was surprised to see that she hadn’t
actually run that far from the bench across from her building.  At the time it felt as if she’d run
miles, but the walk back was much shorter than she expected.  Bethany Carter was sitting on the bench
as she and the constable approached it.


“Ah, there you are,” she said to
Fenella.  “I thought you wanted to
talk to me.”


“I don’t want to talk to anyone right now,”
Fenella said.


Bethany looked at her and then looked
away.  Fenella was sure that it was
obvious that she’d been crying.


“You need to bring your cat in for shots,”
Bethany reminded her as she turned on her heel and walked away.


“You have a cat?” Constable Corlett asked as
they crossed the promenade.


“I just got her a few days ago,” Fenella
said.  “She sort of adopted me.”


“I’m allergic to cats,” the man said
tightly.


The pair made their way through the lobby of
her building and onto the elevator. 
“I’ll try to keep her away from you,” Fenella said as she opened her
door.


Katie looked up from the couch and then put
her head back down.  Mona was
sitting in the comfortable chair and she shook her head at Fenella and then slowly
faded away.  


“Would you like some coffee or tea or
something?” Fenella asked.


“Tea would be good,” the man said.  “It was awfully cold, standing out there
watching you.”


“You were watching me?” 


“Actually, I was watching Kara,” he
corrected himself.  “She was at the
top of Inspector Robinson’s list of suspects, so he had me keeping track of
her.  He didn’t think she’d stop
with the two murders she’d already committed.”


Fenella shuddered.  “She wanted to kill me,” she said, her
voice shaking as she spoke.  “She
thought I knew something, or saw something, but I didn’t.”


“Did you say something about recording the
conversation?” he asked as Fenella prepared the tea.


“Yes, my goodness, I haven’t even turned it
off yet.”  Fenella had hung up her
coat when she came in.  Now she went
and dug around in the pocket until she found her phone.  When she tapped the button, nothing
happened.


“Oh, dear,” she said.  “I think I may have used up the
battery.”


“Plug it in to charge and while we wait for
that, you can tell me all about your conversation with Kara,” the constable
suggested.


They sat down with their tea and Fenella did
her best to recall every word of the conversation she’d had with the other
woman.  The constable stopped her
when she told him about how Kara had disposed of the clothes she’d been wearing
when she killed Mark Potter.


“I’ll just ring that in and get someone on their way to the Point of Ayre,” he said.  While he was making the call, Fenella
dug a box of chocolate-covered biscuits out of the cupboard.  They’d looked very tempting in the
grocery store, advertised as being covered in Belgian milk chocolate.  Fenella sighed with pleasure as she took
her first bite.  They were every bit
as good as she’d hoped.


“Sorry, carry on,” the constable said when
he’d finished his call.  As Fenella
continued, he ate his way through a few biscuits himself.


“Right,” he said when she was done with the
story.  “I’ll type this up and give it
to the inspector.  He’ll probably
want to follow up with you on one or two points, maybe tomorrow.”


“I’ll be here,” she said tiredly.  Or at the pub, she added silently.  A cup of tea might be the perfect
cure-all for the British, but she was starting to think that a glass of wine
would better suit her mood.


“Is the phone charged enough for us to try
to listen to what you recorded?” the man asked.  Before Fenella could answer, he sneezed.


Katie walked into the room and glanced at
him before helping herself to a few bites of her dry food.


Fenella switched her phone on and tried to
access the recording.  All she’d
managed to get was a few muffled sentences before it cut off.


“I’m sorry,” she said, feeling stupid.


“It’s fine,” he told her.  He sneezed again.  “I’m sure we’ll be able to find more
than enough evidence against her without the recording.  It wouldn’t be admissible in court
anyway.”


He sneezed again as his phone buzzed.  Fenella handed him a tissue as he
glanced at the phone’s screen.


“I need to ring the inspector,” he said
after he’d read his message.


When he hung up, he smiled at Fenella.  “I think the baby is really coming this
time,” he told her.  “Inspector
Robinson will stop by later tonight or tomorrow.”


“Thank you for being there today,” Fenella
said.  “I’m not sure what would have
happened to me if you hadn’t been.”


“Just doing my job,” he said with a small
bow.


Fenella locked the door behind him and then
sank down into the nearest chair. 
Tears welled up in her eyes again and as Katie jumped into her lap, she
let herself cry.


“For goodness sake, stop driveling,” Mona snapped
at her.


Fenella lifted her head and looked at her
dead relative.  “That was the
dumbest thing I’ve ever done.  If a
murder suspect ever wants to talk to me again, I’m going to say ‘no’ for sure.”


Mona shook her head. “No doubt it was scary,
but the important thing is that you’ve solved the murders.  Kara will go to prison, or more likely,
a mental hospital, and you’ll be able to sleep at night.”


“Yes, but I nearly got killed,” Fenella
said.  “It was terrifying.”


“But you didn’t,” Mona said.  “The police were there and it all worked
out in the end.  And I was
right.  I told you one of Alan
Collins’s women was the killer.”


“Too bad you couldn’t have been more
specific,” Fenella said dryly.


“Anyway, I suppose I ought to think about
moving on, now that everything is all done and dusted,” Mona said.


“I don’t know what to say to that,” Fenella
admitted.  “Goodbye?  Good luck?  Have a nice afterlife?”


Mona laughed.  “I’m sure, if you look, some store will
have a card for just this occasion,” she said.  “And maybe one from your cat as well.”


“No doubt,” Fenella agreed.


A knock on the door interrupted their
chat.  Shelly took one look at
Fenella and then enveloped her in a hug.


“I heard you were chased by a madwoman with
a knife all down the beach,” she said. 
“Are you okay?”


“I’ve been better,” Fenella said.  “But it’s all over now, and I’ll sleep
better knowing the killer is behind bars.”


“You need a drink,” Shelly suggested.


“I haven’t had any dinner yet.”


“We can remedy that,” Peter said from behind
Shelly’s back.  “Comb your hair or
whatever you need to do and let us buy you dinner and as many drinks as you can
manage.”


Fenella smiled at them both.  “Give me ten minutes,” she said.


She shut the door and dashed into the
bedroom.  “Eek!” she exclaimed when
she saw the state of her hair and makeup. 
She washed her face and quickly reapplied her makeup before brushing
what felt like hundreds of tangles out of her hair.  She was ready with thirty seconds to
spare.


“Have fun,” Mona told her.  “I think you’ll be just fine from here.”


Fenella opened her mouth to tell her aunt
how much she’d miss her, but Shelly knocked before Fenella could speak.  


“I know,” Mona said.  “I’ll miss you, too.”


As a drink was more of a priority than food,
the trio stopped for fish and chips at a small shop
only a short distance from their building. 
They ate quickly and then headed for the Tale and Tail.  Fenella took a sip of wine and then
settled back on the couch in the corner of the upstairs and sighed.  


“I feel better already,” she said.


“That’s good to hear,” Peter said heartily.


“I was so worried about you,” Shelly told
her.  “I can’t imagine how awful
everything was.”


“It’s all over now,” Fenella said, taking a
second sip.  “And I’m really
grateful to you both for bringing me out tonight.”


“Ah, there you are,” a loud voice boomed
across the room.  


Fenella looked up and smiled at Donald.  She wasn’t exactly happy to see him, as
she had conflicting emotions about him.   After the day she’d had, she
wasn’t about to try to analyze them right then.


Instead, she stood up and let him give her a
hug.


“I heard about your ordeal,” he said when
he’d released her.  “Are you okay?”


“I’m fine,” she said, happy to find that she
actually felt like she was telling the truth.


“I stopped by your flat a little while ago,
hoping to see you,” he said.  “I
wanted to apologize.”


“For what?”


“I have to go away for a little while,” he
explained.  “Something has come up
with one of my companies in the US and I have to go and sort it out myself, it
seems.  I was hoping we could get to
know each other better sooner rather than later, but it looks as if later is
going to be our only option.”


Fenella shrugged.  “I’m not planning on going anywhere,”
she said.  “I’ll be here when you
get back.”


“Just don’t go falling for anyone else while
I’m away,” he said sternly.  “There
are a lot of other men around who’d be happy to snap you up.”


Fenella laughed.  “Flattery will get you nowhere,” she
teased.  “Anyway, I hope your trip
is successful.”


“I’m sure it will be,” he told her.  “I’m very good at what I do.”


Fenella smiled at his self-confidence.  It was very nearly arrogance, but he
made it seem attractive anyway.  


“And now I must be off,” he added.  He nodded to Peter and Shelly and then
gave Fenella another hug.  “Take
good care of yourself while I’m gone,” he whispered in
her ear.


Fenella sat back down and watched him walk
away, not certain if she felt more relieved or disappointed that he was going.


“More wine?” Peter asked.


“Oh, not yet,” Fenella said, taking another
sip of her drink.  “But soon.”


Peter and Shelly both laughed and then the
trio began to talk about various topics, all of them avoiding any mention of
Alan Collins, Mark Potter and Kara Newstead.  It was nearly midnight by the time they
made their way back to their building.


Shelly gave her a big hug and then let
herself into her apartment, leaving Fenella in the corridor with Peter.  She was struggling to find her keycard
and then finding it quite difficult to make the card unlock the door.


“I think that’s your credit card,” Peter
told her gently.


Fenella squinted at the card in her hand and
then sighed.  Peter chuckled and
took the bag out of her hand.  He
found the right card and unlocked her door for her.


“Thank you,” Fenella said, speaking
carefully so that she didn’t slur her words.


“You’re very welcome,” he replied.  He gave her a gentle hug and then took a
step backwards.  “Maybe some day
you’d like to have dinner with me again?” he suggested.


“Sure,” Fenella said.  “Just ask.”


“I’ll do that,” he promised.


Fenella shut her door behind her and leaned
against it.  She was only a little
bit drunk, and she could already feel a headache coming on.  Katie walked out of the bedroom and
stared at her.


“I’m fine,” she said loudly.  


Katie didn’t look as if she believed her
owner.  


In the kitchen, Fenella filled up Katie’s
water bowl, only spilling a little bit of the water as she did so.  When she dropped a few pieces of dry cat
food on the floor, Katie was kind enough to eat them so that Fenella didn’t
have to pick them up.  With that
chore done, Fenella headed to bed, taking a few headache tablets before she
shut her eyes.


At first she thought the banging noise that
woke her was just in her head. 
Fenella stretched and then sighed. 
Someone was at her door.  She
pulled on her bathrobe and slid her feet into slippers.  No doubt, considering how horrible she
probably looked, it was going to be Inspector Robinson.  Yet again, she was going to kill any
chance of the handsome man ever asking her out.


“Good morning, Inspector,” she said as she
pulled the door open.


“I’m sorry that I woke you,” he told
her.  “And you really should call me
Daniel.”


“I assumed you were here on official police
business,” she replied.  “You should
probably come in.”


He hesitated in the doorway.  “I can come back later, if you’d
rather,” he said.  “As I said, I
didn’t mean to wake you.”


“I had a few drinks with friends last
night,” Fenella explained.  “And I
don’t usually drink very much.  I
overslept.  What time is it, anyway?”


“Half ten,” the man told her.


Fenella blushed.  “I haven’t slept that late in years,”
she exclaimed.  “I’m terribly
sorry.”


“I should have rung first,” the man told
her.  “But I wanted to give you some
good news.”


“Oh, do come in and don’t pay any attention
to how awful I look,” Fenella invited.


“You look fine,” he told her. 


“So what news?” she asked, knowing she was
blushing and trying to ignore it.


“Kara has confessed to everything,” he
replied.  “She’s going to need a
psychiatric evaluation and she might end up in a mental hospital rather than a
prison, but it doesn’t look like there will ever be a trial, so you don’t have
to worry about testifying in any way.”


“That is good news,” Fenella said.  “Thank you for letting me know.”


He smiled at her and then frowned.  “Before I go, I just have to say
something,” he told her.  “I know
this was the first time you’ve ever been caught up in a murder investigation,
but you need to be more careful. 
Meeting a murder suspect on a deserted beach wasn’t a very sensible
thing to do.”


“I thought it would be a nice public place,”
Fenella said.


“If the weather had been better, it might
have been,” he said.  “As it was,
Constable Corlett had to stay back some distance so that Kara didn’t spot
him.  If he’d been any further away,
she might have caught up to you before he reached you.”


Fenella shuddered.  “I’m just glad he was there.”


“And I’m glad he called for backup when he
did,” the man said.


He got up and walked to the door.  “If you’re not doing anything, I’ll be
at the Tale and Tail tonight,” he said casually.  “I’ll buy you a drink to celebrate the
successful conclusion of the two murder investigations.”


“Surely I should buy you a drink for that?”
Fenella laughed.


“We can take turns,” he offered.


“I don’t think I’ll want more than one,”
Fenella said.  “I overdid it last
night.”


“Let’s see how it goes,” he suggested.  “The first round is on me, anyway.”


Fenella nodded.  “What time?”


“Seven?” he said.  “I have a lot of paperwork to get
through today, but I should be done by seven.”


“I’ll see you then,” Fenella agreed.


“By the way, Constable Corlett and his wife
had a baby boy last night,” he told her. 
“Both mum and baby are doing well.”


“How wonderful,” Fenella said.


She shut the door behind the man and then
went and took a shower and got dressed. 
Katie hadn’t complained about missing breakfast, for which Fenella was
grateful.  Now she gave the kitten
her lunch before she fixed her own. 
The apartment felt too quiet as she ate.  The pile of books on her desk seemed to
be growing, so after lunch Fenella curled up with one of them and a notebook,
ready to start her research.  Half
an hour later she was bored and restless.


A long walk on the promenade cleared her
head, even if she did deliberately walk in the opposite direction from where
she’d run the previous day.  Back at
home, she worked her way through more of the book she’d started earlier and
then made herself some dinner.  Eventually it was time to get ready to
go to the pub.  She dug around in
her wardrobe, looking for something to wear.


“Jeans and a sweatshirt should do,” she told
herself.  “It isn’t a date, after
all.”


“But you should dress as if it were,” Mona’s
voice came from behind her. 


Fenella spun around and looked at her
aunt.  “I thought you’d left,” she
said, quite happy to see the woman again.


“I was going to go,” Mona replied.  “But then I realized that first I need
to straighten out your love life.”
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