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      Welcome to book three in the Isle of Man Ghostly Cozy Series.  I hope everyone is having as much fun with Fenella and her friends as I am.

      As this series is written with an American protagonist (even if she was born on the island), I’ve used American English throughout the story.  The setting, however, is once again the incredibly beautiful Isle of Man.

      This is a work of fiction.  All of the characters are products 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 taken considerable liberties with locations within the story, adding 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.  Charlotte de la Tremouille, the wife of the seventh Earl of Derby, did exist.  William Christian is either a traitor or a patriot, depending on your view of the matter.  While Charlotte is real, her ghost does not (to the best of my knowledge) haunt Castle Rushen.

      I hope you enjoy this book and I would love to hear your thoughts.  My contact details are in the back of the book.  Thank you for spending some time with Fenella, Mona, Daniel, Shelly and the rest.
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      Fenella frowned as the car covered in signs pulled up to the curb in front of her.  She’d known the car would have what were called “L plates,” small white squares with a bright red letter “L” printed on them.  Displayed on both the front and back of the car, they were designed to warn other drivers that a “learner” driver was behind the wheel of the car carrying the plates.

      While that felt embarrassing enough to a woman who was nearly fifty, the car that had just arrived to take her for her first driving lesson was festooned with signs advertising the driving school, as well.  No one who saw it would have any doubt that she was learning to drive.

      “Fenella Woods?” the man behind the wheel asked after he’d rolled his window down.

      “Yes, that’s right,” Fenella said.

      “Get in,” he told her.

      Fenella slid into the passenger seat and fastened her seatbelt.  She was already having second thoughts about trying to learn to drive in her newly adopted home.  While she’d been born on the Isle of Man, she’d grown up in the US and had done all of her driving there.  An unexpected inheritance had brought her to the island, though, and she fully intended to stay.  Learning to drive felt like a necessity to her, no matter how difficult that might prove.

      “I’ll just get us somewhere a bit quieter, and then you can have a go,” the man told her.  “For now, just be careful you don’t step on the instructor’s pedals at your feet.”  He signaled and then carefully pulled out into traffic.  Fenella sat back and tried to study him without staring.

      The man looked to be in his mid-fifties, although Fenella wondered if the stress of his job made him look older than he actually was.  His hair was mostly grey.  His eyes were hidden behind thick glasses with dark frames that Fenella thought were most unflattering.  His clothes appeared to have been selected for comfort rather than style, and Fenella decided that the man didn’t own an iron, or if he did, he didn’t know how to use it properly.

      “The promenade is a bit busy for a first lesson,” he said after a minute.  “I know a few quiet neighborhoods where you can have a go without worrying about traffic.”

      “That sounds good,” Fenella said.  The quieter the better, she added to herself.

      After another minute or two, the driver pulled over to the side of the road.  Fenella looked around at the neat row of houses on either side of the street.  Each house had its own small parking area; some even had garages.  In spite of that, there were many cars parked on the street.

      Switching off the engine, the man turned to Fenella and gave her a very brief smile.  “I’m Mel Belsom,” he said.  “But you already know that.  Give me your driving history again, please.”

      Fenella nodded.  She’d gone over it all on the phone when she’d arranged the lesson, but she didn’t mind repeating herself.  “I got my driver’s license when I was seventeen in the US state of Pennsylvania,” she told him.  “I’ve been driving ever since, with only a few minor fender benders and a single speeding ticket to my name.”

      Mel nodded.  “So what brings you to the island?”

      “I inherited my aunt’s estate,” she explained.  “It was the perfect opportunity to make a big life change, and I was ready for it.  I’ve been here about two months now, and not being able to drive is starting to make me crazy.”

      “I imagine most Americans drive,” Mel said.

      “Oh, yes,” Fenella answered.  “And most get their licenses as soon as they turn sixteen.”

      “Is the test not terribly difficult, then?” Mel asked.

      Fenella shrugged.  “You have to take a written test, like the one you take here, before you can start.”

      “How did you do on the written test here?”

      “I missed one,” Fenella said, blushing.

      “That’s pretty good,” Mel told her.  “Most of my teenaged drivers barely pass.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I worked really hard to learn the rules and memorize the street signs.  I got mixed up on one of the signs.”

      “It happens,” Mel shrugged.  “What’s the US road test like?”

      “I believe they’ve made it more difficult now than it was in my day,” Fenella told him.  “When I took my test, we were required to drive around an enclosed course that was set up with various signs that needed to be obeyed and designated areas for demonstrating the ability to parallel park and complete a three-point turn.”

      “How long did that take?”

      “Goodness, I’m not sure,” Fenella said.  “Maybe five minutes?”

      Mel laughed.  “You’re in for a surprise here, then,” he told her.  “The practical driving test here is forty minutes long.”

      “Forty minutes?” Fenella echoed, feeling slightly ill.

      “Yep.  First you do thirty minutes of following very specific instructions, including reverse parking, which is what you called parallel parking, and a turn in the road, what you called a three-point turn.”

      “And all of that takes thirty minutes?” Fenella asked.

      “Easily,” the man replied.  “Then you have ten minutes of what they call independent driving.  The examiner will ask you to drive from a given point to another given point.  You’ll have to follow road signs to get there.”

      “Maybe I’ll just learn to love buses and taxis,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      Mel shrugged.  “You have an advantage in that you’ve driven before,” he pointed out.  “Your challenge is getting comfortable with the island’s roads and the different traffic laws, not the mechanics of making the car go.”

      “I suppose,” Fenella said.

      “Why don’t we have a lesson or two before you make up your mind,” Mel suggested.  “I’m always honest with my students.  If I don’t think you’re going to be able to do it, I’ll tell you after a second lesson.”

      “Couldn’t you just tell me today?” Fenella asked.

      “You’re going to be terrible today,” the man told her.  “I need to see whether you can improve or not.”

      Fenella nodded slowly.  “Okay, I think.”

      “Let’s change places and you can make a start,” he told her.

      The man climbed out of the driver’s seat and walked around the car.  While he was doing that, Fenella opened the passenger door and slid out.  She felt her feet dragging as she made her way to the open driver’s door.  Once she was sitting down with her seatbelt fastened, Mel handed her the keys.

      “Just one other thing,” she said.  “I’ve never driving a stick shift before.”

      Mel raised an eyebrow.  “You mean a manual transmission?  Never?”

      “Nope.”

      “You do have them in America?”

      “Yes, but mostly on sports cars,” Fenella told him.  “The vast majority of cars in the US are automatics.”

      “You know you can get an automatic license over here that only allows you to drive automatic cars,” he said.  “You don’t actually have to learn to drive a car with a manual transmission.”

      “Along with inheriting an apartment, I inherited a really cool car,” Fenella replied.  “But it’s a stick shift.”

      Mel rubbed a hand over his face.  “It isn’t that different,” he told her.  “I’m sure I can get you driving a manual.  You may need a few more lessons that I was anticipating.  I didn’t realize, but never mind.  Let’s see how you get on.”

      Fenella forced herself to smile at the man as she slid the key into the ignition.

      “You’ll need to put your foot on the brake and the clutch,” Mel told her.

      “The clutch is the one on the far left, right?”

      “Far left is correct,” Mel said.

      “And the brake is in the middle?”

      “Yes.”

      “At least that’s the same as in America,” Fenella said.  “Gas on the right and brake on the left.”

      “Press down both the brake and the clutch and then turn the engine on,” Mel told her.

      Fenella did as she was told.  Next the man showed her how to put the car into first gear and release the handbrake.

      “Now slowly release the clutch as you press down gently on the accelerator,” Mel said.

      Fenella lifted her left foot and pressed down with her right.  The car moved forward a few inches and then stalled.

      “That wasn’t supposed to happen, was it?” Fenella asked.

      Mel shook his head.  “But it usually does,” he said.

      For the next half hour, he patiently and repeatedly took Fenella through the necessary steps for starting the car.  It felt to her as if she made every possible mistake at least a dozen times.  If she lifted off the clutch slowly enough, she’d find she’d forgotten to remove the handbrake.  When she did get the handbrake off, she’d fail to give the car enough gas.  Once she tried moving off in neutral, and one time as she moved her hand toward the gear stick, she smacked it into the door.

      “I forgot which side the gear stick was on,” she said, blushing brightly.

      “Of course, the gear lever would have been on your right, not your left, in the US, wouldn’t it?” Mel asked.

      “Yes, and I think this would be a good deal easier if I could change gears with my right hand,” Fenella replied.  “I am right-handed, after all.”

      “Yes, well, I’m afraid I can’t do anything about that,” Mel replied.

      Fenella felt as if she wanted to cry as she tried yet again to get the stupid car to move.  This time it went all of three feet before it stalled.

      “Maybe I don’t need a second lesson before you tell me to give up,” she said in frustration.

      “I’ve had worse beginners,” Mel assured her.  “I have had an idea, though.  Maybe we should start your lessons in an automatic car.  Once you’ve grown comfortable with the roads and the signs and everything else, you’ll be able to really focus on the finer points of driving a manual transmission.”

      “I haven’t had to worry about roads or signs today,” Fenella pointed out.  “We haven’t moved more than a few feet since I’ve been driving.”

      “Think how much better you’ll do, then,” Mel said.  “I have a friend who is also a driving instructor.  He specializes in automatics.  I’ll swap cars with him for your lessons and we’ll get you out on the open road in no time.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I suppose it will be a start.”

      “Then if you decide not to bother with learning to drive a manual, you can take your test in an automatic,” Mel pointed out.

      “But I’d have to sell Aunty Mona’s wonderful car,” Fenella replied sadly.

      “I’m sure you could find something similar in an automatic,” Mel said.

      Fenella nodded, but she knew herself too well.  If she sold the gorgeous little red convertible, she’d end up buying herself something boring and practical, probably with four doors and a huge trunk for carrying groceries.  Mona’s car appealed to a part of Fenella that she didn’t often admit she had.  If she got rid of it, there was no doubt she’d revert to type.

      “Aunty Mona?” Mel repeated her earlier words.  “Are you Mona Kelly’s niece?”

      “Yes, I am,” Fenella confirmed, wondering how the man knew her aunt.

      “She was a character, was Mona,” Mel said.  “I think everyone on the island knew her.  And I can see why you’re eager to learn to drive her car.  It’s something special.  I can still picture her driving all around the island in it, even after she’d turned ninety and probably shouldn’t have been.”

      “If she could drive it at ninety, I should be able to drive it at forty-uhm, er, something,” Fenella said.

      “I’m sure we’ll get you there,” Mel said.  “It just might take a little longer than you’d like.”

      Fenella nodded.  She carefully stepped on the brake and the clutch and put the car into gear.  Releasing the handbrake, she pressed the accelerator and began lifting off the clutch.  The car moved forward several feet, and suddenly Fenella was driving down the street.

      “Okay, now you need to shift into second gear,” Mel told her as the car began to pick up speed.  “Step on the clutch and slide the gear level straight back.”

      Fenella stepped on the brake and the car shuddered to a halt, stalling in the middle of the road.

      “That was the brake,” Mel said.

      “Yes, I realize that,” Fenella said, trying not to snap.  “I’m simply not used to having three pedals to worry about.”

      A car honked loudly from behind them.  Fenella tried to look to the right, into the rearview mirror, but the mirror wasn’t where it should have been.

      “Even the mirror is on the wrong side of the car,” she grumbled as Mel helped her get the car started again.  As the person behind them honked a second time, Fenella managed to move the car forward enough to get to the curb.

      “I think you’ve done quite enough for today,” Mel said as the car behind them rolled past.  “I’ll drive you home.”

      “That’s probably wise,” Fenella said.

      They traded places again, and Fenella felt as if she’d never been happier to get out from behind the wheel of a car.  Mel was silent as they drove the short distance back to Fenella’s apartment building and Fenella was feeling too embarrassed to speak.

      “Here we are,” he said as he pulled up at the curb.  “Let’s plan on a second lesson at the same time on Wednesday.  I should be able to get the automatic for then.  I’ll ring you if I can’t and we can reschedule.”

      “Okay,” Fenella agreed.  She let herself out of the car and walked into the large lobby of the Promenade View Apartments building.  She’d never expected to inherit her aunt’s entire estate, but she had to admit that she was very lucky to have done so.   The building was beautiful and meticulously maintained.  In the elevator, as she rode to the top floor, she leaned against the wall and sighed.

      “Ah, Fenella, how was your first lesson?” a voice asked as the elevator doors opened to reveal Shelly Quirk, one of Fenella’s neighbors, who was quickly becoming a dear friend.

      “Humiliating,” Fenella said, feeling tears springing into her eyes.

      “Oh, dear, what went wrong?” Shelly asked.

      “Everything,” Fenella replied.  “I just can’t do it.  I can’t make my left foot and my right foot work together.  I never moved more than a few feet at a time without stalling and I nearly hit a parked car once.  The one time I did actually get moving, I stalled in the road and some ridiculously young man sat and honked at me to move the car while he laughed about it on his mobile phone.”

      Shelly wrapped Fenella up in a huge hug.  “It was your very first time driving with a manual transmission,” she said.  “On the wrong side of the car, on the wrong side of the road, in a strange country.  You mustn’t be too hard on yourself.”

      “I didn’t even notice the wrong side of the road part,” Fenella said with a rueful smile.  “I wasn’t on the road enough to realize.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I’m just off to do some shopping.  Would you like to come?”

      Fenella thought about it and then shook her head.  “I’m completely exhausted from forty minutes of stalling,” she told her friend.  “I’m going to curl up with Katie and eat ice cream for the next hour.”

      “Perfect,” Shelly said.  “And then you can dust yourself off and get ready for your next lesson.  There is going to be a next lesson, isn’t there?”

      “Wednesday,” Fenella said glumly.

      “Good girl,” Shelly said, patting her arm.  “How about the pub later?”

      “Daniel is coming over for dinner,” Fenella told her.  “So maybe.”

      “Are you and Daniel a couple now?” Shelly asked.

      “I wish I knew,” Fenella replied.  “He’s bringing over some cold case files that he wants me to look at.  He thinks I might bring a different perspective to them.”

      “Cold case files?  That isn’t very romantic,” Shelly said with a frown.  “Maybe you should wear something sexy.  Maybe that might give the man some ideas.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m not sure I want to give him ideas,” she said.

      Shelly sighed.  “If he was coming to my flat for dinner, I’d open the door in something lacy and nearly see-through,” she said.  “But I’m a few years too old for the gorgeous inspector.”

      Fenella grinned.  Shelly was somewhere in her sixties, more than ten years older than Inspector Daniel Robinson, who hadn’t seen fifty yet.  With her vibrant personality and colorful dress sense, Shelly had little trouble finding friends of both genders.  In spite of her words, Fenella knew the older woman still didn’t feel quite ready to start a new relationship following the completely unexpected death of her husband less than a year earlier.

      “Maybe Daniel likes older women,” Fenella suggested.

      “Maybe he likes you, but he’s too shy to tell you,” Shelly retorted.  “He is bringing you his cold cases, after all.  Maybe that’s how policemen show you that they like you.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I suppose that’s possible,” she said.  “But I think it’s more likely he’s bringing them to me because I’m an outsider.  He wants someone to have a fresh look at the files.”

      “He’s an outsider, too,” Shelly pointed out.  “And he’s a trained police inspector.  You’re a retired history professor writing a book about Anne Boleyn.”

      “Yeah, Daniel’s probably wasting his time,” Fenella said.  “At least I get dinner out of it.  I’m not sure he’s getting anything.”

      “Except the pleasure of your company,” Shelly said.  “Which brings us back to where we started.  Wear something sexy for the man.”

      “I’ll think about,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      Shelly stepped into the elevator as Fenella exited.  “I’ll stop at your flat on my way to the pub.  You can let me know if you want to join me or not.”

      “Is Peter going?” Fenella asked.

      Peter Cannell was another neighbor who was rapidly becoming a friend, although he sometimes seemed to suggest to Fenella that he was interested in more than just friendship with her.  In his early fifties, the man had two divorces to his name already.  Having just ended a long-term relationship of her own when she’d moved to the island, Fenella was trying to keep both Daniel and Peter at arm’s length.

      “I don’t know yet.  He wasn’t home when I stopped earlier,” Shelly said.  “I think he has a new girlfriend.”

      Fenella continued on her way down the corridor toward her apartment, firmly telling herself that she didn’t mind in the slightest that Peter was seeing someone else.  She didn’t have any right to feel the twinge of jealousy that she felt.  Waving her keycard in front of her door, Fenella pushed the door open with a sigh.

      “That was a deep sigh,” her aunt Mona said from the couch in the living room.

      “It’s been a long day,” Fenella told the woman who was either a ghost or a figment of her imagination.

      “It’s only midday,” Mona pointed out.

      “It’s quarter past twelve,” Fenella argued.  “And I had a driving lesson.”

      “Should I take it that means it didn’t go well?” Mona asked.

      “It was horrible,” Fenella replied.  “I’m never going to learn to drive a stick shift and I’m not sure I want to after today.”

      “It seems a shame to leave my car just sitting in the garage,” Mona said.  “Maybe you should sell it.”

      “I don’t want to sell it,” Fenella said.  “I want to drive it all over the island with the top down, feeling free and adventurous and glamorous.”

      Mona studied her for a moment.  “I’m not sure my car will suit you,” she said eventually.

      “This is why I’m sure you aren’t a figment of my imagination,” Fenella snapped back.  “If I were making you up, you’d be much nicer to me.”

      Mona laughed.  “I most assuredly am not a figment of your imagination,” she said.  “And I won’t mollycoddle you and tell you what you want to hear, either.  If driving my car is going to prove too difficult for you, sell my car and buy something with an automatic transmission.”

      “I don’t want to,” Fenella said stubbornly.

      “Meerroww?” Katie said, rubbing her body against Fenella’s legs.

      “Oh, there you are,” Fenella said.  She picked up the tiny kitten that had wandered into her apartment some weeks earlier and never left.  Katie snuggled into her arms and began to purr as Fenella gently scratched behind her ears.  “I missed you,” she told the animal affectionately.

      “Merrowww,” Katie said politely.

      “She missed me, too,” Fenella said to Mona.

      “Or she would have done if you’d been a few minutes later,” Mona said.  “It’s nearly time for Katie’s lunch and you know how cross she gets if her meals are late.”

      Fenella sighed and sank down into the nearest chair.  If I were imagining her, Mona would be much nicer, she thought to herself.  She petted and fussed over Katie for a few minutes before the kitten jumped down and raced into the kitchen.

      “MMMEERRRROWWWW!” she shouted a moment later.

      “See?  She wants her lunch,” Mona said.

      “And so she should,” Fenella replied.  “I’m starving as well.”

      In her spacious kitchen, Fenella gave Katie a bowl full of kitten food and refilled her water bowl before she made herself a sandwich.  “I don’t want to eat too much,” she told her pet.  “Daniel is bringing dinner later.”

      “How nice,” Mona said from behind her.

      Fenella jumped.  “I didn’t see you there,” she muttered as Mona shook her head.

      “Clearly,” Mona said.  “You should really pay more attention.”

      “It isn’t like you wander into the kitchen,” Fenella said.  “There’s nothing in here for you.”

      “Sometimes I like a change of scenery,” Mona replied.  “Although I do think I could simply watch the sea all day, every day, if I had to.”

      “The view from here is amazing,” Fenella agreed.  The apartment had huge windows that looked out over the promenade to the sea beyond.  Fenella found it difficult to get any work done whenever she sat in her living room.  She’d start reading and taking notes and then find that half an hour had passed while she’d been watching the tide roll in or out.

      “Merrow,” Katie said.  She walked out of the kitchen and disappeared into the living room.  Fenella followed, knowing exactly what she’d find when she got there.  Katie was curled up in a neat ball in the exact spot where Mona had been sitting.

      “That animal of yours isn’t very nice,” Mona said.

      “Surely it was just coincidence.  She can’t see you, can she?” Fenella asked.

      “Of course she can see me,” Mona replied.  “And she can hear me as well, but she simply ignores me.”

      “I should try that,” Fenella muttered under her breath.  “There are plenty of other places to sit in here,” she pointed out.

      “But that’s my favorite spot,” Mona complained.

      “And it’s also Katie’s favorite spot,” Fenella said.  “You’ll have to learn to share, both of you.”

      “Never mind,” Mona said airily.  “I think I’ll go and have some fun instead of hanging around here all day.  Maybe I’ll go and visit Charlotte de la Tremouille.  She haunts Castle Rushen, you know.  Maybe we can scare some children on a school trip together.”

      “Can you do that?” Fenella asked.

      Mona simply smiled and faded away, leaving Fenella shaking her head.  A quick search through one of her books on the history of the island revealed that Charlotte had been the wife of the Seventh Earl of Derby, the island’s ruler during the English Civil War.  When Derby had left the island to fight for the King’s army, Charlotte had remained behind at Castle Rushen.  Eventually Parliamentarian forces had arrived, and they sent a letter to Charlotte referring to the late Earl of Derby.  In spite of the shock of learning that her husband had been executed, Charlotte refused to surrender the island.

      Instead, William Christian, also known as Illiam Dhone, surrendered the island upon securing a promise that the islanders could keep their ancient rights.  The book Fenella was reading also mentioned that Charlotte’s marriage had been a love match, which was unusual in those days.  Rumor had it that Charlotte still haunted Castle Rushen, waiting for the man she loved to return from the Civil War.

      Feeling inordinately sad for the woman who had died hundreds of years earlier, Fenella wandered into the bedroom and glared at the stack of books on the desk there.  She knew she needed to start taking extensive notes on Anne Boleyn’s life if she was ever going to be able to write a fictionalized autobiography of the woman, but she wasn’t feeling motivated after her stressful morning.

      Forcing herself to sit at the desk, Fenella picked up a biography about Anne and opened it at random.  She read a few pages about Anne’s early courtship with Henry and began to feel renewed enthusiasm for her project.  Anne’s story was one that she’d loved from the time she’d first heard it as a small child who was already fascinated by English history.  Writing a fictional autobiography would let Fenella get inside Anne’s story in a unique way.  Of course it would also be terribly difficult, and Fenella knew she had to get the historical facts absolutely correct, but the best part for her was that it didn’t really matter if she never found a publisher for the book.  With careful spending, her inheritance from Mona would hopefully keep her afloat until she could start taking her pension in another fifteen or so years.

      She grabbed a notebook and started taking notes right where she was in the story.  Perhaps her reluctance to work stemmed from her habit of always starting at the beginning of every book she picked up.  While she found the story of Henry the Eighth and Catherine of Aragon interesting, she’d read it frequently enough to grow bored every time she encountered it.  Maybe starting just as things began to get interesting, when Henry noticed Anne for the first time, would work better.  She could always fill in the background later.

      Fenella worked for a few hours, taking notes on what she was reading and jotting down a rough outline for the chapters of her own book that covered the period in question.  She only glanced at the clock when Katie began to shout.

      “My goodness, it’s time for some dinner for you, isn’t it?” she asked the kitten.

      “Merroww!” Katie said emphatically.

      Fenella laughed and closed her book, leaving her notes on the desk.  For the first time in weeks, she felt excited about her writing again.

      “I really should reschedule that trip across,” she said to Katie.  “And listen to me, I sound like a native islander,” she added.  Island residents referred to the UK mainland as “across,” and Fenella had heard it so often that it had begun to sneak into her own vocabulary.

      “A week touring Hever Castle and Hampton Court Palace would do me a world of good,” she continued.  “I’m sure I’d come back all fired up and ready to write a masterpiece.”

      “Meerrowwwww,” Katie told her.

      “Yes, I know, you’d have to go and stay with Aunt Shelly next door,” Fenella said.  “But Aunt Shelly has Smokey now and you love playing with Smokey.”

      Shelly had recently adopted a cat of her own and she often brought Smokey, an older grey animal, over to play with Katie.

      “Arrrreooowww,” Katie said.

      “I’m not sure what that means,” Fenella said, frowning at the animal.

      A knock on the door interrupted the conversation.

      “Daniel, come in,” Fenella said when she’d opened the door to the inspector.  Daniel walked past her, carrying a box that seemed full almost to overflowing with containers of food.  Fenella followed him into the kitchen, which gave her a chance to admire his slender but muscular body from behind.

      “I brought Indian food,” he told Fenella.  “I hope that’s okay.”

      “I’ve told you before, there isn’t much I won’t eat,” Fenella replied.

      She opened cans of soda for them both before they filled their plates.  As she sat down, Fenella noticed that Daniel’s light brown hair had been cut recently.  His hazel eyes met her hers and Fenella felt herself blush.

      “So how are you?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      “I’m good; how are you?” Fenella replied.

      “I’m doing well,” he said.  “I’m starting to feel more settled and I think I’m starting to relax into the pace of life here.  The crime rate is lower than it was in city center Liverpool, where I came here from.  I’m coming to appreciate that as time goes on.”

      “There have been several murders recently,” Fenella pointed out.

      “Yes, but those have all been solved,” Daniel said.  “And I’m really looking forward to having the time to investigate a few cold cases now.  I’m curious what you think of them.  As you don’t know any of the people involved in them, you can bring a different perspective.”

      “So what are the cases?”

      “I’ve brought the files on two cases tonight,” Daniel told her.  “I can’t share anything more with you than what was in the papers at the time, but that’s plenty of information, really, especially since it’s all new to you.  The first one is the disappearance of Kay Harris Belsom.”

      “Kay Belsom?” Fenella echoed.  “Is she any relation to Mel?”

      Daniel frowned.  “She was his wife.”
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      “His wife?” Fenella repeated.  “How sad.”

      “How do you know Mel?” Daniel asked her.

      “He’s my driving instructor,” Fenella explained.

      “I didn’t know you were taking driving lessons.”

      “I started today, but it didn’t go well,” Fenella said.

      “What did you find difficult?”

      “The stick shift.”

      Daniel smiled.  “You’ll get the hang of it,” he promised.  “It takes some time, though.  Don’t feel that you need to rush.  As a policeman, I can tell you that you can never take too many lessons.”

      Fenella nodded.  “At the moment, I think I’m going to need hundreds of them,” she said.

      “But if you know Mel, maybe we shouldn’t talk about his wife’s disappearance,” Daniel said thoughtfully.

      “If everything was in the papers at the time, it can’t hurt, can it?  I mean, it’s all public record.”

      “True, but I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable around the man.”

      “I don’t think I could feel any less comfortable than I already do,” Fenella replied.  “I spent forty minutes today moving his car in three-feet intervals.  She didn’t disappear recently, did she?”

      “No, not at all,” Daniel replied.  “Both cases that I’ve brought are from 1986.  I’ve no reason to suppose that they’re connected in any way, but they were next to each other in the files, so I thought I would work on them both.”

      “1986?  But that’s thirty years ago,” Fenella exclaimed.  “And the poor woman hasn’t turned up yet?”

      “Let me tell you the whole story,” Daniel suggested.

      “I bought a box of gorgeous-looking chocolate-covered cookies today,” Fenella said.  “Let me get them before you start.  Would you like coffee as well?”

      After getting an affirmative answer, Fenella filled her coffee maker and then arranged the sweet treats on a plate.  Only a few minutes later she was back at the table with coffee and the plate, ready to listen.

      “Mel and Kay were married in 1983,” Daniel began.  “From all accounts, it was a satisfactory if not overly happy marriage.  Mel was already working as a driving instructor, which meant he sometimes worked odd hours.  One night he came home after taking a student on a special driving after dark course and found the front door to his flat ajar.  He rang the police and when the local constable arrived, he and Mel went inside and found the flat empty.”

      “What time of night was it?” Fenella asked.

      “Not terribly late,” Daniel said.  “It was February, so it was dark fairly early.  Reportedly he reached home around eight o’clock.  The constable arrived at eight-fifteen.”

      “What happened next?”

      “As far as Mel could tell, nothing had been taken from the flat, but Kay was missing.  He rang her parents, but they hadn’t seen her that day.  Because of the circumstances, the police let Mel file a missing persons report immediately.”

      “She would have been embarrassed if she’d just been at the store,” Fenella commented.

      “Indeed.  But Mel said that was unlikely.  The couple only had one car between them, and obviously Mel was using that for the driving lesson.  Apparently Kay didn’t like to walk far, and as far as Mel knew she hadn’t had any plans for the evening.”

      “But she wasn’t home.”

      “No, and now, thirty years later, she still hasn’t turned up.”

      “There must be a lot more to the story,” Fenella said.  “Surely she didn’t disappear without a trace?”

      “It sounds dramatic when you put it that way, but that’s pretty much what happened,” Daniel said.  “The only thing that Mel was certain was missing from the flat was Kay’s handbag.  He cancelled her credit and debit cards right away in case the bag had been stolen.  As far as we know, she never contacted Mel or her parents again.”

      “Are her parents still alive?” Fenella asked.

      “Mr. and Mrs. Harris moved back to Bolton, which is where they were originally from, not long after Kay disappeared,” Daniel said.  “The investigating officer kept in touch with them for many years.  Kay’s father passed away in the mid-nineties.  Her mother is still alive, but she’s in a care home.  When I rang, the nurse on duty told me that she’s in very poor health, especially mentally.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      “Depending on what my investigation here reveals, I might have to go across to try to speak to the woman, but I’d rather not bother her if I don’t have to.  If she doesn’t remember her daughter’s disappearance, I wouldn’t want to be the one to remind her of it.”

      Fenella nodded.  “So who else can you talk to?”

      “That’s a good question,” Daniel said.  “Many of the witnesses have moved off the island in the past thirty years.  Some of them have passed away, as well.  I’ve been going back through the files, jotting down names for people to ring or visit, but I haven’t found much.”

      “Do either Mel or Kay have siblings?”

      “Kay was an only child,” Daniel said.  “Mel has a brother who is a few years older.  He’s on my short list of people to talk to in the next few days.”

      “Who else is on the short list, then?”

      “Kay worked part-time at the local ShopFast.  I’m hoping to track down a few of her former coworkers.  Several were questioned when she first disappeared.”

      “Thirty years is a long time to remember someone that you worked with on a part-time basis,” Fenella mused.  “Especially at a big grocery store like ShopFast.  They must have tremendous staff turnover.”

      “They do,” Daniel agreed.  “But at least Kay had coworkers for me to try to find.  Mel’s always been self-employed and a one-man operation.  It’s no use trying to track down former students of his, either.  The young man who had his lesson the night of Kay’s disappearance moved off the island less than a year after Kay vanished.”

      “And you can’t track him down?”

      “He moved to Australia, according to the notes that the original investigator left.  I don’t think he’d be easy to find.”

      “And the original investigator didn’t get anywhere?”

      “Not really,” Daniel said.  “He talked to several people, but no one had any idea what had happened.  The flat was the upper floor of a small house, and the couple who lived below them were on holiday in Spain when it happened.”

      “You said Kay and Mel weren’t necessarily happy,” Fenella said.

      “A great many of their friends and family members talked to the press,” Daniel said.  “A woman who claimed to have been Kay’s closest friend told the papers that Kay and Mel were just an ordinary couple.  They fought sometimes, but it was never anything serious.  She thought they’d been getting along well in the weeks before Kay disappeared.”

      “And nothing turned up after she’d gone to suggest a reason why she might have run away?”

      “Not that I can find.  They had a mortgage and bills just like everyone else, but there weren’t any huge debts or anything like that.  Her parents didn’t know of anyone she might have been fighting with.”

      “What about the opposite?  Was there anyone she might have been getting along rather too well with?”

      “Again, not according to her husband or her parents,” Daniel said with a sigh.

      “And the apartment wasn’t burgled?”

      “No, there was no sign that anyone went inside the flat, even though the door was ajar.”

      “So what do you think happened?” Fenella asked.

      “You first,” Daniel said.

      Fenella shrugged.  “Doesn’t the file have any updates over the last thirty years?”

      “All open cases are reviewed annually,” Daniel told her.  “In a case like this one, though, there isn’t much that can be done.  A few years ago someone had a go at tracking down all of the witnesses to revisit their statements.  He didn’t have much luck in finding anyone.”

      “So what can you do differently?”

      “I don’t know.  I just have a feeling about this one.  But before I tell you about that, I want to hear your thoughts.”

      “She ran away,” Mona said from the opposite side of the room.  “Mel probably bored her to tears, so she left.”

      “It seems most likely that she left voluntarily,” Fenella said slowly, trying to ignore her aunt, even if she did agree with the woman.  “But that doesn’t explain why she disappeared.  Surely she’d stay in touch with her parents, wouldn’t she?”

      “Sometimes people want to start over and they cut all of their ties,” Daniel said.  “There’s something about this case that reads that way to me, but I might be seeing things that aren’t there.”

      “What are you going to do about it?”

      “I’m meeting with Mel on Wednesday morning.  He’s always insisted that he and Kay were happy together.  I’m hoping that the passing of years has allowed him to reevaluate their relationship.”

      “What about the best friend?  If she’s still around, maybe she could give you more insight into the relationship.”

      “She is still around,” Daniel said.  “And she’s also on my list of people to speak with.”

      “I suppose that was too long ago for mobile phones,” Fenella said.

      “It was.  Today’s technology makes it a lot easier to find people, I must admit.  It’s also a lot more difficult to disappear without a trace these days, although it does still happen.”

      “If her handbag was gone, that suggests she went out somewhere.”

      “But no one could suggest anywhere she might have gone,” Daniel replied.  “Her friend was home alone, the couple downstairs was away, and her parents hadn’t seen her in several days.”

      “Maybe she had a secret lover,” Mona suggested.

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply and then snapped it shut when she remembered that Daniel couldn’t see or hear the other woman.  After a moment’s thought, she broached the idea with Daniel.  “Maybe she was seeing someone behind Mel’s back.”

      “The original investigator did his best to check into that possibility.  He spoke to the handful of men who had been linked with Kay before she met Mel.  None of them had spoken to her in quite some time.”

      “Perhaps she’d met someone else.”

      “Of course that’s possible, but who?  According to the original case files, no one else disappeared from the island around the same time.  If she did leave with a man, he wasn’t someone who was living on the island.”

      “What are the other possibilities?”

      “If she didn’t leave voluntarily, she might have left involuntarily.”

      Fenella frowned.  “That’s a scary thought.”

      “It isn’t pleasant, but it is possible.  She might have been kidnapped for some reason and taken off the island.”

      “I assume no ransom note was ever received.”

      “No, nothing like that.  A ransom note would have been fairly pointless, anyway.  Mel couldn’t have paid much.”

      “You hear about people trafficking and modern-day slavery.  Is it possible she was taken and forced into something like that?”

      “It’s possible, but highly unlikely,” Daniel said.  “People traffickers prefer young runaways, not married women in their mid-twenties.  They prefer to take people who won’t be missed.  Kay certainly doesn’t fit that description.”

      “If she was taken somewhere else, you’d think she’d have spent the last thirty years trying to get back here,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “Thirty years is a long time.”

      “It is, which is why we also have to consider the possibility that she’s dead.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Poor Mel,” she said.

      “Unless he killed her,” Daniel replied.

      “You think Mel killed her?” Fenella asked, feeling as if her heart had skipped a beat.

      “No, I don’t,” Daniel said quickly.  “But it is a possibility that has to be considered.  There are a million different scenarios that could have happened.  My job is to try to narrow that down to the truth.”

      “Why would anyone want to kill her?  From what you’ve said, she was just an ordinary woman.”

      “If I knew the answer to that, I’d be closer to finding out what happened,” Daniel replied.  “It could be something as simple as her having an accident and someone panicking and hiding the body, or it could be as complicated as murder.”

      “Maybe she went out for a walk and fell into the sea,” Fenella suggested.

      “The body would have turned up fairly quickly under those circumstances,” Daniel said.

      “This is getting quite sad,” Fenella said, grabbing a cookie and taking a huge bite.

      “Maybe we don’t want to talk about the other case, then,” Daniel replied.

      “What’s the other case?” Fenella had to ask.

      “The murder of Christopher Manderly.”

      “Murder?  Oh, dear.”

      “We can leave it for tonight,” Daniel said quickly.  “You’ve given me your thoughts on Kay Belsom’s disappearance.  Let’s talk about something pleasant for the rest of the evening.”

      “No, I said I’d help with cold cases and I meant it,” Fenella told him firmly.  “I’d probably feel better if I hadn’t just met Mel today, though.  I feel awful thinking his wife might be dead somewhere and he doesn’t even know.”

      “All the more reason for us to reopen the case,” Daniel said.

      “Yes, I can see that.”

      “Are you sure you want to hear about the other case?”

      “Absolutely, go for it,” Fenella said.

      “As I said earlier, this one also took place in 1986.  Christopher Manderly and his wife, Sophia, had been married for about six years when his car rolled down a short cliff and into the sea.”

      “That sounds sad, too.”

      “It was initially thought to be a tragic accident,” Daniel said.  “Until the coroner discovered that Christopher was already dead before the car hit the water.”  He handed Fenella a newspaper clipping that told how the small black sports car had been found partially submerged some hours after the accident.

      “Had his wife reported him missing?” Fenella asked, the other case still very much on her mind.

      “No.  When the police arrived to notify her, she was asleep, or so she claimed.  She told the police, and subsequently the papers, that she’d gone to bed around nine, as she had an early appointment the next day.  She thought her husband was still at work.  He owned his own small investment company and apparently often worked late when the US markets were volatile.”

      “Means, motive, opportunity,” Mona called from her seat.  “It was such a long time ago, I’d forgotten all about the poor man.  If I remember correctly, there was no shortage of suspects, though.”

      “So who had a reason for wanting the man dead?” Fenella asked.

      “The original investigation centered on the man’s business,” Daniel told her.  “Christopher made a great deal of money very quickly, and someone went through all of the business records, looking for anything unusual.  They didn’t find anything, though.”

      “So he wasn’t doing anything illegal?”

      “Not as far as anyone could tell in 1986,” Daniel said.  “One of the things I’m doing now is having our financial fraud team take another look, though.  It’s possible that the original investigators missed something.”

      “How did he and his wife get along?”

      “That’s a good question.  I wish I had an answer,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “She gave several statements to the press, both when it was believed to have been an accident and once it was discovered that it was murder.  In them all she claimed to have been devastated by her loss.  No one went out of their way to contradict her, but the inspector who spoke to her on the night of Christopher’s death didn’t seem to think her grief was genuine.”

      “That’s interesting.”

      “It was one man’s opinion, at one moment in time,” Daniel said.  “As I never met the man myself, it’s difficult for me to know how much weight to give to his notes.”

      “There must have been other suspects.”

      “There were a few, including one who was arrested, but no charges were ever brought against anyone.”

      “So run me through the list of suspects,” Fenella urged.

      “Let’s call them witnesses for this discussion,” Daniel suggested with a small smile.

      “Sure, if you prefer.”

      “As I said, the widow must be at the top of the list, although everyone who was interviewed insisted that the couple were tremendously happy together.”

      “Everyone?  That sounds suspicious to me.”

      “Suspicious, but maybe true,” Daniel replied.

      “I suppose.”

      “Christopher had a brother called Carl,” Daniel continued.  “He was three or four years younger than Christopher.  It was suggested at the time that he and Christopher didn’t get along, but both he and his parents always denied that.”

      “Are their parents still alive?”

      “No, unfortunately, both Christopher’s and Sophia’s parents have passed away.”

      “You don’t have any idea why the two brothers didn’t get along?”

      “None, but that’s something to talk to Carl about.”

      “He’s still on the island, then?”

      “Yes, he took over his brother’s investment company and has been very successful with it.”

      “Could that have been a motive?”

      “Maybe, although the decision to sell the company to Carl was Sophia’s.  Everything was left to her in Christopher’s will.  I’m not sure that Carl could have been certain that he’d end up with the company.”

      “Maybe Carl and Sophia were in on it together,” Fenella and Mona said at the same time.  Fenella frowned at her aunt, who winked at her.

      “That’s certainly one possibility,” Daniel said.  The look on his face suggested to Fenella that it wasn’t one he was seriously entertaining.

      “Other sus, er, witnesses?”

      “Christopher’s closest friend was a man called Herman Clucas,” Daniel told her.  “He was a friend and also an investor in Christopher’s business.”

      “Did he have any motive for wanting his friend dead?”

      “None that was immediately obvious.  But friends fall out all the time.  The man can’t be ruled out.”

      “I suppose not.  Did he gain anything from Christopher’s death?”

      “It doesn’t appear so.  It might be interesting, or it might not, that he moved his investments to a different company when Carl took over the business, though.”

      “I find it interesting, but I’m not sure why,” Fenella said.

      “It may just be that Christopher gave him preferential treatment that Carl didn’t.  I’ll be asking him about it, though.”

      “So Sophia, Carl, and Herman.  Anyone else?”

      “Two more people were interviewed and received a great deal of press at the time,” Daniel said.  “Douglas Richards and Roger Starr.  Douglas was happy to go on record as hating Christopher, as well.”

      “Hate is a strong word.”

      “They’d been at school together, and according to Douglas, Christopher was a bully who treated him terribly in their school days.”

      “Oh, my,” Fenella gasped.

      “When he was interviewed by the police after the accident, he made no secret of the fact that he wasn’t sorry that Christopher was dead.  Once it was realized that Christopher had been murdered, he didn’t soften his stance, either.”

      “What about Roger whatever you said?”

      “Roger Starr was the favorite suspect of the local paper, if not the police.  He worked for Christopher for a year or more before he was let go for turning up to work drunk one time too many.”

      “I can see the paper’s point,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, he was an obvious suspect, but that doesn’t make him guilty of anything.”

      “No, I suppose not.  Did he have an alibi for the night in question?”

      “None of the witnesses I’ve mentioned had an alibi for the night Christopher died,” Daniel said.

      “If Christopher was dead before he hit the water, what killed him?”

      “A large dent in the back of his head,” Daniel said.  “The murder weapon was never found, but it could have been anything from a cricket bat to a large rock.  The body was submerged long enough that the wound was washed clean before it was discovered.”

      “He couldn’t have banged his head on the steering wheel while the car was falling, or anything like that?”

      Daniel smiled.  “Not unless he was some sort of contortionist in his spare time.  The dent was in the back of his head.  He was sitting in the driver’s seat, facing forward, with his seatbelt fastened, when the car rolled over the cliff.”

      “Was the engine running?”

      “If it was, it stalled before the car hit the water, but it might have been.”  He showed Fenella a map from one of the newspaper cuttings.  “This is where the car and the body were found,” he said, pointing.  “It’s very remote, really.  No one in the area admitted to hearing anything that night.  It was just dumb luck it was found when it was, really.  If a pair of teens hadn’t decided to have a romantic drive that night, it might have been days before anyone spotted the car.”

      “Would the tide have taken it away?” Fenella asked.

      “Not the car, but maybe the body,” Daniel said.  “And maybe that’s what the killer was hoping for.  Regardless of the tides, if the car had been there much longer, it would have a lot harder to tell what had happened to the man.  Did I mention that the car was a convertible and the top was down?”

      Fenella shivered.  “I don’t know why, but that makes it more awful,” she said, thinking of Mona’s shiny red convertible in the parking garage below them.

      “Murder is never pleasant,” Daniel remarked.

      “No, I suppose not,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “But I don’t know what you think I can help with on this one.  I don’t know any of the suspects, or anything about the case, really.”

      “This one is a lot more complicated than the missing person case.  I’d like to leave the newspaper clippings with you,” Daniel said.  “Maybe if you read through them all, you’ll have an idea.”

      “Maybe,” Fenella said doubtfully.  “Leave the ones about Kay Belsom, too, okay?”

      Daniel frowned.  “As you’re going to be taking lessons from Mel, I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” he said hesitantly.

      “I think I should know about the man’s past, especially if I’m going to be spending hours in a car with him,” Fenella argued.   “Besides, the local papers are all archived at the museum.  I can go and find the articles myself.  You’re just saving me some time.”

      “Okay, but I don’t want you talking with Mel about his wife,” Daniel said.  “I don’t think he had anything to do with her disappearance, but I don’t want you to take any chances.  I’d really rather you found a different driving instructor.”

      “If I thought a different instructor would make it easier, I’d go along,” Fenella said.  “But having thoroughly humiliated myself once, I’d rather not start over again with someone else who doesn’t realize just how incapable I am.”

      Daniel shook his head.  “I’m sure you’ll get it,” he said encouragingly.  “If you want, we can take my car for a drive now.”

      Fenella stared at him for a moment and then slowly shook her head.  “I don’t think you understand just how bad it was,” she said.  “We’d be taking your car for a series of very short hops, which probably isn’t good for some part of the engine or another.”

      “Well, the offer is good anytime,” he told her.  “Maybe after a few more lessons with Mel, you’ll want a chance to practice.  Just let me know.”

      “I really appreciate the offer,” Fenella said.  “But I’m going to have to get a lot better before I try driving with anyone other than my instructor.”

      “As I said, I’ll leave the newspaper clippings here for you to look over.  Once you’ve read through them, let’s talk again.”

      “I’m not sure what you’re hoping I’ll be able to add to the investigation,” Fenella said.

      “Although I’m an outsider on the island myself, it’s always helpful to have a completely different perspective.  When I was working in Liverpool, I often discussed cases with my sister.  She lives in London, so she was able to provide an outsider’s view.”

      “I see,” Fenella said, not sure she understood at all.

      “Even if you can’t help at all, sometimes it’s helpful for me to talk about cases with someone outside the police,” Daniel continued.  “Investigations are done in a very structured fashion, and sometimes someone outside of the police makes comments or sees things in a completely different way.  You offered some interesting insights into the murder investigations you’ve already been involved with, you know.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella said, wondering if she should take that as a compliment or not.

      “And we had a nice meal, as well,” Daniel said with a laugh.

      “We did at that,” Fenella agreed.

      “But I really need to get home,” he added.  “I’m working the early shift tomorrow, and at the end of the day I have a meeting with my supervisor to go over the two cold cases as well.  It’s going to be a long Tuesday.”

      “No pub, then?”

      “Not this time,” he said.  “Maybe next time.  We should do this again after you’ve had time to read through the cuttings.”

      “That won’t take long,” Fenella said.  “I know I’m meant to be working on my book, but really, I’m not doing anything at all most days.  I can read through all of this tomorrow.”

      “Are you free Wednesday evening, then?” Daniel asked.

      “Sure,” Fenella said.

      “Should we meet here or would you rather meet at my place?”

      Fenella hesitated.  She was curious to see the man’s house, but she wasn’t sure where he lived.  If it wasn’t within walking distance, she’d have to arrange a taxi.  “Let’s meet here again, so we can go to the pub after,” Fenella suggested.

      “That sounds good,” Daniel said.  “I’ll bring pizza.”

      “I’ll bake something nice for dessert,” Fenella offered.

      “I should be able to be here around six,” Daniel said after checking his phone.  “I’ll text or ring you if I get held up.”

      “Perfect,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel got up and walked to the door with Fenella behind him.  Katie rushed over and wound herself between his legs as he went.  At the door, he bent down and took a moment to scratch behind her ears.

      “She likes you,” Fenella said.

      “I think she likes everyone,” Daniel retorted.

      “Everyone who pays her some attention,” Fenella amended.

      She let the man out and then locked the door behind him.

      “He compared you to his sister,” Mona said with a deep sigh.

      “I wasn’t going to think about that,” Fenella told her.  “I was hoping he might try to kiss me when he left, but he was too busy playing with Katie.”

      “She is a nuisance, isn’t she?” Mona asked.

      Katie hissed at her, which only made Mona laugh.

      “Fight nicely, you two,” Fenella said.

      “Merrrow,” Katie replied, turning and walking away.  Fenella watched as she disappeared into the master bedroom.

      “We must solve his cold cases for him,” Mona said.  “Maybe that will make him take more notice of you.”

      “He’s noticed me,” Fenella replied.  “But he seems to regard me as just a friend.”

      “You need to wear something sexy on Wednesday,” Mona told her.  “Put some effort into the relationship.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m not sure I’m ready for a relationship, anyway,” she said.  “I’m still getting over Jack, you know.”

      “You were over Jack about two years before you broke up with him,” Mona said.  “You just weren’t ready to admit that to yourself.”

      Opening her mouth to protest, Fenella was interrupted by a knock on the door.

      “Ready for the pub?” Shelly asked.

      “Oh, yes, definitely,” Fenella replied.

      “You look lovely tonight,” Peter told Fenella after she’d grabbed her handbag and locked the door behind herself.

      “Thank you,” Fenella said.

      “Daniel didn’t stay?” Shelly asked.

      “No, he has an early start tomorrow,” Fenella explained.

      “Shelly tells me that you’re helping Daniel with some cold cases,” Peter said.

      Fenella hesitated before she replied.  Peter was also around her age, attractive, and single.  When she did feel ready for a romantic relationship, Peter might be a good prospect.  His salt-and-pepper hair and bright blue eyes were an attractive combination, and he kept himself fit and trim.  “He wants an outsider’s perspective,” she said eventually.

      “That makes sense,” Shelly said.  “If you don’t know any of the people involved, you won’t have any preconceived notions about them.”

      “I think that’s the theory, anyway,” Fenella laughed.

      They’d reached the lobby of the building and crossed it, out into a pleasant spring evening.  The pub they were heading for was only a few doors away.

      “It all fell apart almost immediately, though,” she added.  “Because I do know one of the people involved in one the cases.”

      “Do you?” Shelly asked.  “Who?”

      Daniel hadn’t said she couldn’t talk about the cases, and anyway, everything she knew was from newspaper accounts, so Shelly and Peter probably knew more about the cases in question than she did.  Fenella didn’t see any reason not to answer the question.

      “Mel Belsom,” she said.

      “Mel?  My friend, the driving instructor?” Peter asked.

      Fenella felt her heart sink as she remembered that Peter was the one who had given her Mel’s name in the first place.  Maybe she shouldn’t be talking about the case with him.
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      “Yes,” Fenella admitted reluctantly.  “But I don’t know if I’m supposed to be talking about anything.”

      They’d reached the door to the pub, and Peter held it open for Shelly and Fenella.  The Tale and Tail was Fenella’s second favorite place on the island, after her own apartment.  It had once been the private library of a very wealthy family.  When the family sold the home, they’d included all of the contents.  Most of the building had been turned into a luxury hotel, furnished with much of the original furniture from the mansion.  The library had become a pub, with very little alteration.

      The entire room was still lined with shelves full of row after row of books.  There was a bar in the center of the space, with a few stools in front of it, but most of the seating was on the upper level, accessed by a narrow winding staircase.  There, dozens of comfortable couches and chairs were dotted around the room, providing seating for groups of all sizes.  The bookshelves on the upper level were filled with paperbacks, and Fenella wanted nothing more than to spend hours and hours exploring the shelves.  Pub patrons were permitted to borrow books, one at a time, and thus far Fenella had read her way through a dozen or more titles that she’d stumbled across.

      The other half of the pub’s name came from the cats that called the pub home.  There were several large cat beds placed all around both floors, and more than half a dozen animals enjoyed their lives as pub cats.  Today, as Fenella entered, a large orange tabby immediately began to wind itself between her legs.

      “My goodness, it’s nice to see you, as well,” she told the cat, bending down to pet the animal.

      “He’s feeling extra affectionate today,” the bartender told Fenella as they ordered their drinks.  “He’s been looking for a lap to snuggle into for the last hour.”

      “Well, he’s welcome to mine,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      The trio went up the stairs with the orange cat on their heels.  As soon as Fenella dropped onto a couch, the cat jumped into her lap and made himself comfortable.

      “I feel quite left out,” Shelly said with a laugh.

      “I’m happy to share,” Fenella told her.  “But you’ll have to explain that to Pumpkin here.”

      “Is that his name?” Peter asked.

      “I’ve no idea,” Fenella replied.  “It seems as good a name as any, though.”

      “I suppose Daniel is digging into Kay’s disappearance, then,” Peter said after a moment.

      Fenella nodded.

      “Oh, I remember hearing something about that,” Shelly said.  “It was a long time ago, though.”

      “Thirty years,” Fenella told her.

      “Thirty years?” Peter echoed.  “I wouldn’t have thought it was that long, but you may be right.”

      “Daniel said she disappeared in 1986,” Fenella told him.

      Peter looked thoughtful for a moment.  “Yes, I suppose that’s correct,” he said.  “In some ways it seems a very long time ago, but in others it seems quite recent.”  He sighed.  “So much of life is like that, though, isn’t it?”

      “Remind me of the story,” Shelly said.

      “You tell it as Daniel told you,” Peter told Fenella.

      “Simply put, one night Mel came home and found his apartment door ajar,” Fenella said.  “He rang the police, and when they came, they found that his wife and her handbag were missing.  Nothing else was out of place.”

      “And she’s never been found?” Shelly asked.

      “No,” Fenella confirmed.

      “The poor man,” Shelly said.  “I can’t imagine living with that question mark always hanging over me.”

      “Me, either,” Fenella said.  “Did you know Mel in those days?” she asked Peter.

      “Yes, we’d been at school together.  We were a few years apart, but we both walked to school along the same road, so we often walked together part of the way, especially after school.”

      “Did you know Kay?” Shelly asked.

      “I did.  She lived in the neighborhood as well, although I don’t believe she and Mel were anything more than friends until later,” Peter replied.

      “But they must have married young,” Fenella said.

      “They did,” Peter agreed.  “It was something of a whirlwind courtship, really.  They’d known each other for many years but had never been a couple.  I was shocked when I ran into Mel one day and he told me he was getting married.  I was even more surprised when I found out who he was marrying.”

      “How long had they been married before she disappeared?” Shelly asked.

      “Two years, maybe three,” Peter said.

      “Do you think they were happy together?” was Shelly’s next question.

      “I didn’t see them often,” Peter replied.  “Mel was just starting his business and he had to take jobs whenever they came up.  A lot of people wanted lessons after normal working hours, which meant Mel rarely found time to drop by the pub for a drink.  Kay worked at ShopFast and she mostly worked days, so she used to come to the pub on her own once or twice a week.  She’d always have one drink, chat to everyone she knew from the old neighborhood, and then leave.”

      “Presumably she wouldn’t have complained about Mel, even if they weren’t getting along, if you were all Mel’s friends,” Shelly remarked.

      “Possibly not,” Peter replied.  “I can tell you that I never heard either of them say a bad word about the other.  They were still practically newlyweds, of course.”

      “What do you think happened to Kay?” Fenella asked.

      Peter frowned and took a long drink from his glass.  “I’ve always thought something bad must have happened to her,” he replied eventually.  “She’d been born and raised on the island and it was all she knew.  She was married to a good man, they had enough money coming in to support themselves, and her parents were here.  I could never see her leaving voluntarily.”

      “Especially if no one has heard from her in thirty years,” Shelly added.  “You’d think she’d have been in touch with her family or friends at some point if she could have been.”

      “Even if she and Mel weren’t getting along, she had no reason to run away and hide from him,” Peter said.  “He would have given her a divorce if she’d asked for one.”

      “I was hoping her disappearance might have a happy ending,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “The other case definitely won’t.”

      “What’s the other case, then?” Peter asked.

      “The murder of someone called Christopher Manderly,” Fenella replied.

      “I knew him,” Shelly said.  “In fact, my husband had some investments with his company.”

      “I understand he was good at making money,” Fenella said.

      “Well, I certainly can’t complain,” Shelly told her.  “When he died, hubby left the account with Christopher’s brother, Carl.  It did very well for us over the years, and now I’m enjoying my early retirement in a large part due to that money.”

      “Do you have any theories on what happened to Christopher?” Fenella asked.

      “I always thought his wife was involved somehow,” Shelly told her.  “But that’s probably because I never liked her.”

      “Why not?”

      “She was, well, they used to have parties several times a year for all of their clients.  Carl still has them, actually, although only once a year now.  We’re all getting old; once a year is enough,” Shelly said.

      “You aren’t old,” Fenella said quickly.

      “Let’s say older, shall we?” Shelly laughed.  “Anyway, Sophia was a terrible flirt.  She used to drape herself on someone’s husband early in the evening and then move on to another one every half hour or so.  She had a way of monopolizing the men, hanging on their every word and making them feel as if they were the only man in the room.  At least that’s how my husband described it after she’d done to it him once.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      “The next time we went to a party, I cornered Sophia and told her to stay well away from my husband or we’d be moving our money to another investment company.  She didn’t like it, but she knew which side her bread was buttered on, at least.”

      “Good for you,” Peter said.  “I doubt very many women have ever stood up to Sophia Manderly.  Or men for that matter.”

      “You know her?” Fenella asked.

      “It’s a small island,” he replied with a shrug.

      Fenella frowned at the evasive reply.  Shelly demanded more.

      “Did she ever flirt with you?” she demanded.

      Peter smiled and finished his drink.  “Shall I get another round in?” he asked, getting to his feet.

      “Oh, goodness, it’s later than I realized,” Shelly exclaimed.  “I’ve a very early morning appointment with the vet tomorrow.  I think I’d better call it a night.”

      “Is Smokey okay?” Fenella asked.

      “She’s fine,” Shelly assured her.  “I’m just having her checked over from head to toe and getting her micro-chipped.”

      “I still need to do that with Katie,” Fenella said.  “But I know that when I ring the vet, they’re going to nag me about having her spayed.”

      “Which you need to do, and soon,” Shelly said.  “It’s for her own good, you know.”

      “I know, but I hate the thought of her having surgery,” Fenella said with a sigh as she got to her feet.

      “Ring them tomorrow morning and get it arranged,” Shelly said as the trio headed for the elevators.  While the spiral staircase was the easiest way to get up to the second floor, after a drink, the elevator was the safest way back down.

      “I should,” Fenella said.

      “Promise me you will,” Shelly nagged.

      Fenella sighed.  “Okay, I promise,” she said.

      It only took them a few minutes to walk back to their building.  The night was almost warm and the skies were clear.

      “I’m just going to take a short walk down the promenade,” Fenella told the others at the door to the apartment complex.  “I don’t want to waste this beautiful evening.”

      “I’ll stop at your flat tomorrow to hear how you got on with the vet,” Shelly told her.

      “Great,” Fenella muttered.

      “Would you like some company on your walk?” Peter asked.

      “Um, sure,” Fenella said, surprised by the offer.

      They crossed the quiet road and began a slow stroll along the wide promenade toward the Sea Terminal building in the distance.

      “Shelly was right about Sophia,” Peter said after a few minutes of companionable silence.  “She had a way of making you feel as if you were the only person in the world that mattered.”

      “That must have been difficult for her husband,” Fenella suggested.

      “He encouraged her,” Peter countered.  “She was good for his business, you see.  He’d invite a few prospective investors to his house for dinner and then let Sophia convince them that they should give Christopher all of their money.”

      “And did you?” Fenella had to ask.

      Peter laughed.  “I prefer to handle my own investments,” he said.  “Although I suspect I may well have done better if I had given Christopher some money.  He was very good at what he did, and his brother does well, also.”

      “Shelly seems happy with her results, anyway.”

      “I’ve never heard a complaint about either brother,” Peter said.  “Oh, some odd grumbling whenever the markets tumble and there are short-term losses, but overall, Carl’s done very well.”

      “Even without Sophia drumming up business for him,” Fenella commented.

      “Oh, she still did that after Christopher’s death,” Peter told her.  “She kept a share in the company, so she was still motivated, you see.”

      “Did you think she had something to do with her husband’s death?”

      “I don’t know,” Peter replied.  “She’s the type of woman that men kill for, if you know what I mean.”

      “I think I do.”

      “But she never remarried, so if someone did kill Christopher in the hopes of winning her hand, they failed.”

      “Has she been linked with anyone else since her husband died?”

      “There have been all sorts of rumors over the years,” Peter told her.  “People watched her every time she was around Carl, especially, but as far as I know they have always treated each other like brother and sister.”

      “Daniel had a list of possible suspects,” Fenella said.  “But I can’t remember any of the names now.”

      They’d reached the Sea Terminal, so they turned around and began their leisurely walk home.

      “I’m sure Herman Clucas was on the list,” Peter said.  “He was another one that everyone thought would be after Sophia after a suitable period of mourning, but he married someone else about two years after Christopher’s death.”

      “Yes, I do remember that name,” Fenella said.

      “And I’m sure he talked about Roger Starr,” Peter added.  “He’s a sad case, is Roger.”

      “Sad?”

      “Christopher got rid of him because he’d turned up for work drunk on more than one occasion.  The thing is, Roger is a good bloke.  Christopher felt terrible about letting him go, but he didn’t feel like he had a choice.  Roger was increasingly unreliable.  At the time, we all hoped that Roger would sort himself out and turn things around.”

      “But he didn’t?”

      “He took himself off to some rehab center across for a while,” Peter told her.  “When he came back, I actually hired him.  He worked for me for about a year and he was damn good at his job, until one day he came in an hour late smelling of cheap gin.  I gave him about five second chances, but in the end I had to let him go.”

      “Where is he now?”

      “He’s still around.  He bought himself a small house many years ago, when he was still working regularly.  I believe he invested every penny he could with Christopher and then Carl.  I see him once in a while, just sitting on a bench outside one of the shops.  He’s usually a little bit drunk or a lot hung over, but we always exchange pleasantries.”

      “Could he have killed Christopher?”

      “I’m sure he was quite capable of bashing the man’s head in,” Peter told her.  “But getting the man and his car off a cliff took some planning.  I’m not convinced the man was capable of anything that complicated at that point.”

      “I thought you said he went to rehab.”

      “After Christopher died,” Peter said.  “He told me, when I interviewed him for the job, that Christopher’s death had been his wake-up call.  He claimed that he was determined to never touch a drop of alcohol again.”

      “The poor man,” Fenella said.

      “I know addiction is hard to conquer,” Peter said.  “But I’d like to think that I did everything I could to support him.  Some people simply don’t want to be helped in the end.”

      Fenella didn’t feel as if she could argue, especially as she didn’t know the man in question.  They’d reached their building now anyway, so she simply didn’t bother to respond.  Peter stopped at Fenella’s door.

      “Good luck with your cold cases and with Katie,” he told Fenella softly.

      “Thank you,” she replied.

      He bent down and kissed her gently on the lips.  “We should do this more often,” he muttered before turning and walking quickly to his own door.

      “Yes, we should,” Fenella replied quietly after she’d let herself into her apartment.

      “We should what?” Mona asked from where she was sitting at the dining room table.

      “I was just answering Peter,” Fenella told her aunt.

      “Did he kiss you goodnight?” Mona asked.

      “Yes,” Fenella said, feeling her cheeks beginning to burn.  “But it was just a friendly kiss.”

      Mona sighed dramatically.  “My dear niece, we are going to have to have a long talk about your love life,” she said.

      “My love life is fine.” Fenella replied.  “I’m perfectly happy with simply having several friends of both genders.”

      “Friends don’t keep you warm at night,” Mona told her.

      “But Katie does,” Fenella countered.

      The kitten must have heard her name, as she suddenly came running.  “Meerrwwowowwow,” she told Fenella.

      “I have to call the vet tomorrow and see about getting you sorted out,” Fenella told the kitten after she’d picked her up and given her a cuddle.  “It won’t hurt, at least not much.”

      “Merrreeww,” Katie protested.

      “Yes, I know you don’t want to have surgery, but it truly is for your own good,” Fenella said.

      “It is,” Mona agreed.   “But it won’t be pleasant and she won’t be happy with you.”

      “It will be fine,” Fenella said firmly.  “But what are you doing?”  She’d suddenly realized that Mona had all of the newspaper clippings spread out across the table.

      “I was reminding myself of all of the details of the two cases we’re going to solve for Inspector Robinson,” Mona told her.

      “We aren’t going to do any such thing,” Fenella said.  “We’re just going to read through the clippings and let Daniel talk about the cases.  Or rather, that’s what I’m going to do.  You’re going to stay out of the whole thing.”

      “Yes, dear,” Mona said, waving a hand.  “Go to bed or something.  I’m reading.”

      Fenella thought about collecting the cuttings and taking them away from her aunt, but she couldn’t be that mean to her elderly relative.  Even if she did only look about thirty, Mona had been ninety-one when she’d died.  Fenella had to treat her with some respect.

      “That’s a good idea,” Fenella said.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      Wishing she could storm out of the room and slam a door, Fenella settled for walking into the kitchen to refill Katie’s dishes.  After that she switched off the lights and made sure the apartment’s door was locked.  She left herself a note in the kitchen to call the vet’s office first thing the next morning before she headed off to her bedroom.  A glance at Mona showed that the woman was still looking at the various papers.  Fenella had left a single lamp on for her, but as she washed her face, she began to wonder whether she needed to do that or not.  Could ghosts see in the dark?

      Unable to get the question out of her head, she walked back into her living room.  Mona was gone and the room was dark.  Sighing deeply, Fenella climbed into bed, careful not to disturb Katie, who always slept in the exact center of the king-sized bed.

      Fenella found herself rushing over breakfast the next morning, eager to get to the newspaper clippings Daniel had left.  Before she sat down to start reading, she made the phone call she didn’t want to make.

      “Good morning,” she said when the call was answered.  “This is Fenella Woods.  It’s time for Katie to have her little operation.”

      “You were on my list of people to nag today,” the woman on the other end of the line told her.  “Mr. Stone is always eager to get cats and dogs spayed or neutered.”

      “I know, but I hate the thought of making the poor little thing suffer,” Fenella explained.

      “We all do, but it truly is for her own good,” the woman replied.  “Now, I’ve had a cancellation Thursday morning at nine.  I’ll put Katie in there, shall I?”

      “Thursday?” Fenella repeated.

      “Yes, first thing Thursday,” the woman said cheerfully.

      “But, that is, I need more time,” Fenella said.

      “Why?” the woman asked.  “Isn’t it better to simply get it over with?”

      “I suppose so,” Fenella said reluctantly.

      “Right, so have her here fifteen minutes early so that Mr. Stone’s assistant can check her over before nine.  She can have a small breakfast, but only about a third to half of her normal meal.  Keep her water bowl filled as normal.  You’ll be given a full set of printed instructions for looking after her after the surgery when you arrive on Thursday.”

      “How long will the surgery take?” Fenella asked.

      “Not terribly long, but Mr. Stone does insist on keeping animals overnight after surgery.  They need rest and quiet and this is the best place for them to get it.”

      “But Katie will be lonely,” Fenella said, blinking back tears.

      “Not only will she have two other cats and a dog for company, Mr. Stone or the assistant vet will be spending the night here as well.  They take it in turns to stay over whenever we’ve done any surgery.”

      “That must be difficult for Mrs. Stone,” Fenella remarked.

      “There isn’t a Mrs. Stone,” the woman told her.  “And with the hours that man works, I’m not sure there ever will be one.”

      Fenella put down the phone and looked at Katie.  “I’m sorry,” she said.

      Katie glared at her for a moment and then stalked away.  When Fenella looked for her a minute later, Katie was stretched out in the spare bedroom, fast asleep, or pretending to be.

      “It’s not my fault,” she told the snoozing animal before heading back to the kitchen.  She poured herself a large cup of coffee and then settled in at the table where Mona had been sitting the previous evening.

      “How did she do it?” Fenella wondered as she looked over the neatly arranged newspaper clippings.  When she’d once tried to touch her aunt, Fenella’s hand had gone right through the woman.  How had Mona managed to move the pieces of paper around on the table?

      All of the articles about Mel’s missing wife were together, and Fenella decided to start there.  The clippings told her very little that she hadn’t already heard from Daniel and Peter.

      One article was centered around a man who lived in the apartment building next door to the missing woman.  He told a reporter that he’d heard a loud argument coming from the Belsoms’ apartment the evening that Kay disappeared.  The paper printed several comments about this witness in follow-up stories about the disappearance over the next week or more.  Fenella nearly missed the single sentence that came later.  It explained that the witness in question had actually been listening to another neighbor’s television, rather than Kay and Mel.

      When she’d finished all of the articles about the missing woman, Fenella took a few notes on the questions she had for Daniel.

      “Former boyfriends?  Best friend must know more than she’s telling.  How hard would it have been to disappear in 1986?  Mel never remarried?”

      She frowned at her notes.  It wasn’t much, but it was all that she could think of at the moment.  With that done, she turned her attention to Christopher Manderly.  An hour later, she felt as if her head were spinning.  The papers had seemingly chased one theory after another.  There were hints that the man’s business was an illegal front for something, veiled suggestions that both Christopher and Sophia were cheating, and a report of an anonymous letter that pointed the finger of blame at Herman Clucas.

      “But no one had a clear motive,” she complained as she stretched in her chair.

      “On the contrary,” Mona said.  “Too many people had motives.”

      “Who do you suspect, then?” Fenella challenged.

      “Oh, Sophia, “Mona replied.  “There’s no doubt in my mind that she was cheating on Christopher.”

      “Did you know them?”

      “Yes, of course,” Mona replied.  “And I knew Christopher’s father rather well.”

      “How well?” Fenella asked suspiciously.

      Mona laughed.  “You really mustn’t believe everything you hear about me,” she said.  “I didn’t have as much fun as everyone thinks.”

      After nearly three months on the island, Fenella had been told a great many stories about her colorful aunt.  Almost all of them involved wealthy men and angry wives.  “Just answer the question,” Fenella suggested.

      “Charles, Christopher’s father, was a self-made man,” Mona told her.  “He married later in life, and he and his wife both doted on their two boys.  His wife never really recovered from Christopher’s death.  They were both very proud of the company that Christopher built and delighted when Carl kept it running so successfully.”

      “Did they like Sophia?”

      “Oh, I’m sure Charles did.  Sophia is a man’s woman, if you know what I mean.  She would have won him over very easily.  I’m sure Christopher’s mother, whose name I have forgotten, didn’t like the woman one bit.  But very few, if any, women like Sophia.”

      “But even if she was cheating, why would she kill him?  Why not just get a divorce?”

      “Money, of course,” Mona said.  “Instead of having to fight in court for some percentage of Christopher’s money, she inherited everything.”

      “Do you think she had help with the murder?”

      “Oh, certainly.  She wouldn’t have done the dirty work herself.  Sophia probably arranged the whole thing and then got one of her lovers to do the actual deed.”

      “So who was she sleeping with?”

      “That’s the question, isn’t it?” Mona said.  “So many possibilities.  Let’s start with Carl, shall we?”

      “Her own brother-in-law?” Fenella gasped.

      “Oh, my, yes,” Mona laughed.  “He’s a few years younger than Sophia and the pair used to raise eyebrows at parties because he used to follow her around like a puppy dog.  He would get quite upset when she would flirt with other men, as well.  I remember more than one occasion when he stormed out of a party because Sophia was behaving badly.”

      “But Christopher didn’t mind his wife flirting?”

      “Oh, Christopher was too busy with his own distractions,” Mona said.

      “I haven’t heard any women’s names as possible suspects,” Fenella said.  “But maybe someone he was involved with got angry and killed him.”

      “I don’t think he ever let anything develop to that point,” Mona told her.  “He was more about one-night stands and brief encounters.  I think it was almost a knee-jerk reaction to Sophia’s behavior.”

      “What a miserable marriage.”

      “It was actually quite successful,” Mona replied.  “I believe they must have had some sort of understanding.  Certainly Sophia was good for Christopher’s business, and I’m sure he knew that.”

      “And she never remarried.”

      “No, I think she’s much happier on her own.  Christopher’s death left her financially secure.  I don’t think she ever wanted to tie herself down again.”

      “Even if she was having an affair with Carl, which I still find horrible to consider, do you really think he would have killed his own brother, even for her?”

      Mona gave her a thoughtful look.  “No, when you put it that way, I can’t,” she said after a moment.  “If Carl was involved, whatever happened must have been an accident of some kind.”

      “How do you accidently drive a body off a cliff?”

      “No, not that; I mean Christopher’s death.  If he slipped and hit his head on something, for example, I can see Carl helping Sophia get rid of the body so that she wouldn’t get into trouble.”

      “But surely she wouldn’t be in trouble if it had been an accident,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe, but maybe Sophia panicked.”

      “Let’s talk about other suspects,” Fenella suggested.

      “Roger Starr was always the press favorite for the crime,” Mona said.  “He was too drunk to tell the same story twice about where he’d been the night of the accident, as well.”

      “I know he’d been fired by Christopher, but that seems a fairly weak motive for murder,” Fenella said.

      “Unless he was also sleeping with Sophia,” Mona suggested.

      “Was he?” Fenella gasped.

      Mona chuckled.  “I don’t know,” she admitted.  “But knowing Sophia, it’s possible.”

      “I’ve led a sheltered life,” Fenella muttered as she picked up her coffee mug.  The contents had gone cold.  She sighed and put the mug back on the table.

      “Of course, she might have been involved with Herman Clucas as well,” Mona said.  “There was all sorts of talk about him after Christopher died.  Everyone thought he and the devastated widow would get married once everyone stopped talking about her.”

      “But they didn’t.”

      “No, and Herman married someone else while everyone was still speculating about his relationship with Sophia.  I’ve always wondered about that.”

      “What motive did he have for killing his best friend?”

      “It always comes back to Sophia, doesn’t it?” Mona asked.  “In his case, that’s really the only motive I can imagine.”

      “And is that everyone?”

      “You didn’t mention Douglas Richards,” Mona pointed out.  “I’m fairly certain he wasn’t sleeping with Sophia.  Maybe that’s why he killed Christopher.”

      “They’d been in school together, right?” Fenella asked, trying to remember everything she’d read or been told.

      “Yes, and they’d been sworn enemies or whatever young boys were in those days.  Douglas was short and fat and not very bright.  Christopher was tall and muscular and he was also quite smart.  The success of his company wasn’t luck.  He worked hard and he was good at what he did.”

      “A lot of us were bullied in school,” Fenella said.  “But we don’t turn around and murder our tormentors many years later.”

      “True, but there’s more to the story than that.  Christopher was involved for a short time with Douglas’s sister.  I don’t know the whole story, but as I understand it, he took advantage of her innocence and then dumped her.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.  “Why isn’t the sister a suspect?”

      “She died about six months later, allegedly due to complications in her pregnancy,” Mona said.

      “None of that is in the papers,” Fenella said.

      “No, Douglas threatened to sue if anyone printed anything about his sister in the papers,” Mona told her.  “The girl died seven or eight years before Christopher, so he was probably right in insisting her death had nothing to do with Christopher’s murder.”

      “Unless he killed Christopher,” Fenella added.

      “Yes, there is that,” Mona agreed.

      “What a horrible mess,” Fenella said as she got up from her chair.  “I’m not sure what I can tell Daniel that might help.”

      She bustled around the kitchen, turning everything over and over in her mind as she made herself some lunch.

      “It all seems to come back to Sophia, at least in my head,” she told Mona as she loaded things into the dishwasher after she’d eaten her soup and sandwich.

      “In my head, as well,” Mona told her.  “And I suggest that’s where we need to start our investigation.  You need to find an excuse to meet Sophia Manderly.”
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      “That is not happening,” Fenella said firmly.  “I’m more than happy to discuss the cases with Daniel and offer my insights, but I am not getting involved in any sort of investigation.”

      “I’m not asking you to investigate, just talk to the woman,” Mona said in a persuasive tone.  “See what she has to say about her former husband.”

      “Sure, ask a woman I will have just met about her husband who was brutally murdered thirty years ago.  I’m sure that will be very popular.”

      Mona sighed.  “You’ll have to be subtle, of course.  Maybe you could tell her that you moved to the island when your former boyfriend was murdered or something.”

      “Not happening,” Fenella said firmly.  “I have enough to do without chasing down widows and grilling them about their dead husbands.”

      “You are going to talk to Mel about his missing wife, though, right?” Mona asked.

      Fenella bit back a sigh.  “I am not,” she said.  “It isn’t any of my business.”

      “The man is teaching you to drive,” Mona said.  “And he might have murdered his wife and hid the body.  I think you have a right to ask him a few casual questions about it.”

      “You may think all you like,” Fenella said.  “But I’m going to keep my conversations with Mel on driving.”

      “Poor Daniel is wasting his time consulting you,” Mona said.  “He’d have done better talking to Shelly.  I’ll bet she’d be happy to grill Sophia Manderly about her murky past.”

      “You’re a fine one to talk about murky pasts,” Fenella pointed out.  “You never did explain how you came to be able to afford this apartment.”

      “My goodness, look at the time,” Mona gasped.  “I have a very important meeting in just a few minutes.”

      “You have a meeting?” Fenella asked skeptically.

      “Yes, I do,” Mona said.  “All of the island’s ghosts and spirits get together once a month to discuss various issues.  I don’t want to be late.  The last spirit to turn up ends up being stuck with looking after the Moddey Dhoo until the next meeting.”

      Before Fenella could question her aunt further, the woman faded away.  Fenella shook her head.  She never knew when her aunt was telling the truth about her life as a ghost.  The story of the Moddey Dhoo was familiar, at least.  The black ghost dog was said to haunt Peel Castle, especially the guardroom.  One story told how one of the guards had defied the spirit and gone alone into the room at night.  When he emerged, he couldn’t speak, and he died three days later, having never revealed what he had seen or heard that night.

      Fenella sat down on a chair and Katie jumped into her lap.  “Are you afraid of the Moddey Dhoo?” Fenella asked her kitten.

      “MMMEEOOOOWWWW!” Katie shouted.  She burrowed into Fenella’s lap and hid her head under a fold in the fabric of Fenella’s shirt.

      “My goodness, it’s only a legend,” Fenella said.  “Ghosts aren’t real.”  As soon as the words left her lips, she glanced around guiltily, hoping Mona hadn’t heard her.  Doubting her sanity, she settled in to snuggle Katie and watch the sea gently rolling across the sand.  Her mind kept wandering back to the two cases that Daniel had shared with her.  Maybe Mona was right, maybe she should ask a few questions, at least of Mel on her next lesson.

      When her phone rang, Fenella reluctantly got up and dislodged her sleeping kitten.  “Merrow,” Katie complained as she jumped to the floor.

      “It’s Jack.  How are you?”

      Forcing herself to swallow a sigh, she replied.  “I’m fine.  How are you?” to the man she’d been involved with for ten years and had happily left behind in Buffalo.

      “Well, that’s why I called,” Jack said with an odd chuckle.  “I’m not terribly well.  The doctors think it might be cancer.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said quickly.  “What sort?”

      “What sort?  Well, um, that is, they’re still exploring,” Jack replied.

      “Exploring which part of your body?” Fenella asked, suddenly suspicious.

      “My, um, well, that’s rather personal,” Jack replied.  “Anyway, I thought, now that you know, that you’d want to come back to Buffalo.  I can get my spare bedroom ready, if you’d prefer to stay in there for a short while as we get reacquainted.”

      “I’m not coming back,” Fenella said.

      “But I’m sick,” Jack argued.

      “We broke up,” Fenella reminded him.  “I’m not your girlfriend any more.”  And you aren’t my problem, she added silently.

      “It isn’t fair of you to end things with me when I’m ill,” Jack said crossly.

      “I didn’t end things when you were ill,” Fenella said, trying to be patient.  “I ended things three months ago, when you were absolutely fine.”

      “But I wasn’t,” Jack said.  “I was already sick, I just didn’t know it.”

      “Which is very sad, but still not my problem,” Fenella said, feeling mean but unable to stop herself.

      “Hazel and Sue both said you’d be terrible like this, but I didn’t believe them,” Jack said.  “Perhaps I never really knew you after all.”

      “I’m sure Hazel and Sue will provide plenty of support for you as you get treatment,” Fenella said, suddenly feeling sorry for the two women.  They’d both disliked Fenella and had tried for years to get between her and Jack, but if he really was ill, they were in for a great deal of suffering in the weeks and months ahead.

      “Where’s my insurance card?” Jack asked.

      “Um, what insurance card?” Fenella replied in confusion.

      “You know, the card I need in order to see the doctor.  I thought it was in my wallet, but I couldn’t find it the other day.”

      “When did you have it last?” Fenella asked, reminded again of one of the reasons why she’d been happy to leave the absent-minded professor in America as she started her new life.

      “I can’t remember.  It’s been a long time,” Jack said.

      “Did you have a flu shot last fall?” she asked.

      “Yes, I did,” Jack said.  “But I got that at work and they didn’t ask to see the card.”

      “When did you last have an eye exam?”

      “Oh, good question,” Jack said.  “I don’t know.”

      Fenella swallowed another sigh.  “Did you have an annual physical lately?”

      “I had one just before you left, didn’t I?” Jack asked.

      Fenella nearly sighed again as she remembered.  After she’d told him she was moving away, Jack had insisted on having a complete physical just in case he was ill and was going to need her to stay in the US.  She’d told him he was wasting his time and that she wasn’t going to stay anyway, but he’d gone ahead and had the exam anyway.  “I do remember,” Fenella said.  “And you were in perfect health just three months ago.”

      “Well, they obviously missed something,” Jack said with a sniff.

      “Were you carrying a different wallet three months ago?” Fenella asked.

      “You know, I was,” Jack said excitedly.  “Hazel bought me a new one last month.  She noticed how tattered my old one was getting.  You never used to notice such things.”

      “Did you keep the old wallet?”

      “Yes, of course,” Jack said.  “It still has some life left in it, and anyway, you bought it for me.  I’ve kept everything you ever gave me.”

      “Go check the old wallet,” Fenella suggested.  “Maybe the card is still in there.”

      “Hang on,” Jack said.  He dropped the phone so suddenly that it banged loudly in Fenella’s ear.  She could hear him walking loudly down the short corridor from the phone to his bedroom.  After a few minutes that were no doubt going to be expensive for Jack, he was back.

      “I found it,” he exclaimed.  “Right where you said it would be.”

      “Excellent,” Fenella said.

      “Now I can make an appointment to see a doctor.”

      “You haven’t seen one since your physical?” Fenella asked.

      “No.  I couldn’t make an appointment without the insurance card, could I?”

      “Well, yes, actually,” Fenella said.  “Your regular doctor will have all of your insurance information on file.”

      “He will?  That’s good to know.”

      Fenella wondered for a moment how Jack had reached the age of fifty-five with so few real-world coping skills.  Then she remembered that he had still been living with his mother when they’d met.  She should have liked me more, Fenella thought.  I took him off her hands, after all.

      “If you haven’t seen a doctor, how do you know you have cancer?” she asked.

      “Oh, I, um, well, I’m simply not feeling well.  It must be cancer; I’m quite certain.”

      “Maybe you have a cold,” Fenella said unsympathetically.

      “Oh, I’m sure it’s much more serious than that,” Jack told her.  “And so are Hazel and Sue.  Hazel was in tears when I was telling her about my cough.  She seems to think it might be lung cancer.”

      “You haven’t coughed once since we’ve been talking,” Fenella pointed out.

      “No, well, I, that is,” he broke off and coughed several times in an unconvincing manner.

      “Yes, well, I hope the doctors can find out what’s wrong quickly and find you a cure,” Fenella said.  “I need to go.  Take care.”

      She hung up before the man could speak again, shaking her head at herself.  What had she seen in the man, she wondered for the millionth time.  Feeling out of sorts, she wandered into the kitchen for a snack.  As she reached for a bag of potato chips, she slapped her own hand.

      “You’re just bored,” she chided herself.  “Go and work on your book instead.”

      I don’t wanna, a whiny voice said in her head.  The chips beckoned temptingly, causing Fenella to flee the kitchen.  She threw on the nearest pair of shoes and headed for the door with her keys and her mobile phone in her hand.  She pulled the door open in Shelly’s face.

      “I was going to knock,” Shelly said.  “I do appreciate you saving me the trouble, though.”

      “I need a walk,” Fenella said.  “Before I start eating out of boredom.”

      “That’s serendipitous,” Shelly said.  “I was just thinking the same thing.”

      “I’m not sure about this working from home thing,” Fenella said after they’d exited the building and were walking along the promenade.  “I’m going to gain a hundred pounds if I don’t start getting out more.”

      “You need to plan your day as if you were working in an office,” Shelly told her.  “Give yourself set break and lunch times and force yourself to sit at your desk otherwise.  And don’t eat at your desk.”

      “That sounds too much like work,” Fenella laughed.

      “At least you have something you are supposed to be doing,” Shelly told her.  “I took early retirement.  My days are endless stretches of doing nothing at all, which sounded lovely and wonderful when I was dealing with small schoolchildren all day, but turns out to a bit dull when it’s your reality.”

      “You need to find a hobby,” Fenella said.

      “Like what?” Shelly asked.

      “Knitting?  Sewing?  I’d suggest baking or cooking, but you don’t want to eat more, do you?”

      “No, that’s part of the problem,” Shelly said.  “When I get truly bored, I start baking puddings and sweets, and then once they’re done, I eat them.  I have been known to share a serving or two with Peter, but mostly I eat them all myself.”

      “Isn’t there anything you’ve always wanted to do, but you never had the opportunity?  Now’s the time to try to learn to play the piano or write a book,” Fenella said encouragingly.

      “There was a time when I wanted to learn to play the piano,” Shelly said.  “But I don’t think I want to do it badly enough to stick with it.  If it was just lessons once a week, maybe, but I understand you’re expected to practice in between.”

      “Yes, I believe so,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      “Writing a book could be fun,” Shelly mused.  “But what would I write about?”

      “What do you like to read?”

      “Oh, well, mostly romances, really,” Shelly told her, blushing.  “I know they aren’t exactly classic literature, but they make me happy.”

      “Good for you,” Fenella said.  “I don’t understand why people are such snobs about books.  If you enjoy romances, read them.  I don’t want Thanksgiving dinner every day.  Some days I want a ham sandwich and a dozen chocolate chip cookies.  And some days I want to read Jane Austen, and other days I want to read Agatha Christie, or maybe some author that no one has ever heard of who writes fun books that make me smile.  So write a romance.”

      “That’s easier said than done,” Shelly said.  “I met my husband at nineteen.  He was my first real boyfriend and we were married forever.  I don’t really know anything about romance.”

      “But if you read a lot of romance novels, you must know how they’re structured,” Fenella argued.  “You should at least give it a try.”

      “Maybe,” Shelly said.  “Maybe I’ll write romances for older women, where the main characters are suddenly left on their own at sixty-something and manage to find exciting new partners.”

      “If that makes you happy, go for it.  Even if you never get them published, you can have fun writing them.  And maybe they’ll keep you out of your kitchen.”

      Shelly laughed.  “That would be at least one objective covered,” she said.

      “And in today’s ever-changing book publishing world, you can always get your own editor and cover designer and publish the books yourself, if you get that far,” Fenella told her.  “A friend of mine from high school started doing that a few years ago and she’s make quite a lot of money from her writing.”

      “What sort of books does she write?”

      “Um, erotica,” Fenella told her.

      Shelly laughed so loudly that a group of people walking on the beach stopped to stare at her.  “Sorry,” she said when she’d finally stopped.  “But that’s definitely outside of my capabilities.  I’m not sure I’ll be able to write about people kissing without blushing and feeling embarrassed.  I couldn’t possibly write about anything more, er, intimate.”

      By the time they’d made their way to the end of the promenade and back home again, it was nearly time for dinner.  “Want to bring Katie over and have dinner with me?” Shelly asked.  “I can throw together some stew, if that sounds good.”

      “It sounds wonderful,” Fenella said.  “What can I bring?”

      “Just yourself and Katie,” Shelly insisted.  “You two can entertain Smokey while I cook.”

      Fenella and Katie had a lovely evening with their neighbors.  Smokey chased Katie all around Shelly’s apartment until both animals were exhausted.

      “She’ll sleep well tonight,” Shelly remarked as Fenella picked up the kitten, who was lying on the floor staring out at the sea.

      “She’s having her little operation on Thursday,” Fenella said.  “So hopefully she’ll have a restful day tomorrow to get ready.”

      “Except she doesn’t know that she’s having it, so she won’t know to rest,” Shelly pointed out.

      “I do think she understands quite a lot,” Fenella said.

      “Merrreew,” Katie said softly.

      Shelly laughed.  “Are you interested in the pub later?” she asked as she let Fenella and Katie out.  “We could go down for a quick drink, if you want to, but not too late.”

      “I was going to skip it tonight,” Fenella told her.  “I have a driving lesson in the morning.  I want to be well-rested for that.”

      “Maybe you’ll get further than a few feet this time,” Shelly said encouragingly.

      “I’d better.  Mel is meant to be borrowing an automatic car for me to try.  That should be much easier to deal with.”

      “I’ll look forward to hearing all about it,” Shelly said.

      “We’ll see,” Fenella muttered.  She let herself into her apartment and put Katie down on the floor.  The kitten headed straight into the kitchen, where she lapped up some water.  A moment later, she walked past Fenella, heading for the bedroom.

      “Having an early night?” Fenella asked her as she switched on the television.  Katie tilted her head and looked at her for a moment and then changed direction.  She was snuggled into Fenella’s lap before Fenella managed to find anything to watch.  An hour later, Katie was fast asleep and Fenella was yawning every five minutes.

      “Now it’s time for bed,” she announced, picking up her sleeping pet.  She carried Katie, seemingly still asleep, into the bedroom and put her down on the left side of the bed.  When she’d washed her face and brushed her teeth, she walked back into the bedroom and found Katie in her usual place, the exact center of the bed.  The kitten’s eyes were shut tightly and she looked to be in the same position she’d been in when she’d been put on the bed.  Shaking her head, Fenella climbed into bed carefully and switched off the light.  Her sleep was restless, her brain unable to stop reminding her how much she was dreading her driving lesson the next day.

      At least the sun is shining, she told herself as she headed out of the apartment the next morning.  Mel was going to pick her up at the curb again, and she didn’t want to be late.  The lesson was meant to start at ten-thirty and Fenella was in place by ten-twenty, just in case.  Mel finally rolled up twenty-five minutes later.

      “Sorry,” he said gruffly as Fenella climbed into the car.  “I had an interview with the police this morning and it took longer than I thought it would.  Then I had to go and collect this car from my mate.  It should make your job easier, at least.”

      He drove them back to the quiet residential neighborhood that they’d been in on Monday.  “Right, your turn,” he told her.  The pair switched places.

      “I believe automatics work the same here as they do in the US,” Mel said.  He took her through the various switches and knobs, and Fenella was relieved to find that they weren’t terribly different to the controls in her last car.

      “If you’re ready, start the car, check your mirrors, signal your intentions and then you can start to maneuver your way into the road,” Mel said.

      Fenella could feel her heart pounding as she followed his instructions.  With the car in gear, she slowly drove down the street, stopping at the stop sign at the end.

      “You’ll just want to go straight across at this junction,” Mel told her.

      For the next forty minutes, Mel kept her driving around the quiet streets.  She encountered a handful of cars, usually on the opposite side of the road, but for the most part she had the streets to herself.  “Where is everyone?” she asked as she turned the car and started yet another circuit of the neighborhood.

      “Parents are at work and kids are at school,” Mel said.  “You won’t want to be driving around here in the early afternoon when the schools let out.  There will be children everywhere.  But it’s nice and quiet at this time of day.”

      A car suddenly came up behind her.  She stopped for a stop sign and then pulled forward slowly.  The car behind rolled through the stop sign and seemed to be riding only inches from Fenella’s bumper.

      “Signal and then pull over to the curb,” Mel instructed her.  “Let the other driver go around you, as he’s obviously in a hurry.”

      “I was going the speed limit,” Fenella complained as the car raced past her.

      “I know, but sometimes it’s better to let the other driver go,” Mel said.  “He was following much too closely.  If you would have had to stop suddenly, he would have hit us.”

      “It would have been his fault,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, but that wouldn’t have made the friend I borrowed the car from any happier with me,” Mel told her.  “Would you like to drive back to your flat yourself?” he asked after a few more minutes.

      “On the promenade?  I don’t think I’m ready for that,” Fenella said.  She pulled over to the curb and switched the car’s engine off.  “Actually, I’m exhausted.  Driving feels much more difficult that I remember.”

      “Let me take you home, then,” Mel said.

      They changed places again.  As Mel pulled away from the curb, Fenella relaxed in the seat.

      “Did you say you were with the police this morning?” Fenella said as the man’s words from earlier finally sank in.

      “Yes,” Mel said.

      “I hope everything is okay,” Fenella said tentatively.  She was pretty sure she knew what the meeting had been about.

      “It isn’t really,” Mel snapped.  He sighed.  “I suppose I may as well tell you about it.  Everyone else on the island already knows the whole sordid story.”

      “I don’t want to pry,” Fenella said.

      “No, it’s fine.  It’s pretty simple, really.  My wife disappeared thirty years ago.  The local CID have just brought in a new inspector and he’s digging through old cases, hoping to make a name for himself by solving a bunch of them.  He probably gets a bonus for every case he can mark closed.”

      “I’m sorry about your wife.”

      “It was a long time ago,” Mel replied.  “I haven’t had much choice but to get on with my life.”

      “Thirty years is a long time,” Fenella agreed.

      “Yeah, I’ve had a lot of time to think about it,” Mel said.  “I think she decided she didn’t like married life, or at least married life with me.  I think she left voluntarily.”

      “Have you told the police that?”

      “Sure, but they think she would have stayed in touch with her parents or maybe her friends if she had left willingly.”

      “They have a point.”

      “Maybe,” Mel shrugged.  “It’s been so long now that I feel quite detached from the whole thing.  I don’t really remember what being married was like.  I only have a few photos from that time and I never look at them anymore.”

      “You never wanted to remarry?”

      “I couldn’t, not without having Kay declared dead.  I never wanted to do that.”

      “How difficult for you.”

      “It wasn’t a problem,” Mel said.  “It wasn’t like there was a queue of women wanting to marry me.  I’ve been single since Kay left.  Maybe she was the only woman for me.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said sympathetically.

      “Ah, well, I just wish the police would leave it alone,” Mel told her.  “The case doesn’t need to be reopened and reinvestigated.  If they haven’t found her by now, they aren’t going to.”

      “Maybe the new inspector will have some new ideas,” Fenella said.

      “That’s what’s worrying me,” Mel said.  He pulled up to the curb in front of Fenella’s building.  “Here you go.  How about Friday for your next lesson?  I’ll borrow this car again and we’ll try driving on slightly busier roads.”

      “Yeah, sure,” Fenella said unenthusiastically.  While today had definitely been better, she still felt terrified of being behind the wheel.  How many lessons would she need before she could get back to feeling comfortable with driving?  And how many lessons would she need before she felt ready to take a forty-minute driving test?

      In the elevator, her mind wandered back to Mel’s comment.  Why was the new inspector worrying him?  Was there something the man was trying to hide?  She sighed as she opened her apartment door.  She should have stuck to her resolve to not discuss the case with the man.

      “Did your lesson go better today?” Mona asked as Fenella pushed her door shut behind her.

      “I suppose so,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “I thought it would be easier,” she admitted.  “I mean, I knew I’d be on the other side of the car and on the other side of the road, but I thought it would still feel the same.  For some reason, it just doesn’t.  I get all nervous and worried and I can’t seem to concentrate on what I’m doing when I get behind the wheel here.”

      “You’re overthinking things,” Mona told her.  “Try to relax and forget about the things that are different.  Once you get going, you’ll be fine.  I used to hire a car when I visited the US, and once you get going, you don’t notice the differences.”

      “I think part of it is worry about the driving test,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “I can’t imagine taking my driving test again.  And forty minutes?  That’s a lifetime with someone watching every move you make.”

      “And it’s a long way in the future,” Mona pointed out.  “Worry about getting comfortable on the island’s roads, then worry about learning to drive a manual car, and then you can worry about the driving test.”

      Fenella nodded.  “You’re right, of course.”

      “I’m ninety-one,” Mona told her.  “I’ve had a lot of life experience.”

      What Fenella really wanted to ask her aunt about was her death experience, but she bit her tongue and headed into the kitchen to make herself some lunch instead.

      “Daniel is coming for dinner again, isn’t he?” Mona asked.

      “Yes, and I promised to bake something for dessert,” Fenella said with a frown.  She looked through her cupboards.  “There isn’t very much here.”

      “Do you have sugar, flour, and butter?”

      “Yes, but not much else.”

      “That’s all you need to make shortbread,” Mona told her.  “If you have vanilla ice cream, you can serve it with a scoop of ice cream to make it look fancy.”

      “My mother used to make shortbread sometimes,” Fenella said.  “I haven’t had it in years, but it was one of my favorites when I was little.  My brother Jacob used to take two pieces and put the ice cream in the middle like a sandwich.  He used to use caramel sauce to hold the whole thing together.”

      “I suppose a drizzle of caramel sauce would look nice over the ice cream,” Mona conceded.  “But not too much.  It’s terribly sweet.”

      Fenella always had ice cream in her freezer, unless she’d just had a phone call from Jack.  Hearing from him nearly always drove her to eat her way through her stock.  She checked and was pleased to find an unopened tub of vanilla tucked behind a stack of frozen meals for one.  “I must have forgotten that was in there,” she said to herself as she shut the freezer.

      “You can probably make caramel sauce, as well,” Mona suggested.

      “I think I bought some at the store when I first arrived,” Fenella replied.  “I was planning on treating myself to an ice cream sundae that afternoon, but then after I found the body and all…” she trailed off, turning to look through her cupboards.

      “Bingo,” she called a moment later when she found the jar of sauce.  “Now all I need is shortbread.  I hope I can find a recipe online.”

      “Don’t be silly,” Mona said.  “I can tell you the recipe.”

      Fenella ate a sandwich as quickly as she could and then followed Mona’s instructions for making shortbread.

      “You can add a few drops of vanilla extract to the mixture if you like,” Mona said.

      “Oh, I love vanilla,” Fenella said.  More than just a few drops went into the bowl before Mona could object.  A short while later, the entire apartment smelled of butter and vanilla as the shortbread baked.

      “I should bake more often,” Fenella said as she sank onto the couch.  “It smells wonderful in here.”

      “Have you come up with any theories about either case to discuss with Daniel?” Mona asked.

      “Not really,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “Mel said that he thinks Kay simply ran away.”

      “So you did discuss the case with him,” Mona said eagerly.  “What else did he say?”

      “Nothing really.  Just that a new police inspector was reopening the case and that he wasn’t very happy about that.”

      “Really?  I wonder why.  Surely he wants to know what happened to his wife.  That sounds suspicious to me.”

      “He said it was so long ago that he never even thinks about it anymore,” Fenella said.  “He’s moved on with his life.”

      “But he never remarried.”

      “He can’t, not without having Kay declared dead.  He said he didn’t want to do that.”

      “Why ever not?  Surely it would be a mere formality after thirty years.”

      “He said he’d never met anyone else that he was interested in marrying,” Fenella told her aunt.  “I suppose there’s no point in having her declared dead, therefore.”

      “I think that’s odd,” Mona said.  “But you need to check on the shortbread.”

      It came out of the oven a light golden brown and Fenella nearly gave into the temptation to try some while it was still warm.

      “It looks good,” Mona told her.  “I’m sure it will be delicious.”

      “Do you miss eating?” Fenella asked.

      “Not really,” Mona replied.  “I don’t get hungry, and anyway, I can have ghost food whenever I want.”

      “What’s ghost food?”

      “Oh, just little squares, like a cracker or a biscuit.  They taste like whatever food you’d like them to taste of, though.  Yesterday I had some that were just like Christmas pudding, which was a terrible indulgence for May, wasn’t it?”

      Fenella narrowed her eyes at her aunt.  “You’re making that up, aren’t you?” she demanded.

      Mona laughed.  “Maybe.  Or maybe not.  You’ll find out yourself one day.”

      Swallowing a sigh, Fenella put the pan of shortbread on the counter.  She cut it into pieces, but left them in the pan as Mona instructed.

      “Just leave it to cool,” Mona said.  “It’s safe in the pan.  It will be terribly fragile and crumbly.  Leave it alone until you’re ready to serve it.”

      Fenella put a piece of foil over the pan to keep out bugs and kittens, and then settled in to see what she could find on afternoon television.  She was still fascinated by British television, which was very different to what she was used to in the US.  When someone knocked on her door, she was startled when she realized it was nearly six.  Daniel was right on time.
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      The smell of pizza made Fenella’s mouth water as she pulled open her door.  It was almost enough to make her forget about the shortbread that was still slightly warm on the kitchen counter.

      “I brought garlic bread, as well,” Daniel told her.

      “It seems he isn’t planning on kissing you goodnight tonight, either,” Mona said, sounding disappointed.

      Fenella frowned at her and then led Daniel into the kitchen.  He opened up cardboard boxes while Fenella pulled out plates.  “Knives and forks?” she asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “I’m happy without.”  He took a can of soda from her, waving away the glass she offered.  “The less mess I leave you, the better.”

      “The dishwasher doesn’t mind a few extra forks and glasses,” she laughed in reply.

      They chatted about the weather and about the two new shops that had just been announced for the main shopping street in town while they ate.  As Fenella had never heard of either of the companies, she was happy to have Daniel fill her in on what to expect.  When the pizza and garlic bread were both gone, Fenella served the shortbread in bowls, with generous scoops of ice cream and what she hoped was an attractive drizzle of caramel sauce.

      “This looks wonderful,” Daniel said.

      Fenella took a bite and smiled.  The shortbread reminded her of her mother and her childhood.

      “Thank you for that,” Daniel said as he scraped up the last of his caramel sauce.  “It was delicious.  I’d love your shortbread recipe.  It tasted just like my mother’s, and no one in the family has her recipe.”

      “I’ll write it down for you sometime,” Fenella said, wondering if she would be able to remember the exact measurements for the ingredients.  She could always ask Mona, at least.

      “Now I suppose we really should talk about the cases,” Daniel said.  “Although it’s been nice talking about other things.”

      “It has,” Fenella agreed.

      “Have you had time to read through the clippings?”

      “Yes.  I just wish I could tell you that I had a sudden inspiration after I’d read them.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I don’t need sudden inspiration,” he told her.  “Just a sounding board, really.”

      “I should tell you that I saw Mel this morning, apparently right after you’d spoken to him,” Fenella began.

      “He wasn’t very happy with me.  He doesn’t understand why we’re looking at the case again.”

      “He told me that he felt like it was all so long ago that it didn’t really matter,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, he said the same to me,” Daniel told her.  “But if something did happen to the woman, she deserves justice, no matter how long it’s been.”

      “He said he thought she’d just run away.”

      “Which isn’t what he said thirty years ago,” Daniel reminded her.  “And doesn’t agree with anything anyone else said when she first disappeared, either.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Have you had any luck tracking down her old friends?”

      “I’ve spoken to Annie Marshall,” he told her.  “She was Kay’s closest friend back in 1986, or so she claimed.  I can tell you that she didn’t say anything different to what she told us and the papers thirty years ago.”

      “So she still thinks something terrible happened to her friend,” Fenella said.

      “She still can’t believe that Kay would have left voluntarily.”

      “And there weren’t any other men?”

      “Not that Annie knew about, and if anyone knew, it should have been Annie, I suppose.”

      “What about former boyfriends?” Fenella asked.  “Maybe one of them came back into the picture.  Maybe Kay didn’t tell her best friend everything.”

      “I’ll go back through the file and see what I can find,” Daniel said.  “Annie never mentioned any former boyfriends, but Kay must have had some.  I’ll try talking to Mel again as well.  Maybe he can offer some suggestions along that line.”

      “Peter told me it was something of a whirlwind romance,” Fenella recalled.  “They’d known each other for years, but had never been a couple, and then suddenly they decided to get married.  I can’t imagine that that’s relevant in any way, but it’s interesting.”

      “It is interesting,” Daniel said, making a note.  “I didn’t realize you discussed the cases with Peter,” he said.

      “I mentioned that you’d brought some cold case files over for me to look at,” Fenella said, flushing.  “It was with Shelly, too, when we went to the pub the other night.  Peter was interested because he’s known Mel since childhood.”

      “I see,” Daniel said, making another note.

      “Shelly was interested in Christopher Manderly’s murder because her husband had investments with him,” she added quickly.

      “It’s such a small island,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “I was hoping you could provide an outsider’s perspective, but you have connections with both cases.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said, feeling as if she shouldn’t be.

      “Not at all,” Daniel said quickly.  “It’s just another factor of life on an island like this.  Everyone knows everyone.”

      “And Kay Belsom still managed to disappear without a trace.”

      “Yes, that is odd, isn’t it?”

      “I wonder how much easier it would have been to do that in those days,” Fenella said.  “The world was larger, and presumably missing person reports still had to be mailed to other parts of the world if the police thought someone might have gone there.”

      “Yes, it was a very different time,” Daniel agreed.  “No internet, no mobile phones, no text messaging or anything like that.  Even cancelling the credit cards simply meant putting them on a list of stolen cards that was distributed to retailers.  Cards weren’t processed instantly in those days.”

      “But no one ever tried to use her cards?”

      “There’s nothing in the file to suggest that they did,” he replied.  “But there wouldn’t be any record of attempts made that failed.”

      “I remember working in retail in the eighties,” Fenella said.  “We used to take an imprint of the credit card and then check the number in these little books that came out every so often.  It wasn’t great security, was it?”

      “No, but it has improved dramatically in a relatively short space of time.”

      “Would it have been hard for her start a new life somewhere else?”

      “As herself, maybe; as someone else, maybe not,” Daniel said.  “And even as herself, she might have managed it in Australia or New Zealand or Canada.  The missing person report was sent out worldwide, but different countries police such things in different ways, and I don’t think anyone had a central database for such information in those days.”

      “I don’t think we’re getting anywhere,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “On the contrary, I’m going to do some looking into Kay’s past before she married Mel.  That wasn’t really something I’d considered before, as it never formed part of the original investigation.”

      “Why not?”

      “I suppose the inspector in charge didn’t think it was relevant, since she’d been married for nearly three years,” Daniel said.  “And missing persons don’t get the same sort of scrutiny that murder victims get, either.  I’m sure he assumed, when he first looked at the case, that Kay would turn up in a day or two, having gone to visit a friend or something.  It’s very rare for a missing person to stay missing for thirty years.”

      “Speaking of murder victims,” Fenella said.  “Everything I’ve heard about Christopher Manderly suggests that his wife was involved in his death.”

      “I believe the inspector who first dealt with the case would have agreed with you on that,” Daniel said.  “I don’t get the feeling that he liked Sophia or that he believed anything she told him.”

      “Have you interviewed her yet?”

      “No, I’m working my way through Kay’s disappearance first.  Once I’ve spoken to all of the witnesses from that case, I’ll start on the other.”

      “I understand that Sophia was the kind of woman who could persuade a man to kill for her,” Fenella said.

      “I can’t imagine it, but I’ve heard something similar.”

      “Someone suggested to me that she was having an affair, possibly multiple affairs.”

      “Yes, the original investigation revealed a great deal of innuendo and gossip, but no hard facts.”

      “And you think you might get some now?”

      “I’m hoping someone might be willing to talk about what was really going on in those days now, yes,” Daniel said.  “

      “Maybe we should wait to discuss the case until you’ve had a chance to meet with the various witnesses,” Fenella said.  “I’m sure you’ll be able to form your own opinions about them.”

      “I’m tired, anyway,” Daniel said, yawning.  “I don’t think I have the energy to talk about Sophia and her many male friends tonight.”

      “So when should we meet again?” Fenella asked as the man stood up.

      “I’m crazy busy for the next few days,” Daniel told her.  “How about next Monday?”

      “Monday is fine,” Fenella said, without bothering to glance at her calendar.  She knew it was sadly empty.

      “I’ll bring Chinese,” Daniel said.

      “And I’ll bake a cake,” Fenella offered.

      “A cake for no reason, that sounds good.”

      “Chocolate?”

      “Of course,” he replied.

      Fenella locked the door behind him and sighed deeply.

      “He compared you to his mother,” Mona said.

      “He compared your shortbread to his mother’s shortbread,” Fenella replied testily.  “That’s hardly the same thing.”

      “And he didn’t try to kiss you when he left,” Mona pointed out.  “You’re just friends.”

      “Which is fine with me,” Fenella snapped.

      “And that’s why you’re so grumpy about it,” Mona suggested.

      “Oh, be quiet,” Fenella said.  She walked into the kitchen and loaded the dishwasher.  When it was quietly chugging away in the background, she decided that a long soak in the bath with a glass of wine was just what she needed.  She was halfway to her bathroom when someone knocked on the door.

      “Pub?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella thought about it for a moment and then shook her head.  “Katie is having her surgery tomorrow,” she explained.  “I want to stay home with her tonight.”

      “Mr. Stone keeps his surgical patients overnight,” Shelly said.  “So you’ll have no excuse tomorrow night for not joining me.”

      “I’ll come tomorrow night,” Fenella promised.  “As long as Katie is okay.”

      “She’ll be fine,” Shelly said firmly.  She gave Fenella a tight hug.  “What time is your appointment tomorrow?”

      “Nine, but I need to be there a little bit early.”

      “I shall be here at half eight to walk over with you, then,” Shelly said.  “And then we’ll spend the day together, doing all sorts of nothing, until we hear from Mr. Stone that everything is fine.”

      “Are you sure you have the time?” Fenella asked with tears in her eyes.

      “We just talked about how I have nothing to do with myself,” Shelly reminded her with a laugh.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      Fenella gave the woman another hug and then pushed the door shut.  She was embarrassed when she realized that she’d lived in the same small house in Buffalo for many years and had never made friends with any of her neighbors there.  She’s been so busy with work and Jack that she’d never even bothered to introduce herself to the people on either side of her.  Now she wasn’t sure what she’d do without Shelly in her life.

      The long bath turned out to be more trouble than it was worth.  Fenella added too much bubble bath to the running water and ended up with far too many bubbles long before the tub was full enough for a soak.  She scooped as many as she could into the sink, but there were too many to allow her to read, and every time she tried to take a sip of wine, she got bubbles in her mouth.

      “That wasn’t one of my better ideas,” she told Katie as she pulled the plug on the bath.

      Katie looked at her for a moment and then walked over and swiped a paw at a cluster of bubbles that had made its way onto the bathroom floor.  Fenella scooped up a handful of them and blew them toward Katie.  Katie swung at them in midair and then slipped on the slippery floor and landed in another pile of bubbles.

      “Yooowwww!” Katie shouted as she ran out of the bathroom, bubbles flying up behind her.

      Fenella couldn’t help but laugh as she dried the floor and then rinsed the tub.  “Next time I’ll just drink my wine and read my book on the couch,” she said to her reflection.

      “Darling, I can’t stay,” Mona said when Fenella finally walked out of the bathroom.  “But I wanted to make sure you weren’t too nervous about tomorrow.  Katie will be fine, you know.”

      “I know, but I am nervous,” Fenella admitted.  “And now that I’m thinking of it, why is the vet called Mr. Stone and not Dr. Stone?”

      “He could be called doctor, if he wanted to,” Mona told her.  “But veterinary surgeons only received the right to call themselves doctor last year.  They have the choice as to which title to use, and Mr. Stone has clearly chosen not to use it.”

      “Why not?”

      “How should I know?” Mona asked.  “I’ve never even met the man.”

      “Sorry,” Fenella said.  “I just assumed you know everything about everyone.”

      “Not quite,” Mona said.  “I’m afraid I have somewhere else to be tonight, but I’ll be around tomorrow, if you need me.”

      “Shelly has offered to spend the day with me to keep me distracted,” Fenella told her.

      “She’s a lovely woman,” Mona said.  “I miss her.”

      “I’m sure she misses you as well.”

      “Perhaps, but she seems to be enjoying your company quite a bit.  I’d hoped you two would become friends, but as I didn’t really know you, I wasn’t sure.”

      “Well, we have,” Fenella said.

      “I must get off.  One of my former gentlemen friends is taking me out.  He died twenty years ago, and I’d assumed he’d moved on, but then he found me on social media and we reconnected.”

      “There’s social media in the ghost world?” Fenella asked.

      Mona laughed as she slowly faded away, leaving Fenella frustrated.  One day she was going to get her aunt to properly explain how the whole ghost thing worked.  Clearly that day wasn’t today, though.

      A bag of microwave popcorn in front of the television filled the rest of the evening.  Katie sat on the couch next to Fenella, chatting at her during commercials.

      “I do wish I spoke cat,” Fenella told the animal after Katie had come out with a particularly lengthy series of noises.

      “Merrrowww,” Katie told her.

      “Perhaps you should learn to talk people,” Fenella replied.

      “Yooowwwlll,” Katie said.  She jumped down from the couch and stalked off to the bedroom.

      Fenella looked at the clock.  It was nearly midnight.  She needed to get to bed.  Katie was in her usual spot when Fenella walked into the bedroom.  No matter how hard she tried, Fenella simply couldn’t get comfortable.  She found herself tossing and turning nearly all night.  After the first couple of hours, Katie had jumped off the bed with a disgusted “yow” and disappeared into the guest room.

      “I don’t blame you,” Fenella had called after her.

      When the alarm went off at seven, Fenella dragged herself out of bed and into the shower.  She was washing her hair when she realized she should have switched the coffee pot on before she did anything else.  It was going to be a long day, she thought with a sigh as she wiped shampoo out of her stinging eyes.

      “Only a third of your normal breakfast,” she told Katie when she finally made it into the kitchen.

      “Mmmmmeeeeeerrrrrrroooooowwwww!” Katie complained loudly.

      “It’s for your own good,” Fenella said as she slid bread into the toaster.

      Katie ate her meager breakfast and then stomped out of the kitchen without a backwards glance.  Fenella watched as the animal settled into her favorite chair.

      “I am sorry,” she said as Katie stared at the sea.  “But I really am doing what’s best for you.”  Katie didn’t reply.

      Shelly was right on time and she greeted Fenella with a hug.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

      “I didn’t sleep well,” Fenella told her.  “And Katie is mad at me because I couldn’t give her much breakfast.”

      “I’m so glad Smokey had all of that taken care of before I adopted her,” Shelly said.  “I’m not sure I would have been able to go through all of this.”

      “It truly is for her own good,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, so let’s get going.”

      Fenella picked up Katie and hugged her close.  “Come on then, angel.  Let’s go and see your friend Mr. Stone.”

      They’d been to the man’s office three times previously, and Katie had become good friends with the young vet.  She might not like him so much after today’s visit, though, Fenella thought.

      The walk was a short one.  “It might rain,” Fenella said to Shelly as they went.

      “It might, but it’s going to be almost warm, which should make up for it.”

      The woman behind the reception desk was new.  “But where is Bethany?” Fenella asked.  Bethany Carter, the regular receptionist, had been mixed up in the first murder investigation that Fenella had stumbled into.  Fenella had come to like the woman, who had had her heart broken by the first victim.

      “She’s taking a few days of holiday time,” the girl at the desk said.  “Her brother and a friend have come across for a visit and she’s showing them around the island.”

      “That sounds like fun,” Fenella said.  “Good for her.”

      The girl gave Fenella several forms to fill out.  Shelly was happy to hold Katie while Fenella filled in the blanks.  She’d also been given several pages of instructions for looking after Katie after the surgery.  She read through them all carefully, making sure that she didn’t have any questions.  When she’d finished signing everything, Mr. Stone called them back.

      “There’s my little girl,” he said to Katie.  Fenella hesitated for just a moment when he held out his hands for the kitten.  Katie immediately snuggled into the man’s arms and began to purr.

      “She does like you,” Fenella said.

      “I just hope she still likes me once this is over,” the man replied.  “It is entirely up to you whether you stay while I put her under or leave.  Leaving is usually easier on both the pet and the owner, but the choice is yours.”

      “Let’s go,” Shelly said.  “Let Mr. Stone take care of Katie and I’ll take care of you.”

      “Oh, but, I don’t, I think…”

      Shelly cut Fenella off.  “You’ll just upset yourself and Katie if you stand here watching.  Mr. Stone is an expert and Katie is happy with him.  Let him handle this.”

      Fenella looked at her kitten.  Katie looked back at her and Fenella was sure that she could see apprehension in the kitten’s eyes.

      “Mmmmmerrrow?” Katie said, wiggling in Mr. Stone’s arms.

      “She’s picking up on my nerves and getting upset,” Fenella said.  “I should go.”

      Shelly took Fenella’s arm and led her back to the waiting room.  Fenella could feel tears threatening as they walked out of the veterinary office.

      “Have you been to the used book shop yet?” Shelly asked.

      “There’s a used book shop?” Fenella replied, feeling a little bit excited.

      “It isn’t even far away, but you have to know it’s there to find it,” Shelly told her.  “Let’s go.”

      The old Victorian terraced house didn’t look like a used bookstore on the outside.  It looked like someone’s home.  Fenella followed Shelly up the short sidewalk to the door, wondering if her friend was in the wrong place.  A small sign on the door reassured her.  The sign read “Ellan Vannin Books,” and when Shelly pushed open the door, the smell of paper, ink, and old books made Fenella smile.

      What had once been the ground floor of a large Victorian house was now nothing but rooms full of bookshelves.  They were separated into categories and then alphabetized by author, but that didn’t stop Fenella from wanting to simply spend hours browsing.

      “I’m going to go and look for a few new romances,” Shelly told her in the doorway to the first room.  “They’re upstairs, perhaps appropriately in what was once a bedroom.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I want to look at everything,” she said.

      “I’m not sure we have time for that,” Shelly said.  “But we can stay until I get too hungry for lunch to wait any longer.”

      “Deal,” Fenella said.

      She was halfway through the first room of nonfiction when her mobile phone rang.

      “Ms. Woods?  Katie is out of surgery and resting comfortably.  Everything went exactly as it should.  She should be ready for you to collect her at nine tomorrow morning.”

      “Can I come and see her later today?”

      “You can.  Mr. Stone would never turn an owner away, but we don’t suggest it.  She will be very groggy and maybe a bit grumpy.  We suggest you let Mr. Stone deal with her for today and overnight.  She should be almost back to normal by morning.”

      “I may drop in,” Fenella said.  “Just for my own peace of mind.”

      “You can always check the kitty-cam,” the woman suggested.

      “Kitty-cam?”

      “Did I forget to give you the information about the kitty-cam?” the woman asked.  “I’m so sorry.  Bethany trained me before she went on holiday, but I still forget things sometimes.  Kitty-cam is our webcam that is in the recovery suite.  You can look in on Katie at any time, day or night, and see how she’s doing.  Mostly she’ll be sleeping, of course.”

      Fenella carefully wrote down the web address that the woman gave her and then disconnected the call.  It only took her a moment to pull the site up on her phone.  Kitty-cam proved to be exactly as promised, and Fenella felt teary again as she watched Katie sleeping on a comfortable looking cat bed in one of the very large cages along the wall in the recovery room.

      “She looks happy enough,” Shelly said when Fenella found her a short while later and showed her the link on her mobile phone.

      “She does,” Fenella agreed.  “I don’t think I’ll visit.  I don’t want to upset her.”

      “Have you found any books you want yet?” Shelly asked.

      “No, but I shall now enjoy looking more, knowing that Katie is okay.”

      By the time Fenella’s stomach started growling, she’d found a dozen books she wanted to buy.  Shelly’s pile wasn’t much smaller.

      “I barely glanced at half the rooms,” Fenella complained as the pair left the store and headed for home.

      “Now that you know it’s here, you can visit every day if you want,” Shelly said.

      “That would be dangerous,” Fenella replied, looking down at the two large bags she was carrying.  “I’d get through my entire inheritance and then I’d have to find a job.”

      “You don’t want to do that,” Shelly laughed.

      “No, I really don’t,” Fenella agreed.  “I’d better find the library next.”

      “Maybe we could do that another day,” Shelly said.  “For now, let’s get some lunch.”

      After they’d dropped off their heavy bags of books at their respective apartments, Shelly and Fenella went to the little Italian restaurant that was near their building for lunch.

      “Now I’m too stuffed to move,” Fenella said after she’d finished.

      “Maybe we should waddle back home and watch telly all afternoon,” Shelly suggested.

      “I feel like I should go for a long walk,” Fenella replied.

      When they reached the restaurant door, she quickly changed her mind.  “It’s pouring,” she exclaimed.

      “I don’t even want to walk home in this,” Shelly said.

      “We only live two minutes away.  I don’t think a taxi could get us much closer, really,” Fenella replied.

      “I suppose you’re right,” Shelly sighed.

      The pair walked home as quickly as they could and then made their way up to Fenella’s apartment.

      “It feels really empty,” Fenella said, looking around the living room.

      “Just pretend she’s having a nap on your bed,” Mona suggested from the couch.

      “Pretend she’s just out of sight,” Shelly said.  “If she’s anything like Smokey, she sleeps at least half of the day, anyway.”

      The pair chatted about the various pets they’d had as children, although Fenella had very little to contribute to the conversation.  “We had a fish for a while,” she said.  “And one of my brothers brought home a dog one day.  He said he’d agreed to watch him for a friend.  My mother was about to take him to a shelter when the friend finally turned up and took him back.”

      “How long did you have him?”

      “Oh, maybe three days.  My mother really didn’t like animals, especially animals that had to be walked three times a day and cleaned up after.”

      “We had everything when I was a kid,” Shelly said.  “I don’t think my mother liked animals, either, but my father loved them.  He was forever bringing home a new addition.”

      Shelly had several funny stories about the dogs, cats, rabbits, and other furry friends that had populated her childhood home.  By the time she’d run out of stories, it was nearly six o’clock.

      “We should have some dinner before we head to the pub,” Shelly suggested.

      “After all that lunch, I don’t want much more than a sandwich,” Fenella replied.

      “That sounds about right,” Shelly agreed.

      Fenella pulled out bread, meat and cheese, and the pair made themselves sandwiches in the kitchen.

      “Any news on your cold cases?” Shelly asked while they ate.

      “I don’t think so,” Fenella replied.  “While we were driving around yesterday, Mel mentioned that he’d talked to the police.  He seems more annoyed than anything else about the whole thing.”

      “I suppose it’s distressing, having it all come back up again.”

      “Maybe,” Fenella said.  “Although he seemed more angry than distressed.  Apparently Daniel hasn’t started talking to anyone about the Christopher Manderly case yet.  He’s going to start interviewing the witnesses in that case after he’s finished talking with everyone about Kay Belsom.”

      “Oh, that reminds me,” Shelly exclaimed.  “What are you doing Saturday night?”

      “This coming Saturday?”

      “Yes, I know it’s short notice, but I’d completely forgotten about it.”

      “Forgotten about what?” Fenella asked, feeling confused.

      Shelly laughed.  “I’m not making any sense, and I haven’t even started drinking yet,” she said.  “Let me start over.  I’ve been invited to a party on Saturday night and I was wondering if you’d like to come with me.”

      “What sort of party?”

      “That’s just it,” Shelly said.  “Carl Manderly has a party every year on the anniversary of the company’s founding.  He invites all of the men and women who currently have investment accounts with him.”

      “Oh, my,” Fenella said.

      “You have to go,” Mona said insistently.

      “Hubby and I used to go every year,” Shelly said.  “It’s always very nice.  They have it at the Seaview in Ramsey, which is very fancy.”

      “Donald took me there once.  It is nice.”

      “So you’ll come?” Shelly asked.

      “Yes, if you’re sure you want me to.”

      “Of course I want you to,” Shelly said.  “It will give you a chance to talk to some of the suspects in one of Daniel’s cases, and maybe you can help me with a little problem of my own.”

      “What problem?”

      Shelly blushed.  “I shouldn’t have said that.”

      “What problem?” Fenella repeated.

      “I’m not really ready to get involved with another man,” Shelly said, her face bright red.

      “But?”

      “But there’s this man who might be at the party…” Shelly trailed off.

      “Tell me everything,” Fenella said sternly.

      Shelly laughed and looked embarrassed.  “I don’t know.  I think I might need to tell you over a bottle of wine.”

      “That’s your prerogative.”

      “Oh, the heck with it,” Shelly laughed again.  “His name is Gordon Davison, and I’ve known him for twenty years or more.  I don’t think I’m the only woman who was happily married but still noticed that other men are attractive.”

      “I’ve never been married,” Fenella said.  “But even when I was in what I thought was a good relationship, I never stopped noticing attractive men.”

      “Yeah, Gordon is very attractive,” Shelly said.  “But he’s also a nice man.  He’s a widower and he brought up his daughter on his own after his wife died.  We’ve become something like friends after talking to one another at these annual parties for the last twenty years.  This is the first party that I’ll be going to since John passed away.”

      “So it’s going to be an emotional evening, whatever else.”

      “Yes, I suppose it is,” Shelly said.  “I wasn’t even going to go, but, well, the more I thought about it, the more curious I was to see Gordon.  I don’t know, maybe I’m crazy, but we always got along well.  Maybe he was just polite to me because he liked John.  Anyway, I’m really not ready to start seeing someone else.”

      “But talking to Gordon would be like testing the waters,” Fenella said.  “It sounds like it could be a very interesting evening, really.”

      “The food will be wonderful and the wine will flow everywhere,” Shelly said.  “It’s just finger foods, but there’s always tons of it.  I never eat dinner before the party.”

      “I’m already sold,” Fenella laughed.  “As long as Katie is okay,” she added.  She tapped on her phone and caught Mr. Stone giving Katie a scratch.  The animal looked content as she snuggled against the vet’s hand.

      “She’ll be fine,” Shelly assured her.

      A knock on the door dragged Fenella away from her phone.

      “I was sure Shelly said it was pub night,” Peter said from the doorway.  “But I haven’t seen Shelly all day and she isn’t home now.”

      “She’s here, keeping me company while Katie is at the vet’s overnight,” Fenella explained.

      “But we’re just about ready for the pub,” Shelly added as she walked to the door.  “I just need to give Smokey her dinner and we can be on our way.”

      Ten minutes later the trio was heading out to the Tale and Tail.  Fenella was running down her phone battery by checking on Katie far too frequently, but she couldn’t seem to help herself.  Hopefully, she’d be able to relax a little bit at the pub.
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      There were half a dozen people scattered around the main floor of the pub as they entered.  Shelly waved merrily at everyone as they approached the bar.

      “The usual?” the man behind the bar asked.

      All three of them nodded as Fenella felt a rush of warm affection for the pub that she’d now visited often enough to have her “usual” choice known by the regular bartender.  Back in Buffalo she and Jack had rarely gone out anywhere.  Jack preferred to stay at home, although he wasn’t averse to opening a bottle of wine now and again.  Fenella had told herself for many years that she was happier at home as well, but now she was discovering that she greatly enjoyed her almost nightly glass of wine at the pub with her new friends for company.

      They took their drinks to the upper level, settling in at the only empty table in the room.

      “It’s busy tonight,” Fenella remarked.

      “There was an article about the place in the local paper,” Peter told her.  “It’ll be more popular for a few days, until everyone forgets about it again.”

      “I knew I forgot something yesterday,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “I forgot to get the local paper.”

      “You can borrow mine,” Shelly said.  “I’ve read it all.  There was an interesting article about Daniel Robinson.  You won’t want to miss that.”

      “What did it say?” Fenella asked.

      “It was about how he’s going to be reinvestigating some cold cases,” Shelly said.  “They mentioned both Kay Belsom and Christopher Manderely in the article.”

      “Maybe the article will get people talking, and someone will remember something relevant,” Peter said.  “I think we’d all like to see those two cases solved.”

      “They just seem so long ago,” Shelly said.  “You’d think that if anyone knew anything they would have said something long before now.”

      “You never know,” Peter said.  “Maybe they’ve been keeping quiet to protect someone, but that someone has died now.  Daniel just needs a small break, really, in either case.”

      “Peter?  I thought that was you when you came in,” a voice said from behind Fenella.  She turned to see who had spoken.

      The woman who was smiling at Peter looked to be about his age.  Her brown hair, which Fenella suspected was colored, was pulled back in a loose ponytail.  Blue eyes blinked behind thick glasses.  The woman was about average height and weight, and she looked pleasant and friendly as she waited for Peter to reply.

      “Ah, but it’s Annie, isn’t it?” Peter exclaimed after a minute.  “I couldn’t place you for a second, I’m embarrassed to admit.”

      The woman shook her head.  “We’re all older, aren’t we?  And I don’t get into Douglas very often.  I don’t think I’ve seen you in, gosh, twenty years or more.”

      Peter stood up and gave the woman a hug.  He pulled her down onto the couch next to him and then introduced her to the others.

      “Fenella and Shelly, this is Annie Marshall.  She grew up a few streets away from me.  I’ve known her since I was a toddler, I think.”

      Annie laughed.  “But we don’t see very much of each other,” she said.  “I haven’t gone by Annie for twenty-five years, and I’m Anne Maxwell now.  I got married fifteen years ago.”

      “And you didn’t invite me?” Peter demanded with a chuckle.

      “We got married across.  Even my parents weren’t invited.  The marriage only lasted two years, anyway.  As I’d only just finished getting my name changed on everything, though, I decided to keep his name after the divorce,” Anne told him.

      “Maxwell?  I don’t think I know the name,” Peter said.

      “No, he was from across.  He came over to work as an assistant chef in one of the hotels in Port Erin, where I’ve lived for many years.  What can I tell you?  He swept me off my feet, we ran away and got married, but it didn’t work out.  I’ve stayed away from men since then,” Anne laughed.

      “I was just thinking about you the other day,” Peter told her.  “When this whole business with Kay came back up.”

      Anne frowned.  “That’s why I’m in Douglas, actually,” she said.  “The police asked me to come in to talk to them about Kay.  Since I was here, I grabbed some dinner, and then I thought I’d have a drink in the hot new pub that everyone is talking about before I headed for home.”

      “It isn’t new,” Shelly said.  “The Tale and Tail has been here for years.”

      “Well, I’d never heard of it before yesterday,” Anne replied.  “So it’s new to me.  And it’s lovely.  I’d come here a lot if I lived closer.”

      “We all live just down the promenade,” Peter told her.  “We’re here all the time.”

      “That’s good to know,” Anne said.  “I’ll make a point of stopping here the next time I’m in Douglas in that case.”

      “You definitely should,” Peter told her.  “It’s a great place.”

      “And they have a nice wine selection,” Anne said.  “This is a personal favorite.”  She waved her glass and then took a sip out of it.

      “So how have you been?” Peter asked.

      Anne shrugged.  “I was doing okay,” she said after a moment.  “But now I’m not so sure.  I hate seeing Kay’s name dragged through the papers again.”

      “It would be nice to know what happened to her,” Peter suggested.

      “I don’t know about that,” Anne said.  “It’s been thirty years.  I can’t imagine we’ll get good news after all this time, can you?”

      Peter shook his head.  “I suppose not,” he agreed.  “But surely it would be better to know than to live with the uncertainty?”

      “Maybe for Mel,” Anne said.  “But I’m fine with uncertainty.  You know how you lose touch with friends over the years?  I’ve just told myself that Kay and I have lost touch, that’s all.  I mean, look at us, we haven’t seen each other in twenty-odd years and we live on the same island.  I just pretend that Kay moved across and I don’t have to worry about her.”

      “Maybe she did,” Shelly suggested.

      Anne frowned and then shook her head slowly.  “We were really close all those years ago,” she said.  “If she’d decided to move across, she would have told me.  We told each other everything.”

      “How did she come to get involved with Mel in the first place?” Fenella asked.  “Peter said you’d all known each other since childhood.  Why did she and Mel suddenly become a couple?”

      Anne stared at her for a minute and then looked at her glass of wine.  She drained the glass and then frowned at Fenella.  “I’m not sure I should be talking about any of this,” she said.

      “You don’t have to talk about it,” Peter assured her, patting her arm.  “We’re all just curious, that’s all.  The new investigation has dragged up a lot of old memories for me, and I’m afraid I’ve bored my new friends with them.”

      Fenella was grateful that he hadn’t mentioned her connection with Daniel and the case.  She had a feeling that the woman would be even more reluctant to talk to her if she knew about that.

      “Let me get another round in,” Shelly suggested.

      “That would be great,” Peter said, watching Anne closely.

      “I really shouldn’t,” Anne protested.

      “Are you driving home later?” Peter asked.

      “No,” she said.  “My car is in the garage, actually.  It needs a new battery and some other things I’ve forgotten.  The police sent a car for me this afternoon, and the man I spoke with gave me taxi fare to get home after I told him I wanted to spend some time in Douglas after the interview.”

      “Well, then, a second drink can’t do you any harm,” Peter said.  “If you have too much, you can always sleep on my couch tonight, anyway.  I can drive you home tomorrow morning.”

      “Did you say you live nearby?” Anne asked.

      “In Promenade View Apartments,” Peter replied.

      “I’ve heard those are beautiful,” Anne said.  “I wouldn’t mind having a look at your flat, anyway.”

      “I’ll get the drinks,” Shelly said brightly.  Anne told her which wine she was drinking and Fenella went with her friend to help her carry the glasses back.

      “I hope Peter realizes what she’s playing at,” Shelly said crossly as they waited at the bar.

      “What do you mean?” Fenella asked, fairly certain that she knew exactly what Shelly meant.

      “Oh, can I come and sleep on your couch in your fancy flat?” Shelly simpered.  “She’s making a play for our Peter and I don’t like her one bit.”

      “She’s an old friend,” Fenella argued.  “Besides, didn’t you say Peter was already involved with someone?”

      “I got my signals crossed on that one,” Shelly said.  “I saw him at a fancy restaurant with a woman, but he was just having lunch with his former wife.”

      “The first one or the second one?”

      “Oh, the first one, I’m sure.  She was close to his age and impeccably dressed, anyway.”

      “I wonder why they were having lunch together,” Fenella said, trying to sound nonchalant.

      “When I asked him about it, he said they have lunch together about once a month.  They’re still friends, apparently,” Shelly replied.

      “That’s nice,” Fenella said, wondering how nice it actually was.  You and Peter are just friends, she reminded herself firmly.  And then there’s Daniel, a little voice added.  You certainly can’t object to whomever Peter wants to spend time with.

      Back at their table, Anne seemed to have move considerably closer to Peter.  Shelly shot Fenella a knowing look as they sat back down.

      “So, what do you do in Port Erin?” Shelly asked the woman.

      “I’m an assistant manager at the ShopFast there,” Anne said.  “I’ve worked for ShopFast since I finished school.”

      “And do you like Port Erin?” was Shelly’s next question.

      “The scenery is beautiful and I quite like the slower pace that village life offers,” Anne said.  “But I have to say that spending a day in Douglas reminds me of what I’m missing.  I don’t come into the capital very often, but I think I might have to start.  It’s changed a lot over the last ten years or so.  There are lots of new shops and restaurants, among other things.”

      “And are you single?”  Shelly clearly wasn’t finished interrogating the woman.  Fenella sipped her drink to keep from smiling.

      “I am, yes,” Anne said.  “I’ve been single nearly my entire life, aside from that one brief marriage.  Most men don’t seem to be interested in me, for some reason or another.”

      “Nonsense,” Peter said, patting her hand.  “You’re lovely, and I’m sure there are plenty of men around who would enjoy the opportunity to get to know you better.”

      Anne shrugged.  “Well, they’re very quiet, if they are out there,” she told him.

      “I’m sure I know a dozen men I could introduce you to,” Shelly suggested.  “I have a wide circle of friends.”

      “Oh, no, thank you,” Anne said quickly.  “I think I’m probably better off on my own.”  She looked over at Peter and smiled.  “Or finding a man on my own, at least.”

      Shelly narrowed her eyes at the woman.  She opened her mouth to speak, but Fenella interrupted.

      “So, what is there to see in Port Erin?” she asked.  “I’ve only been on the island for a few months and I’ve not been that far south yet.”

      “We have wonderful beaches,” Anne told her.  “And there’s a small railway museum.  Otherwise, there’s terrific scenery and lots of great places to walk.”

      “I’ll have to make a trip down there soon,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe you could ride down with me tomorrow,” Peter suggested.  “I’ll be taking Anne home, anyway.”

      “I wish I could,” Fenella told him.  “But I have a driving lesson.”

      “Are you taking lessons from Mel?” Anne asked.

      “Yes,” Fenella replied.

      “So that’s why you’re so curious about Kay,” Anne suggested.  “You’re afraid you’re riding around town with a man who killed his wife and hid the body.”

      “Anne!” Peter said.  “Mel did no such thing.”

      Anne flushed.  “I didn’t say he did,” she defended herself.

      “I think Mel seems very nice,” Fenella said after an awkward pause.

      “He is very nice,” Anne said.  “Maybe too nice.”

      “What does that mean?” Fenella asked.

      Anne sighed and set her empty glass back on the table.  “I should have just told the police the whole story,” she said.  “It isn’t like it matters, not after all these years.”

      “What story?” Shelly demanded.

      “Kay met a man,” Anne said.  “He was from across, just on the island for a month or so for work.  She fell hard, and once he’d gone back across, she found out she was pregnant.”

      “When was this?” Fenella asked, confused.

      “Oh, before she married Mel,” Anne said.  “That was just it.  Mel married her because she was terrified of being on her own with the baby.  He was too nice, really, as she didn’t really love him.  She was still in love with the man from across.”

      “I assume she told the man from across about the baby,” Shelly said.

      “Oh, yeah, she rang him up.  His wife answered, though.  He’d neglected to mention that little detail,” Anne replied.

      “Poor Kay,” Peter said.  “I never heard any of this.”

      “Kay did her best to keep it all quiet,” Anne said.  “She told me, of course, and she told Mel.  She wanted him to take her across so she could get rid of the baby, but he offered to marry her instead.  She wasn’t sure about it, but she agreed in the end.”

      “But what happened to the baby?” Peter asked.  “I never even knew she was pregnant.”

      “She lost the baby just a few days after the wedding,” Anne told him.  “Mel offered to give her a divorce, but she was so grateful to him that she decided to try to make it work.  They were doing really well, too, before Kay disappeared.”

      “Maybe she left to go and find the man from across,” Shelly said.  “You really do need to tell the police about him.”

      “I would if I could,” Anne said.  “But she never told me a single thing about him.  I never even knew more than his Christian name.”

      “Mel might know more, if the police knew to ask him about it,” Fenella pointed out.  “Whoever he is, he certainly needs to be questioned about Kay’s disappearance.”

      “Mel doesn’t want people to know about him,” Anne said.  “He was really in love with Kay and he doesn’t want people to think that she only married him because she was in trouble.”

      “But the mystery man might know what happened to Kay,” Shelly argued.

      “I can’t see how,” Anne said.  “He and Kay hadn’t spoken in over three years, ever since he’d left.  She would have told me if he’d been in touch.”

      “It does give a different picture of Mel and Kay’s relationship, though,” Fenella said.   “And the police need to know about it.”

      “Mel will be cross with me,” Anne said softly.

      “I can’t believe he’s never told me any of this,” Peter said.

      “Like I said, he doesn’t like people to know,” Anne said.  “He may even deny it, if you bring it up to him.”

      Shelly and Fenella exchanged glances.  Was it possible the woman was making up the entire story?

      “Round three?” Anne asked, holding up her empty glass.

      “That would be my round,” Fenella said.  “I’m happy to pay, but I don’t want any more.  Two glasses of wine is plenty for me.”

      “I’m done as well,” Shelly said.  “I need to get home to Smokey, anyway.”

      “Smokey?” Anne asked.

      “My cat,” Shelly told her.

      “Of course,” Anne nodded.  “I suppose you have a cat, too?” she asked Fenella.

      “I do,” Fenella replied.  “Her name is Katie, but she’s at the vet’s office tonight.  She was spayed this morning.”

      Anne sighed.  “Women like you make it so much harder for the rest of us,” she complained.  “I don’t think single women should be allowed to own cats.  We should be content on our own, without turning into sad, lonely cat lovers.”

      “I’m neither sad nor lonely,” Shelly said tartly.

      “Single women of a certain age aren’t the only people who keep cats for pets,” Fenella pointed out.  “It isn’t like either of us is keeping dozens of them, either.”

      “Yes, well, whatever,” Anne said.  “I don’t have any pets.  I’m quite happy on my own.”  She looked over at Peter and then flushed and looked down at the table.  “Or maybe with a male companion now and again,” she said softly.

      “Peter, did you want another drink?” Fenella asked, getting to her feet.

      “Oh, no, I think I’m good for tonight,” he said.  “I’d like to get home, really.”

      “Oh, come on, Peter,” Anne coaxed.  “The cat ladies can get off home and we can have another round, surely?”

      “If you really want another drink, I have wine in my flat,” Peter said.

      “Oh, really?” Anne murmured.  “What are we waiting for, then?”

      She was on her feet, swaying slightly, before Peter and Shelly stood up.  The foursome made their way to the elevator and then walked together out of the pub.  Shelly waved to a few people along the way, but Fenella didn’t recognize anyone.

      “Isn’t it a lovely night?” Anne asked as she wound her arm around Peter.  “Maybe we should have a walk on the promenade before we go to bed.”

      “I don’t think so,” Peter said.  “It looks as if it might rain.”

      Anne looked up at the sky and then sighed dramatically.  “I suppose you’re right,” she said.  “Another time, maybe.”

      Shelly and Fenella walked behind the couple, with Shelly making faces every time Anne spoke.  Fenella had to keep biting her tongue to stop herself from laughing at Shelly’s antics.  The foursome crossed the apartment building’s lobby together and then boarded an elevator.

      “Isn’t this cozy?” Anne asked.  “Are you going to follow us to Peter’s door, as well?”

      “As we all live on the same corridor, we are, actually,” Shelly said.  “Is that a problem for you?”

      Anne frowned, but was saved from having to reply as the elevator door opened on the sixth floor.  Shelly and Fenella let Peter and Anne out of the elevator and then watched as they made their way to Peter’s door.

      “Um, good night,” he called back to them.  “I’ll see you both tomorrow.”

      “Yes, but not too early,” Anne added.  “I shall want to sleep late.”

      Peter glanced at Fenella, a slightly desperate look on his face.  He shrugged and then led Anne into his apartment.

      “He looked terrified,” Shelly remarked.

      “She’s interesting,” Fenella said.

      “She’s horrible,” Shelly corrected her.  “And poor Peter is stuck in there alone with her.”

      “Peter’s been married twice,” Fenella pointed out.  “He should know his way around women.”

      “Peter is just too nice for his own good,” Shelly sighed.  “Mark my words, we haven’t seen the last of Anne Maxwell.”

      With Shelly’s dire prediction ringing in her ears, Fenella let herself into her own apartment.  “Katie?” she called out of habit.   Tears sprang into her eyes as she remembered that Katie wasn’t there.

      “Honestly, she’ll only be gone the one night,” Mona said from her seat in the living room.

      “I know,” Fenella said.  She tapped on her phone and then smiled at Mona.  “And I can see that she’s going just fine, as well.”

      “I know she is,” Mona said.  “I went and paid her a visit.”

      “You did?  You can?  How was she?”

      “She’s fine,” Mona told her.  “A little uncomfortable, but fine otherwise.  She’ll be back to normal in a day or two.”

      “I hope so.”

      “How was your evening?” Mona asked.

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.  She told her aunt all about Anne Maxwell, including the story about Kay and the man from across.  When she was finished, Mona was frowning.

      “The police need to find that man,” Mona said.  “And you need to get that woman away from Peter.”

      “Peter can look after himself,” Fenella said.

      “I’m not so sure about that.”

      “He’s known Anne for years.  They grew up together.”

      “Yes, and she’ll use that to her advantage.  I just hope he lets her know that he lost a lot of money in his last divorce.  He’ll be far less attractive to her if she thinks he’s nearly broke.”

      “I don’t think you’re being fair to Anne,” Fenella said.  “You’ve never even met her.”

      “No, but I don’t like what you’ve told me about her,” Mona replied.  “Besides, you said Shelly doesn’t like her.  That’s enough for me.  Shelly is an excellent judge of character.”

      “I need some sleep,” Fenella said.  “I have another driving lesson tomorrow.”

      “Excellent.  You can ask Mel about the man from across and the baby,” Mona replied.

      “No I can’t,” Fenella gasped.  “That would be incredibly rude.”

      “Surely it would be better coming from you than from the police,” Mona said.  “At least this way he’ll know that Anne has been talking out of turn, and he’ll be ready when the police come knocking on his door.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I’m going to bed,” she said.  “I’ll think about it tomorrow.”

      Her sleep was restless, though, filled with driverless cars that kept going around and around her as she tried to walk across the promenade.  She was starting to get quite desperate, as she had to try to stop Peter’s wedding, but she couldn’t get across the street.  She knew that Anne had sent the cars especially to stop her, which made it all much worse.

      “Stop the wedding,” she yelled as she sat up in bed.  She blinked and looked around the room.  Her alarm would be going off in exactly three minutes.  Sighing, she flopped back down on the pillows and shook her head.  Maybe the sea air was responsible for all of the odd nightmares that had plagued her since she’d been on the island.

      When the alarm rang, she switched it off and took herself to the bathroom for a shower.  She was ready to go at eight o’clock.  After pacing around her apartment for several minutes, she decided to take her excess energy out for a long walk on the promenade instead.  As much as she tried to dawdle as she went along, she was still standing at Mr. Stone’s office door a quarter of an hour early.  The door was locked, leaving Fenella to pace in front of the building for fifteen minutes.  Just before nine, the young receptionist arrived.

      “You should have rung the bell,” she told Fenella, pointing to a small doorbell.  There was a sign over the bell that read “Ring for service out of hours.”

      “I didn’t see it,” Fenella admitted.

      “Mr. Stone stayed here last night,” the girl said as she unlocked the door.  “He would have let you in early.”

      “Ah, Ms. Woods,” the man himself said a moment later as Fenella took a seat in the waiting room.  “Katie’s all ready for home.”

      Fenella followed him eagerly into the small recovery room.  She glanced around the room, feeling as if she’d memorized nearly every inch of it as she’d stared at it on her phone’s screen.  Katie was still in the same large cage, but she looked up when Fenella walked in.

      “Mmerrow,” she said softly.

      “Hello, you beautiful thing,” Fenella said.  “I’m sorry I had to put you through this.”

      “She’ll be fine in a few days,” Mr. Stone told her.  “I’ve used self-dissolving stitches, so I won’t need to see her again to remove them.  I’m sure you’ve read through the instruction sheets.  Do you have any questions?”

      As Fenella had more or less memorized the pages of instructions that she’d been given, she couldn’t think of a single question to ask.  She shook her head and then swallowed hard as Mr. Stone picked up Katie and put her in Fenella’s arms.  Don’t cry, she told herself sternly.

      “If you have any problems or concerns, don’t hesitate to get in touch,” the man told her.  “I’m always just a phone call away.”

      Fenella nodded and then began the short walk home, carefully carrying her precious cargo.  In the apartment, she carefully laid Katie on a new cat bed that she’d just purchased.

      “Mr. Stone says you won’t be jumping on and off the furniture for a day or two,” she told Katie.  “I thought you might like this bed instead.”

      “Merrroow,” Katie said tiredly.

      Fenella had put the bed in the kitchen, near Katie’s food and water bowls.  After making sure that both bowls were adequately filled, Fenella wandered into the living room.  She still had time to kill before her driving lesson, and clearly Katie wasn’t in the mood to play with her.

      She looked through a few books and finally settled in with a new biography of Henry the Eighth.  The author took a slightly different approach to the subject, which Fenella found interesting.  She nearly lost track of time and ended up rushing slightly in order to be at the curb when Mel arrived.

      “Be good while I’m gone,” Fenella called to Katie.  A quick peek showed her that the kitten was fast asleep in her bed.

      “Next time, you’ll drive from here,” Mel told her as she slid into the passenger seat.  “You need to get used to driving on busy roads, and especially on the street where you live.”

      Fenella nodded, even though the thought of driving on the promenade made her feel sick.  Mel drove back out to the same residential neighborhood and then switched off the car.

      “Right, your turn,” he said.

      Fenella took her place behind the wheel, feeling as if she were sixteen again and new to driving in every way.

      “Start the car and put it into drive,” Mel coached her.

      Fenella turned the key and then slammed her hand into the car’s door as she reached for the gear stick that wasn’t there.  She sighed and put her right hand back on the steering wheel.  Reaching out with her left hand, she put the car into drive.

      They drove around the quiet streets a couple of times before Mel directed her to turn onto a busier road.  Within seconds, she encountered her first roundabout.  Mel talked her through it gently.

      “Thank goodness there wasn’t anyone else around,” she said as they continued on their way.

      “It won’t always be this quiet,” Mel pointed out.  “You need to learn to deal with traffic as well as the roads.”

      Fenella felt as if she was focusing every bit of her brain on driving.  It was exhausting.  After half an hour, she had cramps in her hands from holding on to the steering wheel so tightly, as well.

      “Let’s take a break,” Mel suggested.  “Turn left at the next junction and we’ll stop on a quiet street so you can stretch.”

      Fenella followed the instructions eagerly.  She needed a break, although she would have preferred one that offered coffee, and maybe a slice of chocolate cake as well.  When she’d parked the car, Mel turned and smiled at her.

      “Get out and stretch your legs,” he suggested.  “We can take ten minutes or so off.  It won’t count towards your lesson time.”

      Climbing out of the car felt wonderful.  Fenella walked up and down the sidewalk several times, flexing her fingers and inhaling deeply.  After a moment, Mel joined her.

      “I understand you were talking to Anne Maxwell last night,” he said.

      “I was having a drink with Peter Cannell,” Fenella explained.  “She came over and joined us.”

      “And told you some story about me marrying Kay because she was pregnant by another man,” he said.

      “She did,” Fenella confirmed.

      “Did you believe her?” he asked.

      “I don’t know,” Fenella replied.  “It’s really nothing to do with me, anyway.”

      Mel nodded.  “Just for the record, I’m not that nice of a person.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure how to respond to that, so she simply nodded.  After an awkward moment, a thought popped into her head.

      “How did you know that I’d met Anne last night?” she asked.

      “Oh, she rang me from Peter’s flat last night, more than a little drunk and sobbing about giving away all of Kay’s secrets.  I felt quite sorry for Peter, really.”

      “You aren’t worried that she’ll go to the police with the story?”

      “She can tell it to whoever she wants,” Mel said with a shrug.  “It won’t be more true for having been spread all over the island.”  Fenella nodded.  “I think she was just trying to impress Peter,” he told her.  “She’s been in love with him since primary school.”

      Back behind the steering wheel, she pushed that thought out of her head and returned her focus to driving.  It wasn’t long before Mel had her making her way down the promenade.

      “And here we are,” he said as she stopped the car at the curb in front of her apartment building.  “That wasn’t too bad, was it?”

      “It was fine,” Fenella lied politely.

      “Monday, we’ll start working on the various maneuvers you might need,” he told her.  “Reverse parking and those kinds of things.  Once I know you’re comfortable with all of them and with driving in traffic, we’ll switch back to the other car.”

      Fenella nodded unenthusiastically.  It was only as she was crossing the lobby that she suddenly thought of Katie.  Increasing her pace didn’t help much, as she still had to wait for the elevator that seemed incredibly slow today.

      “Katie, I’m back,” she called as she walked into her apartment.

      The tiny animal didn’t appear to have moved the entire time Fenella was gone.  Her tiny little furry ball of energy was worryingly quiet as Fenella checked her food and water bowls.  They hadn’t been touched.

      “She’s fine,” Mona said.  “I’ve been keeping an eye on her.”

      “Are you sure?” Fenella asked anxiously.

      “Of course I’m sure,” Mona told her.

      The phone startled Fenella.  “Hello?”

      “It’s Daniel,” the voice on the other end said.  “Daniel Robinson.  I understand you had an interesting conversation in the pub last night.  Were you planning to ring me about it?”
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      Fenella took a deep breath before she could say anything stupid.  At least she hoped it would stop her from saying anything stupid.  “I was going to call you,” she began, “but I wasn’t sure what to say.”

      “I never would have discussed the case with you if I thought you’d end up withholding valuable information from me,” Daniel said.

      “I didn’t think it was valuable information,” Fenella said.  “And I also didn’t think it was my place to tell you about it.  I did urge Anne to talk to you.”

      “She hasn’t,” Daniel said.

      “So how did you hear about our conversation?” Fenella asked.

      “Shelly rang me,” Daniel told her.  “She had some concerns about Peter and Anne.  She wanted to ask me what I know about the woman.”

      “She stayed with Peter last night,” Fenella said.  “Or she was meant to.  I haven’t seen Peter today to find out if she really did stay.”

      “As I understand it, she did,” Daniel said.  “Shelly didn’t like Anne.  What did you think of her?”

      “That was the other reason why I was hesitant to call you,” Fenella said.  “I’m not even sure I believed her.  It seemed like if it were a true story, that Anne would have told the police about the man thirty years ago.  Why keep it quiet for so long, and why talk about it now, after all these years?”

      “All questions I will be asking Anne when I talk to her later today,” Daniel said.

      “Mel said she made the whole thing up,” Fenella added.

      “You asked Mel about it?”

      “No, he brought it up.  Apparently Anne called him last night and told him that she’d told a bunch of people Anne’s secret,” Fenella explained.

      “And Mel says it isn’t true.  This case is getting more interesting by the minute,” Daniel said.

      “I’m sorry I didn’t call you right away,” Fenella said.  “I should have, but, well, it’s hard for me to know what’s important and what isn’t.”  And I feel funny calling you, because I have a schoolgirl-style crush on you, she added to herself.

      “You shouldn’t worry whether something is important or not,” Daniel told her.  “If you talk to anyone connected with either case, you should let me know about it.  You never know what offhand remark might help solve the case.”

      “I suppose I ought to warn you, then,” Fenella said.  “I’m going to Carl Manderly’s party with Shelly tomorrow night.”

      Daniel groaned.  “I should have known you’d find a way to get yourself invited to the party,” he said.  “I don’t suppose I can talk you out of going?”

      “Why?  Do you think I’ll be in any danger there?  Should I warn Shelly?”

      “No, I don’t think anyone will be in danger,” Daniel said.  “I just don’t like the idea of you spending time with that particular group of people.  There’s a very good chance that whoever killed Christopher Manderly will be there.”

      “I’ll be on my best behavior,” Fenella said.  “And I’ll report everything that I say or do back to you.”

      “You’d better,” Daniel replied.  “Or I’ll find someone else to discuss cold cases with next time.”

      “I’ll call you on Sunday,” Fenella promised.  “Did you have any questions for me about the conversation with Anne last night?”

      “Run me through it,” Daniel said.  “I’ve heard Shelly’s version.  I’d like to see if yours is the same.”

      Fenella did her best to remember the conversation as accurately as possible.  Daniel didn’t interrupt as she talked.  When she was finished, he sighed.

      “That’s more of less the way Shelly told it,” he said.  “Can you remember exactly what Mel said today?”

      Again, Fenella tried hard to repeat the conversation.  The chat with Mel was easier to remember because it was shorter, had been held more recently, and because Fenella hadn’t been drinking during it.  “I think that was about it,” she said to wrap it up.

      “I’m going to have to speak to him again,” Daniel said.  “And to Anne.  I was really hoping to have the preliminary interviews on this case wrapped up soon so that I could start looking at Christopher Manderly, but he’s going to have to wait another day, it seems.”

      “I’ll see what I can learn at the party.” Fenella said.

      “Don’t ask anyone any questions,” Daniel said firmly.  “I will be interested in what you think of all of the players though, but just general impressions.”

      “I understand the case was mentioned in the local paper as one you’re reinvestigating,” Fenella said.  “The topic might well be on everyone’s minds.”

      “I’m sure Carl and Sophia will be doing their best to divert everyone’s minds onto much more pleasant matters,” Daniel said.  “It’s meant to be a party, after all.”

      “It should be interesting,” Fenella remarked.

      “But what are you going to wear?” Mona asked as Fenella hung up the phone after apologizing to the man one last time.

      “Oh, I don’t know,” Fenella replied.  “Do you have something suitable in your wardrobe?  I’d hate to have to go shopping.”

      “Ring Shelly and ask her what she’s wearing,” Mona instructed her.  “You don’t want to turn up in the same color, unless that color is black.”

      “Oh, I bought a wonderful new dress,” Shelly told her when she answered.  “It’s electric blue and I think it suits my curves.  But how is Katie?”

      “She’s sleeping nearly all the time,” Fenella said.  “Which is worrying me.”

      “What did the notes from Mr. Stone say?”

      “That she might sleep more or less all day today,” Fenella admitted.

      “If you’re really worried, ring the office and talk to Mr. Stone,” Shelly suggested.  “It’s only early afternoon, though.  Maybe wait a few more hours, to see if she starts to come around.”

      “I suppose,” Fenella said.  She put the phone down and glanced at the clock.  As her brain registered the time, her stomach growled.  “Yes, I’m not surprised that you’re growling,” she said, giving it a pat.  “It’s well past time for lunch, isn’t it?”

      In the kitchen, she made herself a sandwich and spooned some of Katie’s favorite food into Katie’s bowl.  The kitten picked up her head and then sighed.

      “If you aren’t more like your old self by five o’clock, I’m going to call Mr. Stone,” Fenella told her.

      “Merrow,” Katie said.  She got up and stretched and then blinked a few times.  Fenella felt much better after the kitten had taken a few bites of her lunch and then washed it down with some water.

      “What a good girl,” she said softly to Katie.

      “Oh, really, all she did was eat something,” Mona said.  “She’s been doing that every day since she arrived.”

      “Yes, but, oh, never mind,” Fenella said to her aunt.  “Shelly is wearing electric blue.”

      “In that case, you can help yourself to anything in the wardrobe,” Mona said.  “I’ve never owned anything electric blue in my life.”

      “Me either,” Fenella said.

      “I do have a wonderful red dress, though, that would be just right,” Mona told her.

      “I don’t know about red,” Fenella said.  “It’s quite, um, noticeable.”

      Mona laughed.  “Surely you want to be noticed.  You want to speak to everyone who might have killed Christopher Manderly.”

      “I really don’t,” Fenella said.  “I’m just going to keep Shelly company.”

      “You need to find out something truly interesting,” Mona told her.  “Then you can share it with Daniel and he’ll forgive you for not passing on what Anne told you last night.”

      “I’m such an idiot,” Fenella said, sinking into a chair.  “I should have called him first thing this morning.”

      “Yes, you should have,” Mona agreed.  “But don’t just sit there, let’s find something for you to wear to the party.  You might need shoes or something.  You don’t want to leave it all for the last minute.”

      As much as Fenella hated to admit it, she absolutely loved the red dress.  “I can’t believe I never noticed this one before,” she said as she twirled slowly in front of the full-length mirror in the master bedroom.  “It’s so beautiful.”

      “And it fits you perfectly,” Mona pointed out.

      “It’s cut a bit lower at the front than I like,” Fenella said, pulling at the top of the dress.

      “Don’t try to stitch it up,” Mona told her.  “You’ll ruin the lines of the bodice.  It’s perfect anyway.  There’s nothing wrong with showing off a bit of cleavage.”

      Fenella turned again and studied herself in the mirror.  The dress was a perfect fit and it was only the slightest bit revealing.

      “Trust me, Sophia will be displaying a lot more cleavage than that,” Mona told her.  “And she’s ten years older than you.”

      “What about shoes?” Fenella asked.  “Can I wear black shoes?”

      “Of course not,” Mona said.  “But I bought shoes especially to go with that dress.  They’ll be in the wardrobe somewhere.”

      It didn’t take Fenella long to find the shoes.  They were the exact same red as the dress.  “They’re awfully high,” Fenella said, studying the heels.

      “But they’re incredibly comfortable,” Mona told her.  “Try them on.  I had them made for me by this little man who ran a shoe repair business.  He found the leather to match the dress exactly and made them with extra support and cushioning.  You won’t even feel like you’re wearing high heels.”

      Fenella slipped her feet into the shoes and then slowly got to her feet.  She took a couple of steps and smiled.  While she was very conscious that she was wearing heels, the shoes were surprisingly comfortable.  “I think they’ll work,” she said happily.

      “Excellent,” Mona said.  “Now you can relax until tomorrow evening.”

      “I’m going to get some work done,” Fenella told her as she changed back into her own clothes.  “I’ve just started reading a new biography that’s fascinating,”

      “In that case, I think I’ll go and take care of a few little things,” Mona said.  She faded away before Fenella could reply.

      An hour later, a knock in the door interrupted Fenella’s reading.

      “Peter isn’t back yet,” Shelly announced in the doorway.

      “Where has he gone?” Fenella asked, shaking her head to clear it.  Her brain was still firmly planted in Tudor court matters.

      “He was taking Anne home,” Shelly reminded her.  “But that was hours ago.”

      “Maybe they stopped for lunch,” Fenella suggested.

      “He should still be back by now,” Shelly fretted.  “I’m worried about him.”

      “He’s a grown man,” Fenella said.  “He doesn’t have to account for his time to you.”

      Shelly sighed.  “I just didn’t like that woman,” Shelly said.  She blushed.  “I even rang Daniel about her,” she admitted.  “I just wanted him to know what she’d said last night, even though I didn’t believe her.”

      “Yes, he called me,” Fenella said.  “He wasn’t very happy that I hadn’t told him about the conversation last night.”

      “Oh, dear, I hope I didn’t get you into any trouble with Daniel,” Shelly said.  “I never thought, that is, I was just so worried, I mean, Peter’s far too nice to get involved with a woman like that.”

      “She didn’t seem that bad,” Fenella said.  “A bit obvious, maybe.”

      “She’s after his money,” Shelly said firmly.  “And he won’t see it because he’s known her for such a long time.”

      “I saw Mel this morning, and he said Anne made the whole story up,” Fenella said.

      “I knew that woman couldn’t be trusted,” Shelly said.  “Now we just have to tell Peter that she was lying.”

      The elevator door suddenly slid open and Peter stepped out of the car.  “Ah, good afternoon,” he said cheerily as he walked toward Shelly and Fenella.  “Is everything okay?”

      “I was just checking on Katie,” Shelly said.

      “And how is the little darling?” Peter asked.

      “She seems to be recovering slowly,” Fenella said.  “But she did manage to eat a few bites of her lunch.”

      “Well, that’s good news,” Peter said.

      “Are we going to the pub later?” Shelly asked him as he continued past them.

      “Oh, I’m afraid I’m not,” he said.  “I’ve made other plans for this evening.  Another time, maybe.”  He opened his door and disappeared into his apartment.

      “Other plans?” Shelly sputtered.  “He’s going to be seeing that woman again, I’ll bet.”

      “It’s none of our business,” Fenella said, ignoring the pang of jealousy she felt.  Peter could spend his time with whomever he pleased, she reminded herself.

      “Do you want to get dinner or something?” Shelly asked Fenella.

      “It’s a little early,” Fenella replied.

      Shelly laughed.  “I didn’t mean right now,” she said.  “I’ll come over at six, and we can go and get something to eat and then have a drink at the pub.  We’ll be home by eight so you can have an early night with Katie.”

      “That sounds good,” Fenella said.  “As long as Katie has perked up by six.”

      “I’ll see you at six, then,” Shelly said.

      Fenella went into the kitchen to check on Katie and found both her food and water bowls empty.  The kitten appeared to be fast asleep again.

      “Well, you managed to get through that when my back was turned,” she said.  She refilled both bowls and then went back to her book for a while longer.  By the time Shelly arrived at six, Katie was wandering around the apartment, having eaten her dinner and emptied her water bowl again.

      “She looks happy enough,” Shelly said.

      “She’s doing much better,” Fenella agreed.

      The pair enjoyed fish and chips at the neighborhood shop.  They each had a single glass of wine at the pub before heading home.

      “I’d offer to bring Smokey over for a play date, but I don’t think Katie is up to it just yet,” Shelly said in the corridor when they arrived back at their building.

      “Not tonight, but soon,” Fenella promised.

      “Thank you for going out with me tonight,” Shelly said.  “I’m incredibly fond of Peter, and if I had stayed home, I’d have just worried about him.  At least now I can worry about him with a full stomach and the warm glow from a glass of wine.”

      Fenella laughed and let herself into her home.  She was awfully fond of Peter as well.  She could only hope that Shelly was overreacting.  Katie was snuggled up in her new bed in the kitchen, awake and seemingly content.

      “Shall we move this into the bedroom for tonight?” Fenella asked her.

      “Merrrrreeewww,” Katie answered, climbing out of the bed.

      Assuming that meant yes, Fenella carried the bed into the master bedroom and put it near the bed, but enough out of the way that she wouldn’t trip on it in the middle of the night.  “Maybe even when you’re well enough to jump on the bed again, you’ll want to sleep in your little cat bed,” Fenella suggested as Katie snuggled in again.

      “Yeewww,” Katie told her.

      Fenella sighed.  It didn’t seem likely that the cat bed was going to tempt Katie away from the center of Fenella’s king-sized bed any time soon.  Fenella would just have to enjoy having the bed to herself while the kitten was unable to jump.

      She was relieved the next morning when she couldn’t remember her dreams.  Breakfast was toast with jam, and Fenella was pleased when Katie ate all of her kitten food happily.

      “You’re going to be back to normal in no time,” she told the kitten.

      “Merrrrrreeeww,” Katie said.

      Feeling restless, Fenella wandered down to the main shopping area in the center of Douglas.  Everyone seemed to be bustling about with lists of things they needed, while Fenella window-shopped and bought nothing but some champagne truffles as a special treat.  She made herself a light lunch and then called Shelly.

      “Did you tell me what time the party is tonight?” she asked.

      “Probably not,” Shelly laughed.  “I have a taxi coming at six.  The party starts at six, but it won’t get going properly until later.”

      “Is it dinner or just drinks?”

      “It’s drinks and finger foods,” Shelly told her.  “But the food is usually quite substantial.  I won’t eat any dinner tonight so I can enjoy the gorgeous food.”

      “Maybe I’ll just have a light snack before we go,” Fenella said.  I wouldn’t want to make a pig of myself at the party, she added to herself as she disconnected the call.  They’d agreed that Shelly would come over at five so that they could get ready together, which gave Fenella the entire afternoon to fill.

      “Do your research,” she told her reflection in the bathroom mirror.  “Or I could just curl up with a puzzle book,” she spoke back.

      Her reflection looked disappointed in her, but Fenella ignored that and found a book of logic puzzles in the desk drawer.  She took it into the living room and curled up to use her brain.  By the time Shelly arrived, she’d worked her way through several easy puzzles and found herself stuck on a much harder one, which meant she was relieved when Shelly knocked.

      “I feel like a teenager again,” Shelly said with a laugh as Fenella poured them each a glass of wine.  “I don’t think I’ve done my hair and makeup with a friend since my wedding.”

      “You never did this with Mona?”

      “No, Mona was always perfectly made-up, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.  I never saw her without makeup or without every single hair in place.”

      “My goodness, how did she manage that?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly shrugged.  “I’ve no idea.  I asked her once, when we’d been out in the convertible for hours, how she managed to still look perfect, and she told me it was magic.”

      Fenella laughed, but Shelly didn’t.  “It was remarkable, really,” Shelly said.

      “Yes, well, unfortunately I didn’t inherit her magic touch,” Fenella said.  “I shall have to work quite hard on my hair and makeup.”

      She did her best and then slipped into the fabulous red dress.  Once she’d added the shoes, she looked in the mirror again.  No doubt it was just her imagination, but the crooked line of eyeliner that she’d drawn on now seemed just a little bit straighter.  Her hair seemed less messy as well, but she hadn’t touched it.

      “You look wonderful,” Shelly said.  “That’s such a beautiful dress.”

      “It was one of Mona’s,” Fenella told her.  “She had much nicer clothes than I do.”

      “No one will notice me when I stand next to you.”

      Fenella looked at Shelly’s bright blue dress and silver shoes.  There was no way anyone was going to miss the other woman.  “Your dress is very pretty,” she said.  “And I love your shoes.”

      “They’re surprisingly comfortable,” Shelly told her.  “At least they are at the moment.  Ask me again in an hour, though.”

      “Yes, mine are the same,” Fenella said.  “Are we ready?”

      “I hope so.  I’m starving.  The food better be good.”

      “I never did get around to having a snack,” Fenella said.  “Maybe we should have the taxi take us to a drive-through along the way.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “I promise the food at the party will be wonderful,” she said.  “And if it isn’t, we’ll stop somewhere on the way home.”

      “By that time, we’ll be too drunk to care,” Fenella laughed.

      Shelly finished the last of the wine in her glass and then winked at her friend.  “Let’s go.”

      The scenery was beautiful as they made their way over the mountain to Ramsey.  Fenella was fascinated by her new home and disappointed in herself for not having seen more of it already.  “I must make more of an effort to get out and see the island,” she said.

      “Once you’re driving, it will be a lot easier,” Shelly pointed out.

      “Yes, I suppose that’s why I haven’t gone very far yet.  I’m not used to being at the mercy of public transportation.  I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to that.”

      “It isn’t easy.  The island has a decent public transportation network, but there are gaps.  Taxis are hugely expensive, though.”

      “We do our best to keep the prices down,” the man behind the wheel interjected.

      “I’m sure you do,” Shelly said.  “But you simply aren’t a practical choice for day-to-day use.”  She turned back to Fenella.  “You really must get your driving license.  Then you’ll be able to explore on your own.”

      “I’m working on it,” Fenella said.

      The Seaview Hotel in Ramsey was every bit as glamorous as Fenella remembered.  As the taxi rolled to a stop, a uniformed man opened the rear door and helped Fenella and Shelly out of the car.

      “The Manderly gathering is in the ballroom,” he told the women.  “Would you like an escort?”

      “Thanks, but I know where we’re going,” Shelly told him.

      “I’m glad you do,” Fenella whispered as they walked into the sumptuous lobby.  “I’ve only been here once before, and I don’t remember which way we went.”

      Shelly led her down a long corridor and into the magnificent ballroom.  Everything seemed to sparkle as they made their way across the room.  Fenella looked around, but she didn’t recognize a soul.  There were maybe twenty-five people scattered around the space, helping themselves to food and drinks.

      “Ah, Shelly, it wouldn’t be a party without you,” a deep and cultured voice said as Shelly and Fenella headed for the nearest bar.

      “Carl, my dear, it’s lovely to see you again,” Shelly said.  “This is my good friend Fenella Woods.  She’s just moved in next door to me.  Fenella, this is Carl Manderly.”

      Fenella offered her hand as she noted the man’s expensive suit and heavily polished shoes.  His black hair had streaks of grey that almost seemed too perfectly placed to be real.  As their hands met, she looked into his dark brown eyes and felt a twinge of unease.  While his words were welcoming, his eyes were cold and calculating.

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, I’ve been wanting to meet you.  It was so kind of Shelly to bring you tonight,” the man said smoothly.  He held her hand, covering it with his other one.  “I understand you inherited Mona Kelly’s estate,” he said.  “I’m not sure who is handling your investments, but if you ever want any additional advice, please let me know.”  He released her hand and pulled a business card out of his jacket pocket.  “I’d be delighted to talk with you informally about your financial situation,” he added as he handed her the card.

      Fenella took the card and forced herself to smile at the man.  “That’s very kind of you,” she said.  “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      “Excellent,” he said.  “But get some champagne and enjoy the party.”  He nodded at Shelly and then called out a greeting to someone else.  As he was swallowed up by the crowd, Shelly frowned.

      “I’m sorry about that,” she said.  “I never thought he’d try a sales pitch on you like that.”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella said.  She slipped the card into her handbag.  “Who knows, maybe I should find someone to handle my investments for me.”

      “Well, as I told you before, I’m very happy with Carl,” Shelly said.

      They each took a glass of champagne and then walked over to the nearest table full of food.  For several minutes they focused on eating and drinking.

      “The food is fantastic,” Fenella said after a while.

      “It always is,” Shelly told her.  “But this year seems even better than normal.  I love these little garlic bread things.”

      “I think I’ve eaten at least a dozen of those,” Fenella admitted, all worries about making a pig of herself forgotten in the face of so much wonderful food.

      “Now that I’m getting full, I’ll tell you who everyone is,” Shelly offered.

      “That sounds good,” Fenella said with a grin.

      They turned their backs to the table, small plates in hand, and surveyed the room.

      “The stunning blonde in the corner is Sandy Manderly,” Shelly began, nodding toward the opposite side of the room.

      “She’s gorgeous,” Fenella said.  “And very, very thin.”

      “You won’t see her eating any garlic bread,” Shelly said.  “Or anything else for that matter.  I think she lives on air and attitude.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.  “But who is she?”

      “She’s Carl’s trophy wife,” Shelly explained.  “He married his first wife more than twenty-five years ago.  She gave him two children, one of each, as expected.  Once the kids were at university, he got rid of her in favor of a much younger woman.”

      “Sandy?”

      “No, the first one was called Suzy, I think.  She didn’t last long.  He introduced her to everyone at one of these little gatherings, but she was gone before the next event.  After three or four years of having a different woman on his arm every few months, he settled on Sandy.  I’ve no idea why.  She’s gorgeous, of course, but she’s very difficult to like.”

      “Who knows how men think?” Fenella said.

      “They’ve been married for a few years now.  I’ve no idea if they’re happy or not.  Actually, I doubt anything makes Sandy happy, but I could be wrong.”

      Fenella studied the blonde from across the room.  She looked as if she was sulking as she sipped her drink and stared at the ceiling.  An attractive young man stopped and spoke to her for a minute, and Fenella was surprised to see a bright smile light up the woman’s face.  When the man walked away, Sandy’s bored expression returned.

      “Who was the man that made her smile?” Fenella asked Shelly.

      “Her stepson,” Shelly replied.

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      “He’s a few years younger than she is, I believe, and he’s called Christopher,” Shelly told her.  “The daughter is called Sophie.”

      “Interesting choices for names,” Fenella murmured.  “But where is Sophia?  She’s the person I think I’m most interested in meeting.”

      “She’ll be making an entrance later,” Shelly said.  “She’s always fashionably late.”

      “So who else is here that I’ll be interested in?” Fenella asked.

      “The tall man with the badly thinning dark hair and the thick glasses is Herman Clucas,” Shelly told her.

      “I thought he was rich.”

      “He’s loaded.”

      “So why doesn’t he have a decent haircut and nice glasses?” Fenella demanded.  “And why does his suit look like he borrowed it from a much larger man?”

      “He’s rich enough to not care,” Shelly said.  “He made his money in property management, not money management, but he’s retired now.  He doesn’t need to worry about impressing anyone.”

      “And the woman with him?”

      “That’s his wife, Jennifer,” Shelly said.  “I suspect a lot of Herman’s money goes into her upkeep.”

      Fenella took a sip of wine to keep from laughing out loud at the remark.  Jennifer could have been anywhere between twenty and sixty.  Her face had the tight, surprised look that only too much plastic surgery could provide.  As she spoke to her husband, her face barely moved, and when she sipped her drink, Fenella could see fancy rings on every finger.

      “How long have they been married?” she asked Shelly.

      “They got married a few years after Christopher’s death,” Shelly said.  “They also have two children, a boy and a girl, but they’ve stayed together.  I’ve never heard any stories about either of them cheating, but I don’t really move in the same social circle.”

      “They have investments with Carl?”

      “I suppose so,” Shelly said.  “Or maybe they’re just invited for old times’ sake.  Herman was one of Christopher’s first investors, way back in the early days.”

      “I don’t suppose any of the other, um, witnesses will be here,” Fenella said, looking around the room.

      “Actually, Douglas Richards might turn up,” Shelly said.  “He and Christopher hated each other, but he gets along okay with Carl.  He invested with Carl after Christopher died, and he’s been to a few of these parties, but he doesn’t come every year.”

      “Really?  That seems odd to me,” Fenella said.

      “That he comes at all or that he doesn’t come every year?”

      “Having tried the food, I can’t imagine not coming every year,” Fenella said with a laugh.  “But I really meant that it seems odd that he’d invest with Carl.  I thought he hated Christopher.”

      “He did, and he doesn’t get along very well with Herman either,” Shelly said.  “Maybe you should ask him about it if he comes.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m just here for the food and drink,” she said.  “I won’t be asking anyone anything.”

      The pair filled their plates again from a different table that was piled with foodstuffs they hadn’t yet tried.  “Let’s go and sit down for a few minutes,” Shelly suggested as they each took another glass of champagne.  “My feet are starting to ache.”

      “Mine feel surprisingly good,” Fenella said.  “But I won’t object to sitting anyway.”

      There were tables and chairs in a quiet corner.  The friends had just made themselves comfortable when a hush fell over the room.

      “Sophia,” Shelly hissed as all eyes turned to the doorway.

      After a moment, a woman in an enormous black fur coat walked through it.  She glanced around and then sighed deeply.

      “Someone needs to take this,” she said throatily, her voice projecting through the near silence as everyone watched her.  She undid a button or clasp at her neck and let the coat slide to the floor.  A passing waiter quickly picked it up, earning himself a small nod from the woman.

      Fenella tried hard not to gape at the dress that Sophia was wearing.  It was white, which flattered the tremendous amount of darkly tanned skin that it revealed.  The front was cut so low that the neckline ran into the belt that cinched Sophia’s tiny waist.  While the gown was floor-length, the slits on either side almost reached the belt as well.  As Sophia took a few steps forward, Fenella could see that the dress was backless.

      “If she breathes too heavily, the whole thing will just drop to the floor,” she whispered to Shelly.

      “She might be planning that for later,” Shelly said dryly.

      Sophia took several more steps and then stopped and looked around the room.  “I was late because the police were questioning me about my husband’s murder,” she announced dramatically.
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      Carl quickly crossed the room and took Sophia’s arm.  “Come and have a drink,” he suggested, his voice tight.

      Fenella noticed that Sandy was frowning.  “Sandy doesn’t seem happy,” she remarked to Shelly.

      “She doesn’t like Sophia,” Shelly told her.  “And if there’s going to be drama, she’d prefer to be at the center of it herself.”

      Fenella sighed.  “What is wrong with people?” she asked.

      Shelly shrugged.  “Sandy always lets Sophia have her big entrance.  We all expect it, really.  But if Sophia monopolizes Carl for too long, Sandy will start something, I bet.”

      “I’m not sure if I want to see that or if I want to leave now,” Fenella confessed.

      “It should be interesting, but I don’t know that it will help with solving Christopher’s murder.  Sandy usually accuses Sophia of having had too much plastic surgery or wonders loudly about who she might be sleeping with.”

      “Happy families,” Fenella muttered.

      “My dear Shelly,” a voice interrupted.  “It’s so brave of you to come without John.  You must be so devastated.”

      Shelly pressed her lips together for a moment and then took a deep breath.  “Jennifer, you must meet my friend Fenella,” she said.  “We’re neighbors, actually.”

      “Really?” Jennifer asked.  Fenella thought the woman was trying to raise an eyebrow at the remark, but nothing on her face moved.

      “Yes, I’ve just moved to the island from the US,” Fenella said.

      “And you found Shelly, all alone and needing companionship,” Jennifer said in a saccharine sweet voice as she sat down next to Shelly.

      “I’ve been fortune to make several new friends,” Fenella told her.

      “Have you?  Of course, I don’t need friends.  I’ve been happily married to my best friend for twenty-eight years.”

      “And John and I were married for longer than that,” Shelly said.  “You just never know what life is going to bring.”

      Jennifer shrugged.  “I didn’t think you’d feel up to coming tonight,” she told Shelly.  “Not after losing your husband your husband so recently.”

      “John’s been gone for eight months,” Shelly said in a carefully controlled voice.  “I can’t sit home feeling sorry for myself forever.”

      “No, I suppose not.  And there are a number of wealthy men here, as well.  Would you like me to introduce you to anyone?”

      Shelly shook her head.  “I’m not ready to start looking for another man,” she said firmly.

      “Shelly?  My goodness, it’s good to see you,” another voice said.

      Shelly looked up and flushed.  “Gordon,” she said.  “It’s nice to see you as well.”

      The man was every bit as handsome as Shelly had suggested.  He had dark hair and green eyes, and his suit had obviously been made for him.  Fenella suspected that he’d gained a few pounds since he’d bought the suit, but that simply made her like him more.

      “Do sit down,” she suggested to the man.

      Gordon hesitated for a minute and then slid into the chair opposite Shelly.  “I’m sorry for your loss,” he said.  “I saw it in the local paper, but only after I’d already missed the service.”

      “Thank you,” Shelly told him.  “It was a huge shock at the time.  You could even tell me that you’d been there.  The entire thing is all a complete blur now.  But I’m recovering, slowly.”

      “And Gordon is single,” Jennifer said suggestively.  “You don’t want to be alone for too long.  You’ll start collecting cats or something.”

      Fenella and Shelly exchanged glances and then they both burst out laughing.

      “I actually just acquired a cat,” Shelly told the woman.  “And I’m ever so glad that I did.”

      “Tell me all about her,” Gordon said.  “My daughter loves animals and she has three cats at the moment.  I hear nothing but stories about her pets.”

      Fenella sat back in her chair and let the conversation wash over her.  Shelly told Gordon about every cute thing that Smokey had ever done while Jennifer sat and stared disapprovingly at them.

      “I take it you don’t have any pets,” Fenella said to Jennifer after a while.

      “No, I have children,” the woman replied.

      “How nice.  Boys or girls?”

      “One of each.  Margaret is twenty-five and Harrison is twenty,” Jennifer said.

      “I had four older brothers,” Fenella told her.  “I always thought a younger brother would be much more fun.”

      “I must go and…” the woman trailed off into a mumble that was clearly meant to be an excuse.  Fenella smiled as Jennifer got to her feet and walked away.

      “I didn’t think she was ever going to leave,” Shelly said to Fenella as the woman disappeared into the crowd.

      “If I’d known that all I had to do to get her to leave was to start a conversation, I would have done that half an hour ago,” Fenella said.

      Shelly and Gordon both laughed.  “I’m going to find myself another drink,” Fenella told the pair.  “I’ll be back.”

      She walked away quickly before Shelly could object.  Gordon seemed like a nice person, and Fenella thought he was just what Shelly needed if she truly was ready to start dating again.  Giving them some time alone together might just help.

      “Ah, Fenella, wasn’t it?” Carl asked at her elbow a few minutes later.

      “Yes, that’s right,” Fenella said.

      “Have you met my sister-in-law?” he asked.

      Sophia looked over her champagne glass at Fenella and then sighed deeply.  “We’ve not met,” she told Carl.  “Who is she?”

      “This is Mona Kelly’s niece,” Carl told her.  “She inherited Mona’s estate.”

      “Really?  Have you given her your card?” Sophia asked.

      “I have, yes,” Carl said.   “But as she’s new to the island, maybe you can share some insider knowledge about the best restaurants and shops and things,” he suggested.

      Sophia stared at him for a minute and then looked at Fenella again.

      “Ah, I must go and speak to Herman,” Carl said, walking quickly away.

      “That dress must have been one of Mona’s,” Sophia said after a minute.

      “It was, yes,” Fenella admitted.

      “It’s one of Timothy’s,” Sophia sighed.  “I used to throw money at the man, but he never could make me anything that suited me the way the dresses he made for Mona worked on her.  There was something magical between the two of them.”

      “It’s a wonderful dress,” Fenella said, feeling stupid.

      “It suits you,” Sophia told her.  “If I didn’t know better, I would have thought it had been made for you.”

      “Your dress fits you perfectly,” Fenella replied.  “I’d be afraid to move in that dress.”

      Sophia stared at her for a moment and then began to laugh.  “You’re direct, like your aunt was,” she said when she stopped.  “That’s good.  Are you single?”

      “I am.”

      “To whom shall I introduce you?” Sophia asked.  She studied Fenella again.  “Donald would be good for you, but he isn’t here.  Maybe Nathan, if he turns up later.  What are you looking for in a man?”

      “I’m not looking,” Fenella told her.  “I’ve only just ended a long-term relationship.  I’m quite happy on my own for now.”

      “Nonsense.  Women need to have a man in their lives.  They’re useful for so many things, like paying for everything.”

      “Are you married?” Fenella asked.  Sophia had no way of knowing that Fenella already knew the answer to her question.

      “No, I’m not,” Sophia said.  “But I don’t lack for male company, either.”

      “But did you say something about your husband being murdered?” Fenella tried playing dumb again.

      “He was, yes,” Sophia replied.  She raised a hand to her eye, as if wiping away a tear.  “It was such a very long time ago, but it still hurts, of course,” she said softly.

      “Long ago?  And the police are still asking questions?”

      “Christopher died nearly thirty years ago,” Sophia told her.  “Now there’s a new police inspector in Douglas and he’s decided to start investigating the case all over again.  I don’t know what he thinks he’ll be able to accomplish.”

      “Maybe some new information will come to light,” Fenella suggested.

      “I think I’m the only one who remembers Christopher after all these years,” Sophia said.  “Even his own brother seems to have forgotten about him.”

      “That would be Carl?”

      “Yes, he was two years younger than Christopher, but now he’s grown old, and poor Christopher is forever thirty-one in my heart.”  Sophia did the tear-wiping thing again, but Fenella couldn’t see any signs of actual tears in the woman’s eyes.

      “I’m surprised you never remarried,” Fenella said.  “I would have thought you would have had your choice of suitors.”

      “I did,” Sophia agreed.  “But it just never felt right.  I was Christopher’s wife, and I couldn’t possibly be anyone else’s.”

      “Are you hoping the police can solve the case now?”

      Sophia shrugged.  “I don’t think they’ll be able to get anywhere,” she said.  “It’s been too long.  No one, other than myself, even talks about Christopher anymore.  Carl’s wife wasn’t even born when Christopher died.  Everyone has moved on, aside from me, of course.”

      “I can’t believe they didn’t solve the case thirty years ago,” Fenella said.  “Surely there weren’t many people who could have done it?”

      “Anyone could have done it,” Sophia said, waving a hand.  “Someone clubbed him over the head and then put him in his car and sent the car over a cliff.  I’m sure the killer thought the car would explode and catch fire or at least be dragged away by the sea.  Instead, it just sat there until it was found.”

      “But who could have had a motive for killing the man?”

      “That’s a better question,” Sophia told her.  “Unfortunately, the police had a rather long list of people who fit that bill.”

      “Really?”  Fenella was beginning to get tired of playing dumb, but Sophia seemed to be enjoying the conversation.

      “Oh, yes, starting with Carl and moving on from there,” she said.

      “Carl?  They thought his own brother killed him?  But that’s awful.”

      “He couldn’t prove he didn’t do it,” Sophia said.  “It’s driven something of a wedge between us, really.  I’ve never felt as if I can fully trust the man ever since.”

      “That’s very sad,” Fenella said.

      “But it wasn’t just Carl who was on the list,” Sophia told her.  “At one stage, they even suspected me.”

      “You?  I can’t believe that.  You were clearly devoted to him.  I can tell that much just from what you’ve said tonight.”

      Sophia nodded.  “Devoted.  That’s the right word.  I was devoted to him.  We’d been married for six years when he died.  Oh, I’d had my flirtations and so had he, but we were devoted to each other, really.  I was looking forward to our having a long life together.”

      “Surely you must have had your suspicions about who killed him,” Fenella said.  “You knew him better than anyone, after all.”

      “Of course I did,” Sophia said.  “The police always suspected one of his former employees, a man called Roger Starr, but they could never prove he’d done it.  He hasn’t had a proper job since Christopher let him go, and I suppose if I had to name the most likely of all the suspects, it would be him.”

      “I suppose the police simply never found enough evidence to prove he’d done it,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, well, they won’t find any more now,” Sophia said.  “Maybe they’re hoping that Roger will confess.  Maybe he’ll want to clear his conscience now that he’s outlived his victim by thirty years.”

      “You two seem to be getting along very well,” a smooth voice said.  Fenella turned and smiled at Herman Clucas.

      “Ah, Herman, meet my new friend Fenella,” Sophia said.  “She’s Mona Kelly’s niece and she’s the lucky one who inherited all of Mona’s gorgeous clothes.”

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Herman said, offering his hand.

      Fenella took it, forcing herself to keep smiling as he held it for a moment too long.  “It’s nice to meet you, as well,” she said.

      “Herman was Christopher’s closest friend,” Sophia told Fenella.  “Maybe he’ll be able to help the police with their inquiries.”

      “I hardly think so,” Herman said, frowning.  “I mean, of course I’ll talk to them again and tell them everything I remember, but if they couldn’t solve the case thirty years ago, I can’t see them solving it now.  But why are you talking about such an unpleasant topic?  This is a party, after all.”

      “Oh, it just came up,” Sophia said vaguely.  “And Fenella didn’t know anything about Christopher, as she’s only just arrived on the island.”

      “What do you think of the island so far, then?” Herman asked.

      “It’s lovely,” Fenella said.  “Very different from Buffalo, New York, but it already feels like home.”

      “Have you had a chance to see much of it?” was Herman’s next question.

      “Not really.  I haven’t quite managed to master driving on the other side of the road yet, so I haven’t been able to get very far.  At least my apartment is within walking distance of Douglas.  I can get food and other necessities.”

      The man nodded and then pulled a card out of his pocket.  “I’d love to show you a few sights,” he told her.  “Ring me if you’re interested.”

      Fenella put the card in her handbag as she wondered about the invitation.  Shelly had said that Herman was faithful to his wife, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that he’d been flirting with her.

      “Have you met Jennifer?” Sophia asked as Herman walked away.

      “I have, yes.”

      “Then you’ll understand why Herman is eager to make new friends,” Sophia laughed.  “He’s usually considerably more discreet.  I’m surprised he gave you his card in front of me.  Of course, I know all about his indiscretions, and he knows I won’t say anything to Jennifer, but he usually likes to pretend, in public at least, that he’s a devoted husband.”

      “Well, I’m not looking to get involved with a married man,” Fenella said firmly.

      “He will be disappointed.  New women of an appropriate age don’t arrive on the island every day.”

      “My goodness, what have you two been talking about all this time?” Carl asked as he rejoined the pair.  “Sophia, you’re meant to be mingling with all of our clients, not just talking to Fenella, you know.”

      “Yes, I know,” Sophia rolled her eyes.  “I’d better go and mingle, then,” she told Fenella.  “It was nice meeting you.”

      “Likewise,” Fenella said.

      “I can’t imagine what you and Sophia found to talk about for such a long time,” Carl said.

      Fenella smiled at the indirect question.  As he hadn’t asked outright, she didn’t feel the need to answer.  “Do you always get such a large crowd for these parties?” she asked him instead.

      He glanced around.  “This is fairly typical,” he told her.  “My company has a large client base, and everyone is welcome to bring a friend or two, as well.  This is the one night a year that I get to thank everyone for using my services.  I would love it if every single client I’d ever had made an appearance.”

      “Shelly speaks very highly of you,” she said.  “I haven’t really given any thought about where to invest my inheritance, but she told me that she’s been with your company since your brother founded it.”

      “Yes, she and John were some of Christopher’s earliest clients,” Carl said.  “After Christopher’s untimely death, most of his clients stayed on with me.”

      “Sophia told me that he was murdered and that the police still don’t know who killed him.”

      “I don’t think that’s entirely true,” Carl said.  “I’m fairly certain they know who did it; they simply can’t prove it.”

      “Sophia seemed to think the killer was some man who used to work with Christopher,” Fenella said casually.

      “Yes, we’ve all always thought that Roger Starr killed him,” Carl said.  “But I’m not sure why you’re so interested.”

      “Sorry,” Fenella blushed.  “I’ve been caught up in a few murder investigations since I moved to the island.  The entire subject just fascinates me now.”

      “I see,” he said, frowning.  “Sophia often gets upset when talking about Christopher’s death.  I’d rather the subject didn’t come up again tonight.”

      Fenella felt like she’d been warned, and she sighed as the man walked away without waiting for her reply.  She hadn’t wanted to upset anyone.  Besides, Sophia was the one who’d brought up the matter.

      Shelly was still chatting with Gordon on the other side of the room, so Fenella helped herself to another plate of food, with a glass of champagne to wash it all down.  Feeling as if she ought to be mingling herself, she looked around the room, trying to find a familiar face.  When her eyes met Sandy Manderly’s, the other woman stared blatantly at her.  That was all the invitation she needed to make her way over to Sandy’s corner.

      “I’m sorry, do I know you?” she asked the woman with a polite smile.

      “No,” Sandy said, staring over Fenella’s shoulder at something on the ceiling.

      “I’m Fenella Woods.”

      “Sandy,” the woman said.

      “Sandy?”

      “Sandy Manderly,” she said with a sigh.  “Carl’s wife.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella told her.

      “Hmm.”

      “Sandy, do you think I can sneak out yet?” the young man whom Shelly had identified as Carl’s son Christopher asked.

      “Only if you take me with you,” Sandy replied.

      “Oh, yeah, dad would love that,” Christopher laughed.

      “Doug’s here,” Sandy said flatly.

      Fenella turned her head to look at the man who had just walked into the room.  Surely this must be Douglas Richards, the man who had hated Christopher Manderly, she thought.  He was short with a round tummy that was not quite disguised by his expensive suit.  His hair was silver and he was carrying a cane that seemed to be more decorative than useful.  The woman on his arm looked about ten years younger than her escort, but Fenella was only guessing from a distance.

      “Dad will be thrilled,” Christopher muttered.  “Especially now, with Uncle Christopher’s murder on everyone’s mind.”

      “I have a headache,” Sandy said.

      “But you can’t leave now.  Not with Doug here,” Christopher told her firmly.

      On the other side of the room, Herman was embracing the new arrival.  They spoke for several minutes before Carl joined them.  Fenella found herself wanting to inch closer to try to overhear the conversation.  She turned back to Sandy and found the woman having a whispered conversation with Christopher.  Shrugging, she began to make her way closer to the trio that was still standing near the door.

      “…never thought that, you know.” Carl was saying when Fenella finally got within earshot.

      “Why are the police dragging this back up now, anyway?” Herman demanded.  “Sophia is very upset.  She’s going around telling everyone that she’s always thought Roger did it.”

      “Poor Roger,” Douglas said.  “Although I suppose he’s as likely as anyone to have been the culprit.”

      Fenella mindlessly began to fill another plate from the table that was nearest to the group.

      “That’s Douglas Richards,” Sophia said loudly as she joined Fenella.  “He doesn’t speak to me because my husband was terrible to him in school.”

      “Now, Sophia, you know that isn’t true,” Douglas said, taking a few steps over to join her and Fenella.  “Christopher and I were working through our difficult past when he died.  You know I’ve long since forgiven him.”

      “Or that’s what you want the police to believe, anyway,” Sophia snapped.  “Anything to disguise your motive for murder, right?”

      “I didn’t have a motive for killing Christopher,” Douglas said calmly.  “And I didn’t have anything to do with his death.”

      “Isn’t it strange that Christopher never mentioned that you and he were working through anything in the weeks before he died?” Sophia asked.  “It’s almost as if you made that up after he was dead.”

      Douglas smiled tightly.  “I didn’t come here tonight to be accused of murder,” he said.

      “No, you came to see your good friends, Carl and Herman,” Sophia said mockingly.  “They fawn all over you because you’ve managed to make yourself a lovely little fortune.  Of course you invested your wealth with Carl, the younger brother of a man you hated, but that’s for you to explain to the police, not me.”

      “Carl is very good at what he does,” Douglas replied.  “Nearly everyone on the island invests through him.  Whatever difficulties I may have had with his older brother, it would foolish of me to turn down the opportunity to make smart investments.”

      “And, of course, your company does a great deal of business with Herman, doesn’t it?  In spite of the fact that Herman was just as horrid to you as Christopher was back in the day.  You seem to have recovered from your traumatic childhood as soon as Christopher was murdered.”

      Several people throughout the room gasped.  Douglas looked around and frowned.  To Fenella, it appeared that everyone in the room was watching his exchange with Sophia.

      “I think that’s enough,” Carl said firmly.  He stepped between Sophia and Douglas and turned his back on his sister-in-law.  “Douglas, come and get something to eat,” he said, leading the man across the room to one of the other tables of food.  The woman who’d come in with Douglas followed.

      Herman walked over to Sophia.  “You need to stop,” he hissed at her.

      “Stop what?” she asked innocently.

      “You came dangerously close to accusing Douglas of murder,” Herman said.  “That’s a line you don’t want to cross.”

      Sophia shrugged.  “Maybe he did kill Christopher,” she said.  “Someone did, and the police haven’t worked it out yet.  Maybe it was Douglas.”

      “I don’t think we want to have this conversation here,” Herman said.  “Let’s leave the whole thing up to the police, shall we?”

      “Because they’ve done such a good job with the case so far,” Sophia said sarcastically.

      Herman shook his head.  Before he could speak again, Jennifer walked over.  “I’m bored,” she announced.  “I’m ready to go home.”

      Herman looked over at Douglas and Carl and then glanced at his wife.  “I need to stay,” he said.

      “And if I leave, you’ll end up leaving with some other woman,” Jennifer said softly.

      “Don’t be stupid,” Herman snapped.  “Go home if you’re tired.  I’ll see you there later.”

      Jennifer looked over at Fenella, who was steadily eating her way through yet another plate of food.  “I’ll recognize your perfume, if you take my husband to bed,” she said.

      Fenella nearly choked on an onion tart.  “I have no intention of taking your husband anywhere,” she said after a coughing fit.

      Jennifer stared at her and Fenella wondered if she was trying to give her a warning look or a cold stare.  The entire effect was lost as the woman’s face simply didn’t move.  After a minute, Jennifer spun on her heel and stormed out of the room.

      “I am sorry,” Herman said to Fenella.  He took a few steps closer to her and leaned in to talk.  “She hasn’t been the same since her last surgery.  The doctor has her on anti-depressants, but they don’t seem to be helping.  I don’t think our marriage is going to last much longer.”  He put his hand on Fenella’s arm and gazed into her eyes.

      “The poor woman,” Fenella said.  “I hope you’re doing everything you can to support her.  Depression is a serious medical condition.  If the medication the doctor has given her isn’t working, you should be making sure she tries something else.  It can take a while to find the right combination of drugs to help, but modern medicine can do a great deal.  I wish you both luck.”

      Before the man could reply, Fenella walked away, heading back to Shelly.  Gordon was still sitting next to her, and Fenella hesitated as she approached.  The pair seemed to be having an intense conversation and Fenella hated to interrupt.  As she started to turn away, Shelly looked up and smiled brightly.

      “Come on over,” she called to Fenella.

      Fenella slid back into the seat she’d had earlier and sat back with a sigh.  “People are odd,” she told Shelly.

      Shelly and Gordon both laughed.  “You seem to have been in the middle of just about every interesting conversation in the room,” Shelly said.  “I’m sure that was completely coincidental, though.”

      “It was, mostly,” Fenella said.

      “I’m about ready to head for home,” Shelly said.  “It’s later than I realized.”

      “Yes, I should be going as well,” Gordon said.  “Can I offer you ladies a ride home?”

      Shelly glanced at Fenella, who shrugged.  “We came in a taxi,” Shelly said.  “I wasn’t sure how much I was going to drink.”

      “And instead of drinking, you’ve been sitting and talking to me all night,” Gordon said.  “The least I can do is drive you home after that.”

      Fenella sat in the back of Gordon’s comfortable luxury car and watched out her window as the island rolled past.  Shelly and Gordon chatted quietly in the front, but Fenella felt too tired to try to listen or participate in the conversation.  Gordon parked in front of their building and walked Shelly to her door.  Fenella felt as if she was in the way as she trailed along behind the couple.

      “It was nice meeting you,” she said to Gordon as she quickly let herself into her apartment.

      “Did you want to come in for a minute?” Shelly asked Gordon as Fenella shut her door.

      “It looks as if Shelly had a nice time,” Mona said as Fenella switched on lights and kicked off her shoes.

      “She and Gordon sat in the corner and talked all evening,” Fenella said.  “He seems like a nice man.”

      “He is, actually.  He and Shelly are well suited.  I just didn’t think she was ready for a new man in her life yet,” Mona replied.

      “He’s not really a new man, though,” Fenella pointed out.  “They’ve known each other for years.”

      “Yes, well, I just hope she isn’t rushing into things,” Mona said.  “I know she’s lonely, after being married for all those years.  I hope she’ll take things slowly with Gordon.”

      “I’ll drop that hint to her tomorrow,” Fenella promised.

      “Did you enjoy the evening?”

      “It was interesting.  I got to meet several of the people involved in the Manderly case, at least, although I didn’t really like any of them.”

      “What was Sophia wearing?”

      Fenella described the dress and then told her aunt all about the evening.  When she was done, Mona shook her head.

      “Sophia hasn’t lost her taste for drama, then,” she said.  “It all sounds awful in a fascinating way.”

      “Shelly said that Herman doesn’t cheat on Jennifer, but that wasn’t the impression I got.”

      “As far as I know, he’s always been faithful,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “I wonder if something has happened recently between them.  Maybe she really is depressed.”

      “Then he should be worried about her, not chasing after other women.”

      “Yes, but men don’t always do what they should,” Mona pointed out.

      Fenella yawned.  “I’m exhausted.  I’m going to go to bed.”

      In the bedroom, Katie was already curled up in her cat bed.  She opened one eye as Fenella switched on the light.

      “Meereew,” she protested.

      “Sorry,” Fenella said.  She switched off the bright overhead light and turned on a small lamp instead.

      “Meowwww,” Katie told her.

      “You’re welcome,” Fenella laughed.

      In the bathroom, Fenella studied herself in the mirror.  Her hair and makeup still looked nearly perfect.  As tired as she was, she couldn’t resist lingering in the beautiful dress that made her feel far more glamorous and sophisticated than she ever had before.

      Once she’d changed into her pajamas, she washed her face and took her hair down from its fancy twist.  “Now you look just like your old boring self,” she told her reflection.  “Herman Clucas probably wouldn’t look twice at you now.”

      Feeling as if that was actually a very good thing, Fenella settled into bed, sprawling across it, as she didn’t have to worry about disturbing Katie.  She tossed and turned for several minutes, unable to find a comfortable position.  Eventually she found herself perched on the edge of the bed, where she always slept so that Katie could have the space in the center.  She sighed and then fell into a sound sleep.

      “Maybe we should move this conversation into the bedroom,” Daniel whispered sexily in her ear.

      Fenella blushed.  “Oh, but, that is, I mean, we shouldn’t rush things,” she stammered.  “We’ve only known each other for two years.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “Surely that’s long enough,” he said.  “I’ve waited patiently for you to get tired of Donald and Peter and Herman.  Isn’t it my turn?”

      “Herman?” Fenella said.  “I thought this was a dream, but maybe it’s a nightmare.”

      Her ringing telephone cut through whatever Daniel was going to say next.  Fenella sat up in bed and tried to work out what the loud sound was.

      “Answer the phone,” Mona told her from the doorway.

      “Oh, the phone,” Fenella said.  “Hello?”

      “Fenella, it’s Daniel,” the voice on the other end replied.  “Did you enjoy the party last night?”

      Fenella lay back on the bed.  With her dream fresh in her memory, she found herself blushing as she struggled to work out a reply.
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      “Did I wake you?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      “Um, no,” Fenella said, trying to sound wide awake.  “I was just, um, that is, the party was interesting.”

      “Interesting?” Daniel echoed.

      “Yes.  I met lots of the different people who are involved in the Manderly case, and they were all pretty awful.”

      Daniel laughed.  “Awful?  I can’t wait to hear about it.”

      “Do you want the full rundown now?” Fenella asked.

      “Why don’t I collect you and bring you here for lunch?” Daniel asked.  “I’m doing a roast chicken with all the trimmings and I have far too much food for just one person.”

      “It isn’t a special occasion, is it?”

      “No, just a traditional Sunday lunch.”

      “You have all that food every Sunday?”

      Daniel laughed again.  “I don’t do a Sunday roast every Sunday,” he admitted.  “But I try to do one when I can.  It helps to make up for all the cold sandwiches and microwaved meals that I eat during the week.”

      “Well, it sounds delicious,” Fenella said.  “I can get a taxi, though.  You don’t have to come and get me.”

      “I don’t mind,” Daniel insisted.  “I can safely leave everything ticking over in the oven for the few minutes it will take to pop down to the promenade.”

      “I’ll wait outside for you,” Fenella said.  “What time will you be here?”

      “It’s just gone ten,” Daniel said.  “How about if I collect you at eleven?  We can talk through your evening before we eat, rather than during or after.”

      “That sounds good,” Fenella said, glancing at the clock.  How could it possibly be ten o’clock already?  She put the phone down and glanced at Katie, who was still snoozing in her bed.

      “You slept through breakfast,” Fenella told her.

      Katie picked up her head and blinked several times.  Then she jumped up and ran into the kitchen.  Fenella was relieved when the kitten began to complain loudly about her empty food bowl.

      “What a horrible racket,” Mona complained as Fenella nodded to her as she crossed the living room.

      “She missed her breakfast,” Fenella replied.  “And so did I, for that matter.”

      “But you’re having a lovely lunch with Daniel,” Mona said.  “Don’t eat too much now or you won’t be hungry for lunch.”

      “I’ll just have a piece of toast,” Fenella said.  “If I have time, that is.”  She glanced at the clock on the wall.  “I need a shower and I have to find something to wear.”

      “I don’t suppose you’ll consider wearing a dress?” Mona said as she followed Fenella back into the bedroom.

      “No, I won’t,” Fenella said.  “It’s just a friendly lunch.”

      “What about a skirt with a nice jumper on top?” Mona asked.

      “Jumper?”

      “What you’d call a sweater,” Mona told her.  “You really must learn proper English, you know.”

      Fenella didn’t bother to reply; instead she went into the bathroom and turned on the shower.  As she washed her hair, she tried to work out what to wear.  She wasn’t any closer to a decision when she emerged, not only clean, but much more awake.

      “What about a pair of black trousers and a jumper?” Mona asked.

      “What’s the temperature going to be today?” Fenella wondered.  “I don’t want to wear a jumper if it’s going to be hot.”

      “Even if it gets warm, it won’t get much above sixty,” Mona told her.  “A light jumper would be just about right.”

      Fenella went through her wardrobe, but she couldn’t find anything that Mona thought was suitable.

      “Try the shelves in my wardrobe,” Mona offered.  “There are several lovely spring jumpers in there.”

      “At least I have black trousers,” Fenella muttered as she pulled open the other wardrobe.  She’d never paid much attention to the shelves along one side of the large furniture piece, but now she exclaimed happily over piles of beautiful sweaters.  Some were heavy and would be perfect when the weather got colder, but many were lightweight and ideal for a typical spring or autumn day on the island when temperatures would be cool and comfortable.

      “This one,” she said finally, pulling on a sweater that was a soft blue color that seemed to bring out the blue in her eyes.

      “That was one of my favorites,” Mona said.  “The first time I wore it, I met a gentleman who insisted on buying me a beautiful necklace, with stones in that exact same color.  Have you been through my jewelry yet?  If you spend all of my money, you should be able to live for some time by selling that off, I suppose.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I forgot all about it,” she exclaimed.  Your advocate gave me the key to your safe deposit box and told me there was jewelry there, but I forgot about it.”

      “Yes, well, there’s something for you to do another day,” Mona said.  “I’m sure you’ll want to wear some of the pieces, at least.”

      Another look at the clock had Fenella rushing to get her hair and makeup done before Daniel arrived.  He was doing her a favor by coming to pick her up.  The last thing she wanted to do was be late.

      “Be a good girl,” she told Katie as she headed for the door a short time later.  “Keep an eye on each other,” she told both the kitten and Mona.

      “Oh, please,” Mona sighed.

      “Mmmmeerrreewww,” Katie said.

      Daniel’s car was already at the curb when Fenella got there.  “I’m so sorry I’m late,” she said as she buckled herself in.

      “You aren’t,” he told her.  “I was early.”

      The drive was a short one.  Fenella was somewhat surprised to find that Daniel lived in the quiet neighborhood where Mel had been taking her driving.

      “I’ve driven up and down this street a dozen times,” she told Daniel as he turned into his driveway.

      “The neighborhood seems very popular with driving instructors,” Daniel said.  “When I’m home on a weekday, they seem to be going past in huge numbers.”

      “It’s always been mercifully quiet when I’ve been here,” Fenella told him as she climbed out of the car.

      She tried not to look too curious as she studied his little house.  It had two stories and a small garage.  “Can you fit the car in the garage?” she asked.

      “Yes, if you don’t mind not being able to open the car doors once you’re inside,” he replied.

      Fenella laughed.  “We’re spoiled in the US.  We have so much space that our garages are big enough for our cars.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I suspect very few people on the island actually use their garages for their cars, aside from some very wealthy individuals who have expensive cars to protect.  The rest of us use the space for storage and leave our cars on our drives.”

      He led her up a short sidewalk to the front door.  When he opened the door, Fenella took a deep breath.

      “Whatever you’re cooking, it smells amazing,” she said as she walked into the house.

      “It’s just a chicken with some garlic and herbs,” he told her.  “Oh, and stuffing and sprouts and a few other things.”

      Fenella’s mouth watered and her stomach growled.  She blushed.  “Sorry, breakfast was a long time ago,” she said.  Which was true; her last breakfast had been more than twenty-four hours ago, in fact.  She hadn’t found time to eat this morning in her rush to get ready.

      “Welcome to my home,” Daniel said with an awkward chuckle.  “I’m not sure what houses are like in the US, but I’d like to think this one isn’t too bad.”

      She looked around the small entryway.  A door on the right was open and she could see a small half-bath behind it.  The stairs to the second floor were straight ahead, on her left she could see into a living room.

      “It’s probably small by US standards,” Daniel said.

      “It’s the first house I’ve been in over here,” Fenella said, slightly surprised to realize that fact.

      “Come and have a tour, then,” Daniel offered.  “See how the British live.”

      Fenella laughed and then followed the man through the small living room with its comfortable couch and chairs.  The television was mounted on the wall, and a small fireplace was set near the doorway to the adjoining dining room.  There the table was set for two, with candles ready to be lit and a small floral centerpiece.  It looked to Fenella like it was set up for a romantic date.  The thought made her blush.

      “And this is the kitchen,” Daniel said.  “Which may be obvious.”

      The room was small, but everything looked modern.  Stainless steel appliances shone in their spaces and the countertops were granite.

      “It’s nice,” Fenella said.

      “It’s very high-end,” Daniel said.  “The previous owners had this kitchen fitted to their expensive tastes just before he was transferred back to the UK.  Because they had to go on fairly short notice, I got a great deal on the property.”

      The upstairs contained three bedrooms, including a large master suite with its own luxury bathroom.

      “There were originally four bedrooms in the house,” Daniel told her.  “But the previous owners wanted a master en-suite, so they had the fourth bedroom turned into a bathroom, instead.  As I’m single, it suits me.”

      “It’s a beautiful bathroom,” Fenella said.  She walked back through the bedroom, trying not to look at the king-sized bed in the center of the room.  Suddenly conscious of how hard she was trying not to look, she started trying to look as if she wasn’t trying not to look, which nearly made her walk into the door.

      “Careful,” Daniel warned her.  “Doors are tricky things.”

      Back downstairs, he led her into the kitchen.  “Can I open a bottle of wine for you?” he asked.

      “Not unless you’re drinking, too,” Fenella said.

      “I’ll be driving you home later, so I’d better not.”

      “In that case, I’ll have a soft drink,” Fenella told him.

      Fenella sat at a small table in the corner of the room.  Two bar stools provided the seating at the tall table.  She sipped her drink when Daniel moved pans around in the oven and turned the gas on under some potatoes.  “So, tell me about last night,” he suggested as he worked.

      After taking a deep breath, Fenella slowly took the man through the evening, from her arrival at the Seaview through the ride home with Gordon.

      “I’ll have to see what I can find out about Gordon Davison,” he said when Fenella was finished.  “I’d hate to see Shelly get hurt.”

      “Me, too,” Fenella said.  “But he seems nice enough.”

      “Unlike nearly everyone else you met last night,” Daniel said as he sat down opposite Fenella.

      “That’s sadly true.  Although I will admit that I sort of liked Sophia, in spite of everything.”

      “She’s a character, I’ll say that for her,” Daniel said.  “She was entertaining to interview, which doesn’t happen very often.”

      “Have you spoken to anyone besides her yet?”

      “No.  She actually rang the station and asked to speak to me.  She saw the article in the paper about the new investigation and rang to see if it was true.  When I confirmed it, she insisted on seeing me right away.  I was going to wait to talk to her after I’d finished speaking with everyone about Kay Belsom.”

      “She seemed happy to point the finger at Roger Starr,” Fenella said.  “But then she also suggested that Douglas Richards was the killer.”

      “I think nearly everyone will suggest Roger Starr,” Daniel said.  “He’s the outsider, so he’ll be everyone’s first choice as the killer.”

      “Is he yours?”

      “It’s too soon for me to say,” Daniel told her.  “The original investigator liked him for it, but he could never prove anything.  I’m trying to keep an open mind.”

      “Sophia’s second choice was Douglas, another outsider, really,” Fenella mused.

      “She doesn’t want it to have been her brother-in-law or Christopher’s closest friend.  Or maybe she’s just trying to divert suspicion from herself,” Daniel suggested.

      “Any of those could be true,” Fenella admitted.  “Although I’m not sure what her motive would have been.”

      “The papers at the time hinted at her infidelity,” Daniel reminded her.  “And of Christopher’s as well.  She may tell people now that they were devoted to one another, but at the time it appears that they were both cheating.”

      “If they were both doing it, why kill him?”

      Daniel shrugged.  “Maybe she decided she wanted to marry one of her lovers and Christopher wouldn’t cooperate,” he suggested.  “Or maybe a hundred other options.  As far as I’m concerned, she had a motive and she’s on my short list.  But the short list isn’t all that short, really.”

      Fenella smiled.  “If you can pin it on Herman Clucas, I won’t complain,” she said.  “He was horrible.”

      “I’ll be taking a good look at him, for sure,” Daniel said, frowning.  “I’m especially interested in learning more about his wife and their marriage.”

      “But they weren’t married when Christopher died,” Fenella pointed out.

      “No, they weren’t,” he agreed.  “And a lot of the rumors that swirled up around Sophia involved him.  From what I’ve heard, many people expected Sophia and Herman to get married after a suitable interval.  Instead, he married Jennifer, and I want to know why.”

      “Is she from the island?  Was she seeing Herman before Christopher’s death?”

      “I don’t know, but I intend to find out.”

      A buzzer interrupted their conversation.  Daniel jumped up and opened the oven.  Fenella sighed as several different delicious smells hit her nose at the same time.

      “I think everything is ready,” he said.  A minute later he had food spread out across the kitchen counters.  “If you don’t mind, we can fill our plates in here and then eat in the dining room.”

      “I’m happy with that, or we can just eat in here,” Fenella said.

      Daniel grinned at her.  “I never use the dining room,” he said.  “I thought I should make the effort since I have a guest today.”

      “In that case, dining room it is,” Fenella smiled back.

      Daniel lit the candles and they sat down next to each other at the table for four.  It might have been romantic if there hadn’t been so much sunshine coming in through the sliding glass doors that led to the yard at the back of the house.

      Fenella took a bite of chicken.  “It’s really good,” she said, feeling relieved that she could tell the truth.

      “It’s my mother’s recipe,” Daniel told her.  “Although it’s so simple it probably doesn’t even qualify as a recipe.”

      “If it has more than one ingredient, it’s a recipe,” Fenella told him.

      He chuckled.  “It just barely qualifies, then,” he said.

      Fenella frowned at the Brussel sprouts that she’d felt obliged to take.  Although she’d only taken three, she was sorry that she’d taken any at all.  She stabbed one with a fork and was surprised to find that it was soft and easily pierced.  After popping it in her mouth, she reached for her drink, ready to quickly wash the vegetable down.  As she chewed, she hesitated.

      “I’ve never actually liked sprouts before,” she said in surprise after she’d swallowed.  “What magic have your performed on them?”

      “Ah, that’s another of my mother’s secrets,” Daniel said.

      “Well, they’re really good,” Fenella told him as she stabbed her second one.

      “It isn’t really a secret recipe.  I just tossed them in some olive oil and then roasted them in a pan for about an hour with some chopped bacon.  Only three ingredients, so barely a recipe, really.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Simple, but delicious,” she said.  “Everything is very good.  I’m terribly impressed.”

      “My mother was determined that I should be able to cook and clean at least as well as my sister,” Daniel told her.  “Deborah never liked to cook, though, so I think I’m probably better than she is, really.”

      “Tell me about your sister, then,” Fenella invited.

      “She’s four years younger, happily married to a wonderful man who also cooks better than she does, and she has two little boys who take up all of her time and energy.”

      “How old are the boys?”

      “Seven and five.  She and Michael got married about fifteen years ago, but they wanted to wait to start their family until they’d had some time as a couple.  Deborah ended being the oldest woman in her antenatal classes, and that was with the first one.  She didn’t go to the classes with her second.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I suppose she’d already been through it once.”

      “Yes, and she’s a midwife and Michael is a pediatric emergency care doctor, so they both pretty much knew what they were getting into anyway.”

      “Are they in Liverpool?”

      “No, they’re in London.  Michael works at Great Ormond Street Hospital.”

      “Even I’ve heard of Great Ormond Street,” Fenella said.  “It’s meant to be one of the best children’s hospitals in the world.”

      Daniel nodded.  “He loves it there, as well, although Deborah isn’t terribly fond of London.  I suspect they’ll stay there now until Michael retires, though.  I can’t see him giving up the work he loves.”

      “I can’t believe I ate so much,” Fenella said after her last mouthful.  “Everything was so good.”

      “There’s apple crumble for pudding,” Daniel said.  “Or rather, there will be, in about forty minutes.”

      “I might just be able to manage a tiny portion in about forty mintues,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      She helped Daniel clear the table and carry the dishes into the kitchen.

      “Just pile everything on the counter,” he told her.  “I’ll fill the dishwasher once I put the crumble in the oven.”

      Fenella did as she was told, and then sat back down in the corner of the kitchen to watch Daniel work again.

      “I believe you said you had four brothers,” Daniel said as he peeled and sliced apples.  “Tell me about them.”

      “I’ll give you the quick summary,” Fenella said.  “But I won’t expect you to remember any of it.”

      “That sounds about right,” Daniel replied as he sprinkled crumble topping over the apples.

      “John is the oldest.  He’s sixty-six and he retired last year.  He has two ex-wives, and recently married again, but he never had any children.  He was the one who sent Christmas cards to Aunty Mona every year and he was the one I thought would inherit her estate.”

      “But she left it to you instead,” he said as he slid the tray of crumble into the oven.  He set a timer and then sat down opposite her again.

      “Yeah, which is still a bit odd, but I’m not going to complain,” Fenella replied.

      “And John didn’t mind?”

      “He and his wife are happy where they are,” she said.  “He has no interest in coming back to the island.  Carol, his third wife, is quite well off, really.  Her first husband was wealthy and he left her millions.  They don’t need the money and they don’t want the apartment.  So, no, he didn’t mind,” she said.

      “What about your other brothers?”

      “Joseph is next.  He’s two years younger than John and he’s getting ready to retire next year.  He’s been a high school teacher since he left college and he’ll be retiring from the same school he’s taught at since he was twenty-two.  That’s where he met his wife.  She was teaching home economics when he started.  She’s nine years older than he is and their relationship was almost a scandal in those days,” Fenella recalled.  “They’ve been married for nearly forty years now and most of the talk has finally died down.”

      Daniel laughed.  “So they weren’t interested in moving to the island, either?”

      “No, not even a little bit,” Fenella said.  “They actually live in the house that Jean, that’s Joseph’s wife, grew up in, and I can’t imagine they’ll ever move.  One of their daughters will probably inherit the property one day.”

      “They have daughters?”

      “Oh, sorry, I’m not doing very well with giving you the basics, am I?” Fenella asked.  “Although I should be excused because the smell of the apples and cinnamon baking is quite distracting.”

      “We can move into the sitting room, if you’d like,” Daniel offered.  “I don’t think you’ll be able to smell pudding in there.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “It smells too good to leave,” she said.  “I’ll try to focus.  Yes, Joseph and his wife have two girls.  Margaret is thirty-five and Megan is thirty-three, so maybe I shouldn’t call them girls anymore, though.”

      “Is there anything I should know about them?” Daniel asked.

      “I don’t think so,” Fenella laughed.  “They’re both single and happy that way.  Which leads us to Jacob, the next brother in line.  He’s two years younger than Joseph, which means he just turned sixty-two this year.  He’s a dentist and he’s semi-retired, which means he still looks after a few of his favorite clients, but only when he feels like it.  He and his first wife had one child, Matthew, who is twenty-five.”

      “First wife?” Daniel asked.

      “Sadly, she passed away about ten years ago,” Fenella said.  “Young Matthew spent a lot of time at my house in his later teen years.  He and his father didn’t have the best relationship.  Fortunately, now that Matthew is older, they’ve worked out a lot of their differences.  Matthew is actually only a year or so away from finishing his degree in dentistry and then he’s going to take over the practice.”

      “And Jacob has married again?”

      “Yes, he got remarried about three years ago.  Candy is only about thirty-five, but in spite of her age and her name, she’s incredibly sweet and she’s been really good for both Jacob and Matthew.”

      “What’s wrong with her name?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella laughed.  “It always sounds like a stripper name to me,” she explained.  “She was actually Candy Kane before she got married.  I don’t think she’s ever forgiven her parents for that.”

      Daniel laughed.  “That is quite the name to give a person,” he agreed.

      “And yet, she is really terrific,” Fenella said.  “And she makes my brother happy.”

      “That just leaves one more brother,” Daniel said.

      Fenella frowned.  “Yes, James,” she said.

      There must have been something in her tone, because Daniel gave her a concerned look.  “If you don’t want to talk about him, that’s fine,” he said quickly.

      “No, it’s okay,” she said.  “James is just the one of my brothers who wasn’t totally fine with my inheritance,” she said.  “It’s made things a little bit awkward between us.”

      “Tell me about him,” Daniel suggested.

      “He’s sixty, so twelve years older than me.  He was the baby of the family for a long time, though, and in some ways he still acts like that.  He’s the wild one of the group.  My other brothers all went to college, got good jobs, settled down, all of that grown-up stuff.  Sometimes I think James is still nineteen, at least in his own head.”

      “What does he do for a living?”

      “He’s a writer,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “Or rather, he wrote a book many years ago that he managed to get published.  John insisted that he invest the advance rather than spend it, and it was enough that it’s provided a very small income for him for the last thirty-five years.  He never managed to get another book published, but that first one has become something of a staple in some college English literature classes.  He still gets royalty checks every year when thousands of college kids have to buy his book.”

      “How nice for him.”

      “Yeah, it isn’t enough for him to live on, but he scrapes by, mostly by sponging off of his siblings.  He has a little house in the Pocono Mountains in Pennsylvania.  At least that’s paid for, but he never seems to have any food in his cupboards.  He used to come to visit me and empty my pantry on his way out.  I’m sure he does the same with John, Joseph and Jacob.”

      “He’s not married?”

      “Oh, no.  Marriage is too constricting.  He’s an artist,” she said with a sigh.  “He’s probably dated several hundred women over the last thirty-five years.  They don’t tend to stick around once they realize that he’s more starving artist than successful author.”

      “And he wasn’t happy when you inherited Mona’s fortune?”

      “That’s putting it mildly,” Fenella sighed again.  “He actually talked to a lawyer about contesting the will.  He thought one of the others might agree to fight it with him, but they all took my side, thankfully.”

      “Did the lawyer think he had a case?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “You know what lawyers are like,” she said.  “He told James he had a case, but John spoke to another lawyer who said it would be nearly impossible to contest the will.  In the end, James simply didn’t have the money to pursue the matter, and the lawyer he spoke with didn’t have enough confidence in the case to agree to fight and take his fee out of whatever James managed to win.”

      “I suppose I’m lucky there isn’t much money in my family to fight over,” Daniel laughed.

      “My parents divided everything exactly five ways,” Fenella told him.  “I received all of my mother’s jewelry, but the boys were given a larger share of cash to make up for it.  They didn’t leave all that much, but they made sure that there wasn’t much opportunity for us to argue.”

      “But Mona did things differently.”

      “Yes, and if she’d left everything to one of my brothers, I wouldn’t have argued.  It was her money, after all.  I’m just ever so glad that she chose me, instead.”

      “Do you have any idea why she chose you?”

      Fenella opened her mouth and then snapped it shut.  That was a subject she’d discussed with Mona more than once, but she clearly couldn’t tell Daniel that.  “Not really,” she said eventually.

      “Are you and James not on good terms, then?” Daniel asked.

      “We’re still speaking, or rather, we’re still friends on social media,” she replied.  “He keeps dropping little hints about wanting to come and visit, but I’m afraid if he does come that he’ll never leave, especially after he sees my beautiful apartment.”

      “Surely he’d need some sort of visa if he wanted to stay?”

      “He was born on the island,” Fenella reminded him.  “And he lived here until he was twelve.  I think he can move over and even find a job, if he wants to.”

      “Do you think he will?”

      “I think he’ll visit,” Fenella said.  “And I can see him falling in love with the island once he’s here.  I’m sure the views from my apartment will offer all sorts of inspiration for him.  I should turn my second bedroom into an office and tell him he’ll have to stay in a hotel if he comes.  That should keep his visit nice and short.”

      “That’s a good idea.”

      Fenella sighed.  “But I won’t do it, because he’s my big brother, and if he wants to come and stay with me, I’ll let him.  I’d love it if John, Joseph, or Jacob came.  They could stay as long as they liked as well, but James is, well, difficult.”

      “If he does come, we’ll have to work out a way to make sure he doesn’t overstay his welcome,” Daniel said.

      “For the moment, he can’t afford the flights, so I’m safe,” Fenella said.  “He’s suggested that I should treat him to a short vacation over here, but I’m watching every penny right now until I work out exactly how much income Mona’s investments are going to provide.”

      “Who’s handling the investments?  No, stop, don’t answer,” Daniel said.  “I’m asking far too many very personal questions.  It’s none of my business.”

      Fenella smiled at him.  “I don’t mind answering, though.  Doncan Quayle, my advocate, is handling the entire estate for me.  Carl Manderly did suggest that I might like to move some of my funds to his company, but I haven’t really given that any thought.”

      “I’d rather you didn’t give him any money until the murder investigation is wrapped up,” Daniel said.  He stood up and pulled open the oven.  The warm cinnamon smell that came out made Fenella hungry again.  “That isn’t to say that I think Carl had anything to do with the murder,” he added.  “I just think it might be better to avoid anyone connected with the case for the time being.”

      “I’ll do my best,” Fenella said.

      Daniel served the crumble with custard.  Fenella ate what seemed like a huge serving, in spite of having just had a large meal.

      “That was delicious,” she said as she scraped up the last bite.  “You are an excellent cook.”

      “Thank you.”  Daniel looked at the clock.  “Want to see what’s on Sunday afternoon telly?” he asked.

      “Sure,” Fenella replied.

      The pair sat together on the comfortable sofa in the living room and watched bits and pieces of various programs.  Fenella wasn’t really interested in what was on; she was busy trying to ignore the hum of electricity that was buzzing between her and the handsome man sitting next to her.

      “It’s getting late,” she said eventually.  “Poor Katie needs her dinner, even if I don’t think I’ll need to eat again until Tuesday.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I’ll take you home, then.”

      “I can get a taxi,” she offered.

      “It’s no trouble,” Daniel assured her.

      He parked on the promenade and insisted on walking her to her door.  “Thank you for a lovely afternoon,” she said in the doorway.

      “Thank you for coming over,” he replied.  “And thank you for sharing everything that you learned last night.  I’m hoping to get started on that investigation in the next day or two.”

      “We didn’t talk about Kay Belsom at all,” Fenella said.

      “Let me know if Mel says anything interesting when you have your next driving lesson,” Daniel told her.

      Fenella nodded and then took a hesitant step backwards into her apartment.  Daniel stared at her for a moment and then closed the gap between them.  The kiss was soft and gentle, almost friendly rather than passionate.  Fenella felt disappointed until Daniel’s arms went around her and he deepened the kiss until she felt the ground beneath her starting to melt away.

      “I’ll ring you,” Daniel said when he lifted his head.

      “Okay,” Fenella replied.  She stood, leaning on the door’s frame, to watch him walk into the elevator.  Her knees were still slightly wobbly as she pushed her door shut behind him.
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      Katie seemed happy to see her and raced into the kitchen to complain about her empty food bowl as soon as Fenella had shut the door.

      “You must be feeling better,” Fenella told the kitten as she refilled the bowls.

      “She’s been running all around the place,” Mona said.  “She even had a go at jumping, but she isn’t quite ready for that yet.”

      “I’m so glad she’s okay,” Fenella replied.  “I was awfully worried about her.”

      “I assume your lunch went well, based on the steamy kiss in the doorway,” Mona said.

      Fenella blushed.  “It was very nice,” she muttered.

      “So Daniel can cook, can he?”

      “He’s a really good cook,” Fenella said.  “Much better than I am.  He made a roast chicken with all sorts of sides, and then while I was sitting there watching, he threw together an apple crumble like it was nothing.”

      “You shall have to invite him here for dinner and cook something truly impressive.”

      “Yeah, that’ll work out great, since I don’t really know how to make anything impressive.  I wonder if he likes spaghetti sauce from a jar.”

      Mona frowned.  “Everyone should have a signature dish,” she told Fenella sternly.  “It’s fine if it’s something fairly simple like a roast chicken, if it’s also truly delicious, but you should be able to make something nice for the men you invite here.”

      “Jack and I were together for too long,” Fenella said.  “And he was a fussy eater as well.  He didn’t like much beyond basic meat and potato meals.  He didn’t even like onions or garlic.  Once or twice a week he would stay at his house and I would stay at mine, and then I could cook with garlic or add onions to a dish, but often I ended up getting fast food or ordering a pizza because he wouldn’t do those things either.”

      “Tell me again why you stayed with him for so long,” Mona requested.

      “He has his good qualities,” Fenella said.  “He was kind and he never cheated on me.  Those are two things he had over my first boyfriend, anyway.”

      “But you were in love with your first boyfriend,” Mona pointed out.  “You and Jack were just friends.”

      “It’s all ancient history now, anyway,” Fenella said.

      “But Daniel isn’t.  When are you going to see him again?”

      “I don’t know.  We didn’t make any plans.”

      “That isn’t good,” Mona frowned.

      “We’re both busy people,” Fenella said.

      “You’re busy?  Since when?”

      Fenella stuck her tongue out at her aunt.  “I have a driving lesson in the morning,” she said.  “I’ll probably call Daniel after that, or I will if Mel says anything about his missing wife.”

      “You must make sure to ask,” Mona told her.  “Then you’ll have to ring Daniel.”

      “I thought you wanted me to go out with Peter?”

      “Peter would be another good choice.  By all means, go out with Peter, too.”

      “Too?  I don’t know if I want to date anyone, but I certainly don’t need two men in my life.”

      “There’s Donald, as well,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “I wonder when he’ll be back from America.”

      “I haven’t heard from him lately,” Fenella said about the handsome and very wealthy man who’d taken her out a few times.  “Maybe he’s found himself a woman in the US.”

      “No doubt, but that doesn’t mean he won’t still pursue you when he gets back.”

      “He’s a complication I don’t need,” Fenella said firmly.

      She spent the rest of the evening playing with Katie and chatting idly with Mona about nothing in particular.  For once Mona didn’t seem particularly interested in talking about the two cold cases that Daniel was investigating.  Instead they talked more about Mona’s life on the island and Fenella’s childhood in the US.  Fenella ate a cold sandwich for dinner in penance for the huge lunch and generous dessert she’d eaten earlier.

      “If you dream about Daniel again, be nice to him,” Mona told Fenella as she got ready for bed.

      “I don’t want to dream about anyone,” Fenella said.  “I just want a good night’s sleep before I have to drive again tomorrow.  I’m dreading it, you know.”

      “You’re worrying far too much about driving,” Mona told her.  “It isn’t that difficult.”

      Fenella didn’t bother to reply.  Instead she climbed into bed and looked over at Katie, who was already snuggled up in her bed.  “Good night, Katie,” she said softly.

      “Mer-ew,” Katie told her.

      Fenella did dream about Daniel, but probably not the way Mona had expected.  In her dream, Fenella was driving around the island and Daniel was in a police car chasing after her.  The police car’s lights were flashing and the siren was wailing, but for some reason Fenella couldn’t work out how to stop the car she was driving.  She kept going up and down the same streets, over and over again, unable to remember how to work the brakes or to change gear.  When her alarm went off, Fenella was delighted to wake up and find herself at home.

      “Good morning,” she said to Mel with as much enthusiasm as she could muster as she climbed into the car a few hours later.

      “Morning,” he muttered back at her.

      He drove a short distance to a large parking lot and then stopped the car.  “First, I want you to work on parking,” he told her.  “And then we’ll hit the streets and do some reverse parking and turns in the road, that sort of thing.”

      The next hour was a nightmare for Fenella as she practiced pulling into and out of parking spaces before spending ages trying to park the car in a huge space between two other vehicles.

      “You have done this before, haven’t you?” Mel asked as she wiggled her way into the space.  He opened his door and sighed.  “You’re about six feet away from the curb,” he told her.  “That would be a fail on your test.”

      Turning the car around in the road was slightly easier, although Fenella did hit the curb once or twice as she attempted the maneuver.  “I haven’t had to do any of this in years,” she complained as Mel reminded her of the steps she was meant to work her way through.

      “It isn’t just about learning to do the maneuver,” he told her.  “It’s about showing the examiner that you know how to control your vehicle and understand where your tires are on the ground.”

      As Fenella bumped the curb again, she sighed deeply.  Putting the car into reverse, she looked over the wrong shoulder for the twentieth time and frowned.  “Maybe I don’t want to drive, after all,” she muttered.

      “Not everyone does,” Mel said.  “I’m sure you can do it, if you really want to, but you’re going to have to put the time in behind the wheel.  It would be helpful if you went out with a friend now and again and worked on your maneuvers.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m barely managing to do them with you in the car.  I’m not ready to subject a friend to this sort of torture.”

      Mel chuckled.  “You are not the worst student I’ve ever had,” he told her.  “Not even close.”

      “So tell me about your worst student,” Fenella said.  “Maybe I’ll feel better if you tell me some horror stories.”

      “I did have one young man who drove my car into a stop sign while on his test,” Mel said.  “And another who drove over someone’s front garden while trying to do a turn in the road.  I think my worst student ever, though, was probably my wife.”

      “Did you teach her to drive before or after you were married?”

      “We started before we got married and carried on after the wedding,” he replied.  “I’m surprised our relationship survived the experience, really.”

      “She wasn’t very good at driving?”

      “She wasn’t very good at listening,” he corrected her.  “And she could never remember right from left.  I’d tell her to turn left at the stop sign and she’d turn right about half the time.  She actually did the same thing on her driving test, and she and the examiner ended up driving around for nearly an hour because she got them so far off his usual route that he couldn’t work out how to get back.”

      “How many times did she have to take the test?”

      “Oh, she passed anyway,” Mel said with a chuckle.  “Apparently they can’t fail you if you simply don’t know right from left.”

      “I suppose that’s something,” Fenella said.

      She was slightly less nervous about driving home along the promenade this time, possibly because she was too exhausted to care.  All of the difficult maneuvers had completely worn her out, but at least simply driving in a straight line now seemed easy by comparison.

      “Same time Wednesday?” Mel asked as she climbed out of the car.

      “I suppose,” Fenella agreed reluctantly.

      “Like I said, you’ll progress faster if you go out driving with a friend once in a while.”

      “Yeah, but I think I’d rather keep my friends,” Fenella replied.

      Safely back in her apartment, she made lunch for herself and Katie.

      “She managed to jump up on the chair today,” Mona said with a frown.  “I was enjoying being able to sit there, you know.”

      “I suppose that means she’ll be back to sleeping on my bed again, too,” Fenella said.  “I’m just glad she’s feeling better.”

      “Yes, I suppose,” Mona said.  “But how was your lesson?  What did you learn about Kay?”

      “I learned she often confused left and right,” Fenella said.  “Do you think that’s significant?”  She was joking, but Mona seemed to take the question seriously.

      “Maybe she simply got lost,” she said after a moment.  “Maybe she had directions to go and visit someone and she got lost along the way.”

      “You’d think she’d have turned up somewhere at some point in the last thirty years,” Fenella said.

      “You should still ring Daniel and tell him what Mel said,” Mona told her.

      Happy to have an excuse to call the handsome man, Fenella called the station.  Of course he wasn’t in the office, but he called Fenella back almost immediately.  She told him everything that Mel had said about teaching Kay to drive.

      “Thank you for telling me all of that,” Daniel said when she was done.  “I can’t see how it’s relevant, but it’s interesting and it isn’t in the files, so it’s new information.  I really appreciate it.”

      “I hope it helps in some way,” Fenella said.

      “Are you going to the Tale and Tail tonight?” Daniel asked.

      “Probably; I haven’t been for a few days.  The cats will all be missing me.”

      Daniel laughed.  “Maybe I’ll see you there,” he said.  “I’m going to try to stop for a drink before I head home.”

      Fenella put the phone down and frowned at it.  “Firm arrangements would have been nicer,” she complained.

      “Yes, that was a bit vague, wasn’t it?” Mona asked.  “Maybe Peter will be at the pub.  Perhaps if Daniel sees you with another man, he’ll start making more of an effort.”

      “I don’t want to play the two men off one another,” Fenella said.

      “Why not?” Mona asked.  “It’s such fun, being fought over by two handsome gentlemen.  Why, I remember a night in the ballroom here when one particular man, who really should have known better, very nearly came to blows with someone who was paying me a bit too much attention.  Of course, both men had their wives with them, which further complicated the entire situation, but...”  She was interrupted by the telephone.

      “Hello?” Fenella said, wondering how much of what Mona told her was actually true.

      “Ah, Maggie, my darling, there you are,” Jack said.

      Fenella sighed.  She’s always gone by Margaret when she’d lived in the US, but she’d never been fond of being called Maggie.  That Jack had always insisted on doing so anyway was another strike against him.  “What do you want, Jack?” she said sharply.

      “Well, I know you’ve probably been losing sleep over it, so I wanted to let you know that the doctor doesn’t think I have cancer after all,” Jack said. “He’s run a whole series of tests and he hasn’t had all of the results yet, but so far it doesn’t look as if my problems are life-threatening.  He does think my iron levels are somewhat low, and also he’s concerned about my cholesterol, but he hasn’t worked out exactly why I feel so unwell just yet.”

      “Maybe you need a hobby,” Fenella said dryly.  “Or a pet.”

      “It’s funny you say that, actually, because the doctor did suggest that I find a hobby or interest to help occupy my time.  You know I don’t like animals, so a pet is out of the question, of course, but I was thinking about trying my hand at learning to play the trumpet.”

      “The trumpet?” Fenella echoed.

      “Yes, the trumpet.  I’ve always thought it would be interesting to play an instrument.  Don’t you agree?”

      “Oh, by all means,” Fenella said.  And now that I don’t have to deal with you, try the trumpet or the drums or anything you like, she added silently.

      “Hazel’s brother plays the trumpet,” Jack told her.  “She thinks he might have an old instrument that he doesn’t need anymore that he might let me try.  And he can provide a few basic lessons as well.  Who knows, maybe I’ll be a natural.”

      Fenella swallowed a laugh.  “Good for you,” she said.

      “I’ll have to play something over the phone for you once I’ve learned a song or two,” he said.

      “Yes, well, maybe you could record yourself and email me the file,” Fenella suggested.  “That would be much more sensible than playing something down the phone.”

      “I suppose so,” Jack said.  “But I’m not totally sure I know how to do that.”

      “Why don’t you worry about it after you’ve tried the trumpet,” Fenella suggested.  “You may not like it, you know.”

      “Oh, I’m quite sure I will,” Jack countered.  “And I think I’ll have a real aptitude for it as well.”

      “Can you read music?”

      “Well, no, not yet, but how difficult can it be?  I’m a PhD, after all.”

      Fenella smiled at his pompous tone.  She felt a rush of sympathy for Hazel’s brother, who probably had no idea what his sister was volunteering him for.  “Well, good luck with that,” she said.

      “Thank you,” Jack said.  “I knew you’d support me in whatever I decided to try,” he said.  “Sue isn’t being at all helpful.  She doesn’t like the trumpet, apparently.”

      “If there’s nothing else, I really must go,” Fenella said.

      “Oh, do you have company?” Jack asked, sounding hurt.

      “Just my kitty,” Fenella replied.  “But I’m going out later, so I need to get ready.”

      “You have a cat?”

      “Oh, didn’t I mention her before?  I didn’t go looking for her, she adopted me,” Fenella explained.  “Her name is Katie, and she’s incredibly sweet.”

      “I didn’t think you were an animal lover,” Jack said crossly.

      “As I said, Katie adopted me, not the other way around,” Fenella told him.  “But I do like animals and I’m very fond of cats, really.”

      “Hm, perhaps it’s best we aren’t together anymore, then,” Jack said.

      “Yes, I’m sure it is,” Fenella said firmly.

      “Where are you going tonight?” he asked.

      “Just down to the pub with some friends.”

      “Male friends or female friends?”

      “Yes, both,” Fenella said.

      “I’m not sure you should be going to the pub on a Monday night,” Jack said stiffly.  “Surely people have to work in the morning.”

      “Many of my friends here are retired,” Fenella told him.  “And some of them stop for a single drink before they head home.  There’s nothing wrong with that.”

      “You don’t seem to be the same person you were when you were here,” Jack said.  “What’s happened to you?”

      “I’m finding out who I am.  Instead of being a college professor or your girlfriend or whatever, here I get to be Fenella Woods, and you know what?  She’s turning out to be a terrific person.”

      “Hm, well, I quite liked my Maggie,” Jack said.  “If you see her, tell her I send my love.”

      He disconnected before Fenella could reply.  She put the phone down and then sat back in her chair.  A single tear slid down her cheek before she could stop it.  She was torn between feeling sad and feeling angry, but sad seemed to be winning as she swallowed a huge lump in her throat.  The phone rang again before she had time to get her emotions under control.

      “Hello?”

      “Fenella, my dear, how are you?” the smooth voice that came down the line caused a sudden rush of completely different emotions for Fenella.

      “Donald, hello,” she said, feeling flustered.

      “Did I catch you at a bad time?” he asked.

      “No, not at all,” she replied quickly.  “I was just talking to an old friend back in the US, that’s all.”

      “Ah, as opposed to a new friend who is also, sadly, in the US,” Donald laughed.

      “The last time we spoke, you were heading back to California,” Fenella recalled.  “Is that where you are now?”

      “No, I’m in New York City again,” he said.  “Spring has sprung and the city is lovely.  I was wishing I had someone special to share it with.  I don’t suppose you fancy a long weekend in New York?”

      Fenella’s heart skipped a beat as she thought about spending a weekend away with the sophisticated and sexy man.  “I don’t think so,” she said slowly.

      “I probably don’t have the time to spend with you properly anyway,” he said with a sigh.  “I have far too many business interests.  Maybe it’s time to start cutting back and thinking about retirement.”

      “You’d get bored,” Fenella predicted.

      “Not if you and I went traveling together,” he said.  “We could see the world, maybe take one of those year-long cruises or something.”

      “As tempting as that is, I got seasick on the ferry and we never even left the dock,” Fenella said.  “I’m not sure that cruising is for me.”

      “We’ll talk about it when I’m back on the island next,” Donald said.  “Which should be fairly soon, I hope.”

      “I don’t know about traveling, but it will be nice to see you,” Fenella said.  She winced as she heard the words coming out of her mouth.  They sounded lame when said aloud.

      “I’m looking forward to it,” Donald said.  “But what have you been doing to fill your days?”

      “Working on my book,” Fenella said, which was only a huge exaggeration.

      “I understand that Inspector Robinson is reopening some cold cases,” Donald said.  “Someone told me the local paper was full of it.”

      “Yes, he’s looking into two cases from thirty years ago.  A missing woman and a murder.”

      “I don’t know anything about any missing women, but I did know Christopher Manderly,” Donald said.  “It would be nice to have that case solved.  I’ve always wondered who killed my friend.”

      “You were friends?”

      “We were,” Donald replied.  “I was living in London in those days, but I still had a few business interests on the island.  Christopher was just starting out, but he was already proving very successful at managing investments.  I gave him some money to help him get his business off the ground in the early days.”

      “That was nice of you.”

      “That was good business.  I’ve made my money back many times over in the years since.”

      “So you’re still an investor with Carl?”

      “Oh, yes, and Carl has done nearly as well for me as Christopher did.”

      “I met him on Saturday.  There was a party for all of his investors and Shelly took me along.”

      “I’m sorry I missed it.  It’s always a nice occasion.”

      “The food was delicious, but things seemed a bit tense between Sophia and some of the other guests.”

      Donald laughed.  “Things are always tense between Sophia and someone,” he said.

      “You know Sophia, then?” Fenella asked.

      “Ah, yes, well, it’s a small island,” Donald said, his tone suddenly cautious.

      “She’s very beautiful,” Fenella said.

      “She’s not my type,” Donald told her.  “I find I’m quite enamored of American women lately.”

      “So you’re in the right place.”

      Donald laughed.  “That wasn’t what I meant,” he said.

      “Wasn’t it?” Fenella asked.

      “I miss you,” Donald told her.

      “You don’t know me well enough to miss me,” Fenella said, feeling argumentative.

      “That’s what I’m missing,” Donald replied.  “The chance to get to know you.”

      “You’ll be disappointed,” Fenella said.  “I’m very boring.”

      Donald chuckled.  “I don’t believe it.  You’ve uprooted your entire life on a whim.  You’re more adventurous than you give yourself credit for.”

      “Perhaps,” was all that Fenella would concede.

      “Anyway, when I’m back, and that will hopefully be later this month, I want to show you the rest of the island.  I hope you haven’t done too much sightseeing while I’ve been away, which is terribly selfish of me, I know.”

      “I haven’t done much,” Fenella admitted.  “I’ve been to Peel Castle and Onchan Park, but there’s still so much more to see.  Somehow my days seem to simply get away from me.”

      “Well, start making a list,” Donald said.  “When I get back, we’ll work our way through it.”

      “That’s very kind of you, but I’m sure you’ll have better things to do than traipse all over the island with me.”

      “I can’t think of anything I’d rather do,” the man replied.  “But we can talk about it when I get back.  For now, I think I’d better go and get some work done.  The more I can get done, the sooner I can get back.”

      “It was nice talking to you,” Fenella said, feeling stupid again.

      “I enjoyed talking to you as well,” Donald told her.  “Take good care of yourself until I see you again.”

      “Um, sure,” Fenella muttered, not knowing how best to respond to the kind words.  Donald disconnected before she decided that she should have said “you, too.”  She sighed and put the phone down.

      After a simple dinner of pork chops and vegetables, Fenella went into her bedroom to try to find something appropriate to wear to the pub.

      “I don’t want to look like I think it’s a date,” she told Mona.  “But I don’t want to look like I didn’t put any effort in, either.”

      Mona made a few suggestions, but Fenella didn’t like anything in either her own wardrobe or Mona’s.

      “You’re impossible to please tonight,” Mona said after a while.  “What’s bothering you?”

      “Nothing,” Fenella snapped.  She sighed.  “I’m sorry.  Talking to Jack is always annoying, and talking to Donald didn’t help.  He makes me feel awkward.  I never know what to say.  He’s so much more sophisticated than I am.”

      “You must never feel that way,” Mona told her sternly.  “He’s very smooth and can act the gentleman perfectly, but you mustn’t let him think you’re intimidated.  You’re my niece, after all.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I suppose that does give me some sort of cachet around here,” she admitted.  “At least in certain social circles.”

      “The fun circles, if not the best circles,” Mona told her.  “I did, of course, live far too scandalous a life for a certain section of island society to accept me, at least in my younger days.  By the time I hit eighty, though, just about everyone wanted to know me.  I became an institution, in spite of my racy reputation.”

      “I’m not sure I’d want to be an institution,” Fenella teased.

      Mona shrugged.  “It wasn’t like I had a choice,” she said.  “And it wasn’t a bad way to spend my later years, really.  I lived my entire life exactly the way I wanted to live it.  I think it just took the rest of the island until I reached my eighties to catch up to me.”

      “That I can believe,” Fenella said.

      Shelly knocked on her door as Fenella was combing her hair.

      “Are you ready?” she asked when Fenella opened the door.

      “Just let me find my handbag,” Fenella said.  She grabbed her bag and checked her lipstick in the mirror by the door.  “I’ll have to do,” she said, wondering for the twentieth time if her outfit was right.

      “You look nice,” Shelly told her.  “I like the lilac jumper.  You should wear more pastels.  They suit you.”

      “Thanks,” Fenella said.  “You look great, too.”  Shelly was wearing bright colors, as usual.  Tonight her top was a light cranberry with large blue polka dots.  The dots matched Shelly’s trousers and her shoes matched the top.  For Shelly the look was almost demure, but Fenella felt as if no one was going to even notice her next to her more flamboyant friend.

      “Is Peter coming?” Fenella asked as they rode the elevator down to the ground floor.

      “Maybe,” Shelly said with a frown.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Oh, nothing, really,” Shelly said.  “Peter said he might stop in later, after dinner, that’s all.”

      “And that’s a problem because?” Fenella asked.

      “Because Anne,” Shelly sighed.  “He’s having dinner with Anne.  He said he and Anne might stop at the pub later.  I simply don’t like the woman.”

      “I didn’t like her much either, but she’s been friends with Peter for many years,” Fenella pointed out.

      “But she’s after his money,” Shelly said as the pair walked out of the building and headed down the street.  “I’m certain of it.”

      When they walked into the pub a minute later, Shelly’s frown deepened.  Fenella looked at the bar and had to force herself to smile.  Peter and Anne were already sitting at the bar, and from the looks of it, they’d already had at least one round of drinks.  As she and Shelly crossed the room toward them, Anne finished her drink and waved to the bartender.

      “I need another,” she said loudly.

      “I’m still working on this one,” Peter said as the bartender gave him a questioning look.

      “Oh, dear, you really should try to keep up,” Anne told him.  “You don’t want me getting drunk on my own, do you?  Or maybe you do.”  She winked at him and then laughed loudly.

      Peter smiled tightly and shook his head.  “I think we’ve both probably had enough.  I should get you a taxi home.”

      “I thought I could just stay on your couch again,” Anne protested.  “It’s actually more comfortable than my bed, you know, and the views are incredible.”

      “Yes, well, I suppose, if you really want,” Peter said with little enthusiasm.

      “You’re the best,” Anne said, giving Peter a hug.  As she leaned over from her barstool, she nearly fell off of it.

      “How many have you had?” Shelly asked her pointedly.

      “Only two or three,” Anne said, shooting Shelly a nasty look.

      “It’s nice to see you here,” Fenella said to Peter.  “And you,” she added, glancing at Anne.

      “Yeah, likewise,” Anne said.  “It’s a nice little pub, isn’t it?”

      “It’s wonderful,” Shelly said.  She caught the bartender’s eye and he nodded.  He knew what both Fenella and Shelly wanted and he made their drinks quickly.

      “Thanks,” Shelly said as he handed her the glasses.

      “Hey, where’s mine?” Anne demanded.

      “I’m getting it now,” the man said.

      “So, what have you two been doing today?” Shelly asked Peter.

      “I accompanied Anne to the police station so that she could talk to Daniel Robinson about Kay,” Peter said solemnly.

      “Which is why I’m drinking so heavily tonight,” Anne said brightly.

      “I hope I didn’t make things too unpleasant for you,” Daniel said as he joined the group.

      “No, it’s just so hard, talking about Kay,” Anne said, blinking several times as if trying to repress tears.   Fenella stared at her, trying to work out whether the action was simply for effect or genuine.

      “I’m sure it wasn’t easy, but you did well,” Daniel said.  “And you’ve given me some new information to work with, which is wonderful.”

      “I’m glad I could help,” Anne said, licking her lips and smiling at Daniel.  “But I didn’t know you were going to be here tonight.  Do you come here often?”

      Daniel shrugged.  “It’s a nice pub with a great atmosphere,” he said.

      “Yes, and it seems to be getting better all the time,” Anne told him.

      Daniel flushed and then caught the bartender’s eye.  “Lager shandy,” he requested from the man.

      “Yes, sir,” the man said.

      “And don’t forget mine,” Anne called after him.

      A moment later, Daniel had his drink.  He turned to Fenella.  “I hope this isn’t rude, but I really need a few minutes of your time, privately,” he said to her.  “Can we get a table upstairs for a short while?”

      Fenella was surprised, but she simply nodded and then followed the man across the room to the winding stairs.  What could he possibly want to talk to her about privately?  Feeling guilty for everything she’d ever done wrong in her entire life, she climbed the stairs behind Daniel.  She knew that Shelly, Peter, and Anne were all watching them as they went.
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      Daniel led Fenella to a table in the back corner of the room.  She sat down and let her eyes run along the row of books on the shelf next to her.  Her hand itched to pull out a few of the more interesting titles so that she could read the back covers, but she forced herself to resist and focus on Daniel instead.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked as she watched the man sip his drink.

      “Nothing,” he said with a sigh.  “I just didn’t feel like talking to Anne anymore today.  I’m sorry I dragged you away from your friends.  I simply couldn’t think of any excuse to get away from her, short of leaving.”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella assured him.  “I didn’t really want to talk to her either.  She’s, well, she’s not my favorite person.”

      “Peter seems to like her.”

      “I’m not sure if he likes her or if he can’t work out how to get rid of her,” Fenella said.  “She seems to have latched onto him and I’m not sure he knows how to deal with her.”

      “He’ll work it out,” Daniel said.

      “Did she tell you the same thing she told us about Kay?” Fenella asked.

      “She did.  And we’re working on tracking down the man in question.  Anne only knew his first name, so that’s complicating things slightly.  I’ve no doubt we’ll find him eventually, though.”

      “Couldn’t Mel supply his name?”

      “He’s still denying that the man exists,” Daniel replied.  “At this point I’m not sure if Anne made up the entire story or if Kay never told Mel about her past.”

      “Or some combination of the two,” Fenella suggested.

      “Which is probably the most likely,” Daniel sighed.

      “At least you have some new information to investigate.”

      “Yes, and I’m hoping that Anne’s information will be the key to finding Kay.  Even if it isn’t, it’s a promising lead that was missed the first time around.  The head of CID is happy that my approach is working.”

      “That’s good news.”

      “Yes, now I just need a break in the Manderly murder,” Daniel told her.

      “You certainly have everyone talking about it again.  I still find it hard to imagine that someone knows something but has kept it a secret for such a long time.”

      “Anne never said anything about Kay’s former boyfriend before,” Daniel pointed out.  “She said she’s only talking about it now because she can’t imagine that it matters anymore.  She thought she was protecting Kay in the past, I gather.”

      “But murder is considerably more serious than just a missing person.  If I thought I knew something about a murder, I’d tell the police straight away.”

      “People keep secrets for many reasons.  In a case like this, where there’s so much money involved, there can be even more reasons.”

      “You think someone has been bribed to keep their mouth shut for all these years?”

      “Not necessarily bribed, exactly, but perhaps someone has a large financial incentive to keep quiet.  If you owned shares in a company that was providing you with a very generous income, you might choose to ignore any niggling suspicions you have about the man running the company, for example.”

      “So you think Sophia knows that Carl killed her husband, but she’s kept quiet because of the money?”

      “At this point I don’t think anything,” Daniel said quickly.  “That was just an example that happens to fit this case.  Remember, I haven’t questioned anyone other than Sophia.  I’ve not even met Carl.  I’m a long way from coming up with any theories about the case.”

      “After you’ve met them all, we can compare notes,” Fenella said.  “I didn’t really like any of them.”

      “Having read all of the notes from the original investigation, I doubt I’ll like any of them, either, but I don’t have to like them to get the job done.”

      They chatted for a while about the weather, Katie’s recovery, and American politics as Daniel finished his drink.

      “That’s my one for the night, maybe for the week,” he told Fenella as he got to his feet.  “Thank you for keeping me company while I drank it.”

      “I enjoy spending time with you,” Fenella said, blushing as the words came out of her mouth.  No doubt Mona would have said something witty and intelligent instead of blurting out her feelings.

      “Good,” Daniel said.  “We should do it again soon.”

      He walked Fenella back down to the bar where her friends were still sitting.  “Good night, everyone,” he said as he paused next to Shelly.

      “You aren’t leaving already,” Anne said.  “The fun is just getting started.”

      “I have to be at work early tomorrow,” Daniel told her.

      “Are you still trying to track down Liam?” Anne asked.  “I have this feeling that he moved to Australia or New Zealand.  Maybe it was Canada.  You should look those places.”

      “First I have to work out his surname,” Daniel said.  “I don’t suppose you have any idea?” he asked Peter.

      “Any idea about what?” Peter asked, shaking his head.  “I’m sorry, I wasn’t listening.”

      “According to Anne, Kay was involved with a man named Liam before she and Mel were married,” Daniel explained.  “I wondered if you’d ever met Liam and if you could recall his surname?”

      Peter shook his head.  “I didn’t see much of Kay in those days,” he said.  “We were all doing different things with our lives.  I do remember hearing that she was involved with someone from across, but I can’t even tell you for certain what year that was.  It might have been the same man, but it might not.”

      “He was from across,” Anne said.  “And he went back right quick when Kay started getting serious about him.”

      “But you don’t remember where they met or what he was doing on the island?” Daniel asked.

      “Kay was kind of secretive about him,” Anne said in a defensive tone.  “She didn’t want to talk about him when they were together, and then after he broke her heart, she really didn’t want to talk about him.”

      “And there isn’t anyone else that she might have confided in at the time?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “Maybe her mum,” Anne said with a shrug.  “She told her mum some things, but not everything.”

      “I may have to try talking with her, then,” Daniel said with a frown.

      “She won’t be able to help,” Anne said.  “I saw her the last time I was across and she didn’t have a clue who I was.  She doesn’t remember anything about the island and she seemed surprised when I told her that she had a daughter at all.”

      “How sad,” Shelly said.

      “Yeah.  At least she’s well looked after.  The place she’s staying is really posh and the staff was good with her.  I hope I get to go somewhere that nice when I get old,” Anne said.

      “I’d better get home,” Daniel said.  “Thank you for answering my questions.”

      “No problem,” Anne told him.  “I’m even half sober, as I can’t seem to get a drink at the moment.”  The last ten words were shouted toward the bartender, who waved and nodded at her.

      “One minute, love,” he said as he carried on making drinks for a large party that had only just arrived.

      “Another round, then?” Peter asked as Daniel walked away.

      “I suppose I could have one more,” Shelly said after a moment’s hesitation.

      “Go on, then,” Fenella said, not feeling especially eager to get back to her apartment.  Katie was fine,and when she was at home, she was beginning to feel like she should be working on her book.

      “Order something for me while I run to the loo,” Anne told Peter.  “Maybe the bartender won’t know it’s for me and I’ll actually get a drink this time.”

      She slid off her stool and walked in a more or less straight line toward the nearest restroom.  As she disappeared through the door, Peter sighed and then waved at the bartender.

      “Another round?” the man asked.

      “Yes, with a watered-down drink for my friend,” Peter told him.

      “Yes, sir,” the man said with a smile.  “I hope she isn’t too mad that I haven’t been serving her.  She seemed quite drunk when you came in.”

      “She was, but she’s better now,” Peter said.  “Just make this one half strength, please.”

      The man nodded before he walked away.

      “Are you okay?” Shelly asked Peter as he sighed again.

      “I’m fine,” the man replied.  “I’m just a little tired of entertaining Anne.”

      “So tell her to go home,” Shelly suggested.  “I’m sure we’ll all contribute towards taxi fare for her.”

      Peter laughed.  “I take it you don’t like her,” he said.

      “Not a bit,” Shelly said cheerfully.  “But I’ll be nice to her, since she’s your friend.”

      “I’ve known her since we were children,” Peter said.  “The first night it was nice to have a chance to catch up with her.  We’ve only seen each other very occasionally since we left school.  But she seems to be rather more fond of spending time with me than I am with her.”

      “She’s going to be moving in with you if you aren’t careful,” Shelly warned.  “She’s that type of woman.”

      “She’s on her way back,” Fenella whispered.

      “I’m back,” Anne said loudly as she approached.  “You’ll have to find someone else to talk about now.”

      “I need the loo,” Shelly said.  “Fenella, want to come with me?”

      Fenella nodded and followed the other woman across the room.  Inside the spacious restroom, Shelly sank down onto a couch in front of a row of mirrors.

      “We have to do something to help Peter get rid of Anne,” she told Fenella as she dug around in her handbag.

      “Peter’s an adult.  Surely he can work out how to get rid of her if he really wants to,” Fenella replied.

      “He’s too nice,” Shelly said.  She pulled out her lipstick and gave her lips a fresh coat of bright red shimmer.  “That’s how his second wife managed to break up his first marriage.  She took advantage of how nice he is, getting him to do little things for her here and there, and then seducing him at the first opportunity.  Once she’d taken him to bed, she only had to tell his wife about it and that was the end of that marriage.”

      “So Peter should have learned a lesson or two,” Fenella suggested after touching up her own lipstick.

      “He’s still too nice for his own good,” Shelly told her.  “He’ll let Anne sleep on his couch again tonight.  I wouldn’t be surprised if she managed to crawl into bed with him before morning, and once he’s slept with her, he’s old-fashioned enough to think that he should marry her.”

      “Maybe she’d make him happy,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly raised an eyebrow.  “I hardly think so,” she said.  “Did he look happy when we came in?”

      “No,” Fenella admitted.  “But I can’t imagine how we’ll get rid of her without being terribly rude ourselves.”

      “I don’t have a problem with being rude,” Shelly said.  “But maybe we can come up with something.  In the meantime, we’d better get back out there.”

      At the bar, Anne was sulking while Peter stared into his glass.

      “My goodness, what’s wrong?” Shelly asked as she and Fenella rejoined them.

      “My drink tastes watery, but Peter won’t complain,” Anne said loudly.

      “We should go somewhere else,” Shelly suggested.  “There’s a lovely little pub towards the south of the island that never waters down drinks.”

      Anne narrowed her eyes at Shelly.  “I’m happy here,” she said quickly.

      “I understand there are some nice pubs in Port Erin,” Shelly said.  “I was thinking about visiting one or two.  Which would you recommend?”

      “I don’t go out much,” Anne said.

      “Really?” Shelly questioned.

      “I work a lot of long hours,” Anne explained.  “If I want a drink, I usually just buy a bottle of wine from work and take it home with me.”

      “You don’t seem to be working long hours at the moment,” Shelly pointed out.

      “No, I took a few days off to deal with, well, having to talk about Kay again.  It’s brought up all sorts of emotions, and I don’t feel like I can handle work right now,” Anne said.

      “You’re lucky you can just take time off without notice like that,” Shelly said.

      “Yes, well, it hasn’t been easy, exactly,” Anne replied.  “But I have to do what’s best for me.”

      “Yes, of course,” Shelly murmured.

      “I’m ready to call it a night,” Fenella said after she’d drained her glass.  “Katie is probably ready for her bedtime snack, and I’m certainly ready for bed.”

      “Can we stay for one more?” Anne asked Peter.

      “I’d rather not,” he told her.

      “But you have wine at home, right?” she giggled.

      “Actually, I think you finished off the wine in my flat,” Peter said.

      “I have wine at home,” Shelly said.  “Why don’t you come back to my flat with me?  We can have a drink together and get to know one another better.”

      “Um, well, I mean, Peter, are you coming?” Anne asked.

      “I didn’t think I was invited,” Peter said with a laugh.  “Let’s all walk back together, and then you and Shelly can have a drink while I pop into Fenella’s to see how Katie is getting on.”

      Anne opened her mouth to argue, but she couldn’t seem to work out what to say.  After a minute, she joined the others as they got to their feet.  Outside the pub, she took Peter’s arm and whispered something in his ear.  He shook his head, which made her drop his arm and take a step backwards.

      “Oh, don’t let Peter upset you,” Shelly said, sliding her arm around Anne’s waist.  “He’s ever so staid and boring.  You and I should try going to the pub without him one night.  I’m sure we’d have a wonderful time.”

      Peter dropped back and fell into step with Fenella.  “What’s Shelly doing?” he hissed at her.

      “Killing her with kindness?” Fenella guessed.

      Peter laughed, which made Anne look back at them and frown.  When he noticed that Anne was watching, Peter took Fenella’s hand.  “Sorry,” he whispered.  “Or rather, I’m not sorry, as I quite like holding your hand, but I wouldn’t normally do so in public like this.  I’m just hoping to put Anne off a bit, that’s all.”

      Fenella nodded but didn’t reply.  If she was honest, she was enjoying holding Peter’s hand as well, but she didn’t want to get caught between Peter and Anne, no matter what Shelly thought.

      Shelly kept prattling on and on about nothing as the foursome rode the elevator to the sixth floor.  Anne looked uncertain as she was dragged out of the elevator car and down the corridor to Shelly’s door.

      “Come and get me in a few minutes,” she told Peter as Shelly pulled her through her apartment door.

      “Or just leave her there forever,” Fenella muttered.  She opened the door to her own apartment and switched on the lights.  Peter followed her, pushing the door shut behind him.

      “It’s lovely and quiet in here,” he said as he sank onto the couch.

      “If you don’t want the woman around, you should just tell her,” Fenella suggested.

      “I’ve known her since we were children,” Peter objected.  “I can’t be rude to her.  She’s very upset about Kay.  I’m trying to be supportive.”

      “Shelly reckons she’ll sneak into bed with you and try to seduce you,” Fenella said.

      “Honestly, I’m not sure you should be repeating what Shelly said,” Mona told her sharply.  Fenella ignored her.

      Peter nodded.  “That might have been her plan last night, actually,” he replied.  “I heard her trying my bedroom door in the middle of the night, but I’d locked it when I went to bed.”

      “Did you ask her about it this morning?”

      “Um, no, it was, well, it seemed awkward,” Peter said, blushing.  “I might have imagined it, anyway.”

      “But you probably didn’t,” Fenella said.  “At least you were smart enough to lock the door.”

      “Yes, I felt odd doing it, but I was grateful I had.”

      “You can’t let her keep staying with you.”

      “I was going to take her home tonight, but then she insisted on wine with dinner,” he said with a sigh.  “She said she needed a drink after her difficult session with the police and she begged me not to make her drink alone.  I gave in to stop her from crying.”

      “You are too nice,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe I could sleep here tonight,” he suggested.  “Although I’m not sure what excuse we could give Anne for that.”

      A knock on the door interrupted the conversation.  Fenella crossed to the door with Peter on her heels.

      “Okay, I’m done being nice to Shelly,” Anne said crossly.  “Let’s go to bed.”

      “Maybe I should just put you in a taxi,” Peter said hesitantly.

      “My house in Port Erin is awfully lonely,” Anne said, blinking several times and raising a hand to her eyes as if wiping away tears.  “Please, may I stay just one more night?”

      Peter glanced at Fenella and then smiled at Anne.  “Of course,” he said in a resigned tone.

      “You can make it up to me tomorrow, then,” Fenella said to Peter.  “I’ll make dinner.  You bring a nice bottle of wine.”

      Peter blinked at her.  As a confused look passed over his face, Fenella closed the distance between them.

      “This will have to keep you going until tomorrow,” she said in the sexiest voice she could manage.  She slid her arms around Peter and pulled him close.  She almost laughed when she saw him suddenly realize what she was doing.  He grinned just before his lips touched hers.

      The kiss was slightly less than magical, as Fenella was acutely aware of the woman standing in the doorway glaring angrily at her.  Peter didn’t seem bothered by Anne’s stare as he continued the kiss for a considerable length of time.  When he finally lifted his head, he winked at Fenella.

      “Remember exactly where we were,” he told her.  “We can pick up there tomorrow night.”

      “I will,” Fenella said, feeling slightly dazed and more than a little silly.

      Peter walked into the corridor and nodded at Anne, who followed him to his door.  She shot Fenella a nasty look as Peter let them into his apartment.  Shelly had been standing silently behind Anne throughout the entire exchange.  Now she burst out laughing.

      “That was some kiss,” she told Fenella.  “I swear I felt the temperature in here go up about ten degrees.”

      “I don’t know what I was thinking,” Fenella said, blushing brightly.  “He was telling me that he didn’t know how to get rid of her, and then there she was being nasty, and I just reacted.”

      “I don’t think Peter would mind if you reacted like that on a regular basis,” Shelly told her.  “I just hope you did enough to get rid of Anne.”

      “I do, too.  I’m not sure I could do that again.”

      Shelly laughed again and then headed back down the corridor.  “Have a good night,” she said.  “If you need to go shopping tomorrow, let me know.  I’m not sure what you’re cooking for Peter, but he’s going to be expecting something special.”

      She disappeared through her door before Fenella could reply.  “I can’t cook dinner for Peter tomorrow night,” Fenella said to herself as she pushed her door shut.

      “Of course you can,” Mona said.  “And you’re going to have to, after that performance.”

      “I was just trying to help,” Fenella said.  “It didn’t mean anything.”

      “Didn’t it?” Mona asked.  “You seemed to be enjoying it.”

      “He’s good at kissing,” Fenella admitted.  “But so is Daniel.  I’m not sure I’m ready to get involved with either of them.”

      “I’ve no doubt Peter will let you take things slowly, if you prefer,” Mona said.  “He’s a gentleman first and foremost.  But you do have to make him dinner tomorrow night.”

      “What can I make?”

      “What can you cook?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Jack and I were in something of a rut,” she said.  “He’s a fussy eater.  There were just a handful of things I made that he liked and I tended to rotate through them every week.”

      Mona yawned.  “And you stayed with him for ten years,” she said, shaking her head.  “It’s getting late.  Why don’t you get some sleep and worry about the menu tomorrow?  Maybe because of the short notice, you can cheat and buy something ready to heat and serve at the shops tomorrow.”

      “That’s a good idea,” Fenella said.  “Just the thought of having dinner with Peter makes me nervous.  I can’t imagine trying to cook something for him as well.”

      Mona sighed.  “Sometimes I wonder if we really are related,” she said.  “I used to prepare sumptuous multi-course meals for the men in my life.”

      “But what happened if you burned something?” Fenella asked.

      “Then we called out for pizza and laughed about it,” Mona told her.  “Or we would have, if it ever happened.”

      “Your life was so much more glamorous than mine,” Fenella said.

      “I made my life glamorous,” Mona told her.  “You can do the same with yours, if you want to.”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “I’m not sure I’m ready to be glamorous, at least not all the time.”

      Mona laughed.  “There is a certain amount of effort required,” she said.  “Although after a while it does become habit.  Still, I don’t know that you’re the type.  You’re more like your father.”

      “Is that meant to be an insult?” Fenella demanded.

      “Not at all,” Mona told her.  “Your father was a steady man who took good care of his wife and his children.  He just wasn’t terribly exciting, if you know what I mean.”

      “He managed to get my mother to marry him on very short acquaintance,” Fenella pointed out.

      “And I think that was the last spontaneous thing he ever did in his life,” Mona said dryly.

      “You might be right,” Fenella said with a laugh after a moment’s thought.  “Dad wasn’t the spontaneous type.  But I loved him dearly and I’m happy for people to think I’m like him in some ways.”

      “You’d be more fun if you were more like me,” Mona told her.

      Fenella just laughed again, and then refilled Katie’s bowls before heading to bed.  She fell asleep with menus running through her mind and woke up in the middle of a dream where a large chicken leg was chasing her through the grocery store shouting something about appropriate sauces and side dishes.

      “Ah, thank you,” Fenella said to Katie who was tapping her on the nose.  “I’d had more than enough of that dream for today.”

      “Yeeeoowww,” Katie replied.

      “But you jumped on the bed,” Fenella exclaimed.  “You must be feeling better.”

      “Merrowww,” Katie told her.

      Fenella followed the kitten into the kitchen and gave her some breakfast.  “But what am I going to do today?” she asked as she waited for her coffee to brew.

      “You need to buy food for tonight,” Mona reminded.  “And we need to sit down and talk about the cases.  I have some ideas about Christopher Manderly’s murder and an idea of how we can catch the killer.”

      “I’m not listening to any more of your plans to catch killers,” Fenella said quickly.  “We can talk about the cases if you really want to, but we’re just going to talk.”

      “Yes, dear,” Mona said.  “Maybe after your shower, before the shops open.”

      Fenella looked at the clock.  “Why do you always wake me at six?” she asked Katie.

      “Meerrroooowwwww,” Katie told her.

      “Because you’re hungry,” Fenella guessed.  “Maybe when you get a bit older, you’ll learn to wait until seven for your breakfast.”

      “I wouldn’t count on that,” Mona muttered.

      With a sigh, Fenella went and took a shower and got dressed.  The stores wouldn’t open for several more hours, so she made herself a large breakfast and then sat down to enjoy it.

      “Get some paper and a pen,” Mona said.  “We’ll make a list of suspects in each case and see what we can work out.”

      Fenella thought about arguing, but decided it was easier to indulge her aunt.  Mona sometimes complained about being bored.  If thinking about Daniel’s cold cases gave her something to do, Fenella supposed she ought to encourage it.  As much as she hated to admit it, Fenella really didn’t want the other woman to leave.

      “Okay,” she said once she was sitting down with her breakfast, paper, and a pen.  “Where do you want to start?”

      “Let’s start with Kay Belsom,” Mona suggested.  “What do you think of Anne’s story?”

      “I don’t know what to think,” Fenella admitted.  “Mel was adamant that she was lying, but the story seems plausible.”

      “I think it’s true,” Mona told her.  “And I think this Liam character is behind Kay’s disappearance.  Daniel should focus on finding him.”

      Fenella made a note and then drew a line across the page.  “Let’s call that one closed, then, at least until Daniel finds Liam.”

      “If he can’t find Liam, I don’t think he’ll ever work out what happened to Kay,” Mona said.  “But I’m still hoping for a happy ending.”

      “Happy for whom?  I mean, Mel isn’t going to be too happy if it turns out Kay ran away with another man, is he?”

      “At least he’ll know what happened to her,” Mona pointed out.  “He’s had a long time to get over her, anyway.”

      Fenella swallowed a bite of breakfast and then looked at her aunt.  “Do you really want to talk about Christopher Manderly?” she asked.

      “Absolutely,” Mona said.  “His case is much more interesting than Kay’s disappearance.  The suspects are fascinating.”

      “Should I start the list with Sophia, then?”

      “Oh, yes, definitely,” Mona said with relish.  “I never liked her.”

      “I sort of got that,” Fenella muttered as she made notes.

      “She doesn’t have an alibi and she had plenty of motive, I’m sure of it,” Mona said.  “Christopher was probably threatening to leave her or something.  I’m sure he had another woman.”

      “Who?”

      “Oh, anyone,” Mona said.  “What difference does it make?”

      “Maybe he was killed by a jealous husband,” Fenella suggested.

      “I doubt it.  Their little group always had a rather flexible approach to marriage and monogamy.”

      “What if he was seeing someone from outside the group?”

      “Again, I doubt it.  They all socialized together all the time.  I don’t know where he would have met anyone else.  He wasn’t the type to start an affair with one of their cleaners or someone he’d met casually.”

      Fenella was quiet as she made a list of names.  “So, here’s the list so far,” she said.  “Sophia, Carl, Herman, Douglas and Roger.  Am I missing anyone?”

      “Jennifer should be on the list,” Mona said.  “She and Herman were already a couple when Christopher died.”

      “Were they?”

      “Yes, although I believe they’d only just started seeing one another.  At the time I thought Jennifer was just another distraction, as I was sure Herman was having an affair with Sophia, but he married Jennifer, so she must have been more than that.”

      “I think he cheats on her, though.”

      “Yes, he probably does.  I wonder if she cheats?”

      “Who would she cheat with?”

      “Carl?  Douglas?  It’s hard to say,” Mona replied.  “Or maybe they all slept together back in the day and now they all look for their diversions with people outside their circle.”

      “That would fit with Herman flirting with me,” Fenella said.

      “From the way you described it, I don’t think he was flirting so much as propositioning you,” Mona told her.  “But Herman never was very subtle.”

      Fenella finished her breakfast and loaded the dishes into the dishwasher.  It was getting full, so she added some soap and set it running.

      “I’m going to go into town and do some shopping,” she said to Mona.  “I don’t think we’re getting anywhere with the case, and I do need food for tonight, just in case Peter does come over.”

      “Why wouldn’t he?”

      “He must have known I was just trying to help him get away from Anne,” Fenella explained.  “The more I think about it, the less likely it seems that he’ll come over for dinner.”

      “After that kiss?  He’ll be here,” Mona predicted.  “And you’ll want to make something that will impress him.”

      “Like what?”

      Mona thought for a moment and then gave Fenella a number of suggestions.  Some of the ideas were for things that Fenella could easily buy already prepared to go into the oven.  Some were more complicated.  Fenella found another sheet of paper and made herself a shopping list.

      “I think chicken Kiev with mashed potatoes and vegetables sounds good,” she told Mona.  “If I really can get everything already prepared and just needing to be heated, I’ll be in good shape if Peter comes over.”

      “I keep telling you, this isn’t like America.  We don’t have frozen dinners; we have ready meals.  All the work is done, but the food hasn’t been cooked yet.  You put it in the oven or microwave and cook it yourself.”

      “I’ve tried a few things,” Fenella said.  “But I wasn’t sure about the quality of any one brand over another.”

      Mona told her where to go to get what she wanted.  “You can read the ingredients list yourself.  There won’t be anything in there that you wouldn’t cook with yourself.”

      “Okay, I’m off to do the shopping,” Fenella said.  “Wish me luck.”
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      It was still early, and Fenella almost felt as if she had the stores to herself.  She started in the bookstore, finding a few new mysteries to fill her time with, before she wandered around the rest of the city center, looking in shop windows and studying the goods for sale.  A pair of black shoes almost tempted her into one of the many shoes stores along the street, but she talked herself out of them without even trying them on.  It was nearly noon when she headed for the large department store on one corner.  Mona had assured her the food hall there would have everything she needed for the evening’s meal.

      “Fenella?  What a surprise,” Daniel’s voice came from behind her.

      She turned around and smiled brightly at the man.  “I do only live around the corner,” she pointed out to the man after she’d given him a quick hug.  “But what brings you into town?”

      “I had a meeting at the promenade station this morning,” he explained.  “I was just going to grab some lunch before I head back to the office.  I’m only getting a sandwich.  Would you like to join me?”

      “Sure,” Fenella said.  She followed the man through the now busy streets to a small alley.  He led her into a tiny sandwich shop that was packed with customers.

      “Their sandwiches are good and the service is quick,” Daniel told her.  “Which suits me most days.”

      Fenella nodded and read down the menu.  Her mouth was watering by the time she’d made up her mind.  As the line of customers was long, she had plenty of time to consider her choices.  Once the food was ordered, it only took the trio behind the counter a few minutes to put everything together.  Fenella and Daniel were back out on the street with bags full of food a short time later.

      “Let’s go and eat on the promenade,” Daniel suggested.  “I love to watch the water.”

      “I’m spoiled, having the view I have from my apartment,” Fenella said.  “But it feels different when you’re actually sitting outside and hearing the waves.”

      They settled on a bench only a few steps away from the shops and dug into their lunches.  Daniel was right; the sandwiches were delicious.  Fenella was surprised to discover how hungry she was after her large breakfast.  The meal seemed to disappear in no time.

      “I’m going to have to go there again soon,” she told Daniel.

      “You’re close by, at least,” he said.  “I only get there when I have meetings down here.  Did Anne say anything else about Kay or the case after I left?” he asked.

      “No, she complained about her drink being watered down, and then we all went back to the apartment building and Shelly dragged her away for a drink before she went off with Peter.”

      “Shelly dragged her off for a drink?  I thought Shelly didn’t like her.”

      “She doesn’t.  I think she was trying to discourage the woman or something, but Anne didn’t stay at Shelly’s for long.”

      “I’m sure Peter can look after himself,” Daniel said.  “There’s no need for you and Shelly to get involved.”

      Fenella flushed and looked out at the sea.  She felt stupidly guilty for having kissed Peter, even though she’d only done it to try to help him.  Anyway, she and Daniel were just friends.  It wasn’t like Daniel was her boyfriend or anything.  She wasn’t even sure he was interested in her in a romantic way.  Maybe he was just lonely.   He probably didn’t have many friends on the island yet.

      “I’d better get back to work,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “It was lovely seeing you, though.”

      “This was fun,” Fenella said, trying to sound offhand and not as if she was spending all of her spare time thinking about the man.

      “We should do it again, soon,” Daniel told her.  He stared at her for a moment and then leaned over and kissed her very gently on the lips.  “We should see each other more often,” he added before he got up and walked away, leaving Fenella staring after him.

      When she couldn’t see him anymore, she turned back to the sea, looking at it as if hoping it might be able to answer some of the questions that were racing through her head.

      “He’s a cop, you know,” a voice said.

      Fenella jumped and turned to stare at the man who’d dropped onto the bench next to her.  “Wha, er, pardon?” she asked.

      “The man you just ate lunch with, he’s a cop,” the man repeated.

      “Oh, yes, I mean, I know,” Fenella said, feeling flustered.  The man looked old to Fenella, maybe seventy or older, with stringy grey hair and puffy eyes that didn’t seem to want to focus on her.  His clothes were old and worn, but they were clean, and Fenella could see places where seams had been repaired.  He blinked at her for a minute and then nodded.

      “I thought you knew,” he said.  “You look like a respectable woman, really.  But as he’s new to the island, I wanted to make sure.  You don’t sound like you’re a Manxie, either.”

      “I was born here, but I grew up in the US,” Fenella explained, trying to work out how to get away from the man.

      “Oh, aye.  I was born here and I’ve never left, well, aside from a few stints in rehab across.”  He glanced around and then leaned in closer to her.  “It never works, rehab, but it fills the time,” he said in a loud whisper.

      “Yes, well, maybe you should try it again,” Fenella said.  Up close she could smell alcohol on his breath, but she wasn’t sure if he’d already been drinking today or if it was simply left over from the previous evening.

      “I might just,” he told her.  “It’s a safe place, anyway, while the police are poking around again.  It’s not like I have anything to hide, but I know things that I shouldn’t, and sometimes it’s hard to remember which lie I told when.”

      Fenella frowned.  “You shouldn’t lie to the police,” she said sternly.

      “Aye, but I had to, really,” the man said.  “I couldn’t tell them the whole story.  Too many people were involved, people that I didn’t want to hurt.  It was all so much more complicated, or it seemed like it was.  Sometimes I’m not even sure I remember what happened exactly.”

      “Maybe you should just tell the police the whole story and let them work it out,” Fenella said.  She glanced around, just to make sure she wasn’t alone with the strange man.  There were a handful of people walking along the promenade, which reassured her.

      “I probably should,” the man said thoughtfully.  “I’ll have to ask Sophia what she thinks.”

      The familiar name stopped Fenella as she was starting to stand up.  “Sophia?” she echoed.

      “Pardon?”

      “You said Sophia.  Who did you mean?” Fenella asked.

      The man shook his head.  “I can’t talk about Sophia,” he told her.  “Otherwise she’ll cut me off.”

      “Cut you off?”

      “Shhhhh,” he hissed.  “It doesn’t matter.”

      “Who are you?” Fenella demanded.

      “Oh, I should have introduced myself, shouldn’t I?  I am Roger Starr.  I was going to be a star once, too.  I thought I was going to make myself a fortune, but I just couldn’t stay away from gin.  Gin ruined my life.  Well, that and vodka.  And rum.”  He burst out laughing, causing several heads to turn toward him and Fenella.

      Feeling very much as if she’d rather be anywhere else but there, Fenella forced herself to smile at the man.  “It’s nice to meet you,” she lied.

      “Oh, you mustn’t lie to me,” the man said, shaking his head.  “You’re busy trying to find an excuse to walk away, but you’re too polite to just do it.  I know no one really wants to talk to me.  I’m just an old drunk who should have died a long time ago, really.  I would have, if I didn’t have people looking after me.”

      He glanced up and down the promenade and then leaned in close to Fenella again.  “They think I know something,” he said with a wink.  “The real secret is that I don’t.”  He laughed loudly again and then leaned back on the bench.

      “You should be careful,” Fenella said.  “Maybe you should talk to the police.”

      “I did,” Roger said.  “But the police never offered to keep my house cleaned and tidied and keep my cupboards full of food and drink.  I’m better off with my friends, don’t you think?”

      “Who pays for all of that, then?” Fenella asked.

      Roger shrugged.  “It’s all anonnymoose,” he said.

      “Anon…, oh, anonymous, I see.”

      “I told Sophia all those years ago that I saw something that night.  Ever since then, I’ve been taken care of really well.”  He looked around again.  “I told her that I’d written down what I saw in an envelope and hidden it.  If anything bad happens to me, the police will find it.  That was smart, wasn’t it?”

      “You’re in terrible danger,” Fenella told him.  “You really should tell the police what you saw.”

      “But that’s just it,” the man laughed.  “I didn’t see anything.  I wasn’t even there when Christopher died.  Sophia must have mentioned what I said to the killer, though, and he or she has been looking after me ever since.”

      “Who do you think killed Christopher?” Fenella asked.

      Roger shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It had to be one of them, either Sophia or Carl or Herman, I suppose.  Or maybe that bloke that hated Christopher in school.  He came in the office one day and got into a screaming row with Christopher.”

      “Douglas Richards?”

      “Yeah, him.  How did you know that?” he man asked, suddenly suspicious.

      “The whole case was in the local paper the other day,” Fenella told him.  “The police are starting a new investigation into the murder.”

      “Yeah, that’s the problem.  That’s why I was thinking maybe it’s time for me to try rehab again.  I’d feel safer somewhere else, maybe.”

      “You should call Inspector Robinson and tell him everything you’ve told me,” Fenella urged him.  “Why don’t I call him right now and you can talk to him today?”

      “The police?  I’m not sure about talking to the police,” he said.  “I’ve been avoiding them for thirty years.”

      “But they should know that you’re being looked after,” Fenella said.  “Maybe they can work out who’s paying your bills.  Maybe that person is the murderer.”

      “Aye, but if that person goes to prison, what will happen to me?”

      “Surely you want to see the killer behind bars?”

      “Maybe it was just an accident,” Roger said.  “Anyway, it’s been interesting talking to you.  I need to go.”

      He got up and shuffled away, glancing back a few times as if checking to make sure that Fenella wasn’t following him.  As soon as he was out of sight, Fenella pulled out her phone and called Daniel.

      “How come you always seem to stumble into the middle of these things?” Daniel demanded when she’d finished talking.

      “I was just sitting on a bench watching the world go by,” Fenella protested.  “I haven’t moved since you left.”

      “Which way did Roger go?”

      Fenella told him and could hear him giving instructions to someone else.  After a moment, he was back with her.  “Okay, we’re going to have him picked up and brought in for questioning.  If he has been blackmailing Christopher’s killer for the last thirty years, we’ll probably keep him in protective custody for a few days as well.”

      “I tried to warn him,” Fenella said.

      Feeling as if the day had gone somehow out of control, she walked slowly back to the department store and found the things she needed for her dinner with Peter.  “He probably isn’t even going to show up,” she muttered to herself as she slid her credit card into the payment terminal.

      “Pardon?” the sales clerk asked, snapping her gum.

      “Sorry, just talking to myself,” Fenella replied.

      “Right, well, thanks for shopping with us,” she answered in a bored voice.

      Fenella carried her shopping back to her apartment and put everything into the refrigerator.  She still had a couple of hours to fill before she needed to worry about dinner.  The time flew past quickly as she worked on her research.  Some days she couldn’t get interested, but today she felt inspired as she took extensive notes on Anne’s early life.  These notes would help fill the first several chapters of her book when she finally got around to writing it.

      At six she put the oven on to preheat, wondering if Peter was going to come over or not.  When she slid all of the various dishes into the oven a few minutes later, she’d decided that she’d enjoy her feast, with or without her handsome neighbor.  She’d only just shut the oven when someone knocked on her door.

      “My dear, I wasn’t certain if the dinner invitation was genuine or not, but I decided to treat it as if it were,” Peter said with a small bow.

      Fenella smiled.  “Of course it was genuine,” she said.  “I’ve just put everything in the oven.  I bought everything ready-made.  I’m just hoping it tastes as good as it looked on the boxes.”

      Peter laughed.  “I’m sure it will be delicious,” he said.  “And if it isn’t, well, I know the wine is a good one.”

      He handed Fenella a bottle of wine as she stepped back to let him into the apartment.

      “I know nothing about wine,” she told him.  “But the label is pretty.  Come on into the kitchen and I’ll open this.”

      Katie wandered out of the bedroom and stared at Peter for a moment.  “Merrew?” she said eventually.

      “Good evening, young Katie,” Peter said.  “And how are you this fine evening?”

      “Meerow, meowww, meerrreeeeewwww,” Katie replied.

      “Really?  I do believe the poor little thing is hungry,” Peter told Fenella.

      “The poor little thing just had her dinner about two minutes ago,” Fenella replied.  “She’s just whining.”

      Peter laughed and sat down at the counter while Fenella pulled down wine glasses.  As soon as he was comfortable, Katie jumped up into his lap.

      “Put her on the floor if you want to,” Fenella told him.

      “Oh, no, she’s fine,” he insisted.  He poured the wine before he began to pet the little kitten.

      “I’m sorry to ask, but I have to know, did Anne try your bedroom door again last night?” Fenella asked after they’d chatted about the weather and local news.

      “She did,” Peter replied.  “And when she found it was locked, she knocked and called my name.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I opened the door and asked her what she wanted.”

      Fenella blushed.  “I shouldn’t be prying,” she said, almost afraid to hear what had happened next.

      “It’s fine,” Peter assured her.  “Whatever she had planned, I’m sure she was disappointed.  She told me she’d had a bad dream and couldn’t sleep, and I showed her how to work the telly remote so she could watch some telly until she got tired enough to go back to bed.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t think that was what she was hoping for.”

      “No, it clearly wasn’t, but she didn’t argue.  I took her home this morning right after breakfast.  She tried to get me to commit to having dinner with her again soon, but I, well, I…” he blushed and took a drink of wine.

      “You what?” Fenella asked.

      “I told her that you and I were a couple and that you weren’t happy about my spending so much time with her,” he said, looking embarrassed.  “I didn’t know what else to do.”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella said.  “Especially after my performance last night.”

      Peter chuckled.  “I quite enjoyed your performance last night,” he said softly.

      Fenella blushed and took a sip of wine before she could say something stupid.

      “This is more like it,” Mona said from the living room.  “I’ll just disappear for the night in case things get romantic.”

      Only just managing to not reply to Mona, Fenella washed her thoughts down with another sip of her drink.  The oven timer buzzed as she put the glass back on the table.

      The food was every bit as delicious as Mona had promised, and Fenella made a mental note to buy the same sort of meals more often.  She’d bought a small tray of chocolate brownies from the store as well and she served them with vanilla ice cream as dessert.

      “Wonderful,” Peter said as he pushed his empty dessert plate away.  “Everything was wonderful.  We should do this more often.”

      “Yes, we should,” Fenella agreed.

      “Perhaps we should invite Shelly next time,” he added.  “I don’t want her to feel left out.”

      “No, of course not,” Fenella said, feeling disappointed.  Cleary Mona was worried about nothing.  Peter just wanted to be friends.

      They finished the last of the wine with a casual conversation about nothing much.  When Peter finally emptied his glass, he smiled at Fenella.  “I suppose I should go,” he said.  “You have a driving lesson in the morning, I believe.”

      “Oh, goodness,” Fenella exclaimed.  “I’d completely forgotten about that.”

      “I saw Mel earlier today and he mentioned it,” Peter said.  “He said you’re doing really well.”

      “I’m not sure I’d agree, but he was kind to tell you that, anyway,” Fenella replied.  She walked the man to the door and stood, feeling awkward as he said his goodbyes.

      “Dinner was lovely, and I don’t think I ever thanked you for rescuing me from Anne, either.  Thank you,” he said.

      “You’re welcome,” Fenella replied.  “I was happy to do it, really.”

      “Does that mean you didn’t like Anne any more than Shelly did?”

      “I didn’t really get to know her, but what I did see of her wasn’t terribly likeable,” Fenella said.  “And Shelly and I both wondered about her intentions.”

      Peter nodded.  “I will say that she seemed less interested in me after I told her that my two divorces were financially crippling.  I’d like to think that I’m still irresistible to women, but I’m old enough to know better.”

      “You’re charming and kind and handsome,” Fenella said.  “I know there are plenty of women out there who would love to spend time with you.”

      “Does that include you?” he asked, staring into her eyes for a moment.

      Fenella only had time to nod before he kissed her.  With no audience this time, she let herself get lost in the rush of emotions that swelled up inside her.  When he finally raised his head, he gave her a gentle smile.

      “That was nice,” he said.  “Let’s add that to the list of things we should do more of.”

      “Okay,” Fenella said softly.

      He gave her another kiss, this one soft and gentle, and then let himself out of the apartment.  Fenella felt as if she were stuck in place, still recovering from the kiss, as the door shut behind him.

      “Honestly, I’d like to see you safely married off to someone, but that’s not going to happen if you keep behaving like that,” Mona complained.

      “I thought you’d gone for the night,” Fenella said.

      “I stopped back to check that things were going well.  You can imagine my surprise when I saw that Peter was leaving.”

      “We’re taking things slowly,” Fenella told her aunt.

      “Slowly is fine, but, oh, never mind,” Mona sighed.

      “Besides, what makes you think I want to get married?” Fenella demanded.

      “It’s the proper thing to do,” Mona said.  “And I think being married would suit you.  Anyway, it would probably get Jack off your back, finally.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m not worried about Jack,” she said.  “He’ll never work out what he needs to do to get a passport, so I’m safe from him.”

      “I hope you’re right, although I do think I’d like to meet the man,” Mona said.  “If he ever does come to visit, you have to promise me that you’ll have your big confrontation here, in my flat.”

      “Let’s worry about that if it ever happens,” Fenella suggested.  “For now, I need some sleep.”

      Katie was already curled up in the exact center of the bed, and it didn’t take Fenella long to join her.  After her busy day, she managed to fall asleep without taking time to worry about her driving lesson in the morning.

      “Don’t get in,” Mel said to her as she opened the passenger door to his car the next morning.  “You’re driving,” he added as she looked at him in confusion.

      He climbed out of the driver’s seat and into the passenger side.  Fenella reluctantly walked around and slid behind the steering wheel.  She checked her mirrors, signaled her intentions and moved out into the street.

      “At the roundabout, take the first exit,” Mel told her.

      For the next forty minutes, Fenella drove all around Douglas, negotiating roundabouts and traffic lights and starting to feel as if she might just be able to manage driving on the island after all.  Mel finally had her stop in a quiet neighborhood not far from where Daniel lived.

      “Let’s take a two-minute break,” Mel said.  “I think you’ve earned it.”

      Fenella put the car into park and switched off the engine with a sigh.  “I’m going to stretch my legs,” she told the man.  He nodded, and when she’d climbed out of the car, followed suit.

      “I understand you’ve been spending a lot of time with Anne Maxwell,” Mel said, seemingly offhand.

      “I wouldn’t say that,” Fenella replied.  “She was at the pub with Peter the other night when I was there, but we didn’t spend much time together.”

      “She’s told the police her story about Kay and some bloke she was seeing before me,” Mel said.  “I’m not very happy with Anne right now.”

      “I can understand that,” Fenella said.  “She really should have told the police about the other man thirty years ago.  Maybe the police could have found Kay somehow.”

      “It isn’t true,” Mel said softly.  “Kay wouldn’t have left me for another man.  We were happy together.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said.

      “I wish the police would just drop the whole thing,” Mel said.  “There’s no need to drag it all back up now.  All it’s doing is upsetting me and Anne and, well, everyone.”

      “Inspector Robinson is just trying to do his job,” Fenella said.  “Reinvestigating cold cases is one of his responsibilities.”

      “He should focus on Christopher Manderly,” Mel said.  “That case should have been solved a long time ago.  Too much money changed hands and too much was kept quiet, that’s for sure.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “It was easier in those days to buy your way out of trouble,” Mel said.  “The police could be persuaded to lose evidence or wrap up an investigation if enough money changed hands.”

      “You think someone bribed their way out of a murder charge?”

      “I think someone bribed the police to simply drop the entire investigation,” Mel said.  “I don’t think the police were anywhere near working out who’d done it, so they were probably happy to let the whole thing slide.”

      “Well, Inspector Robinson isn’t bribable,” Fenella said.

      “It wasn’t just about money,” Mel said.  “The Manderlys had a certain social position on the island.  They still do, for that matter.  No one wanted to see any of them charged with murder.”

      “But surely no one wanted to see one of them get away with murder, either,” Fenella argued.

      Mel shrugged.  “It wasn’t anything to do with any of us,” he said.  “I always assumed that Christopher was killed by an angry husband.  They all slept around on one another.  I never thought anyone else was in any danger from whoever killed Christopher Manderly.”

      “But whoever it was still shouldn’t have been able to get away with murder,” Fenella insisted.

      “And maybe they won’t yet,” Mel said.  “Maybe your Inspector Robinson will find out who killed him after all these years.”

      “I hope so,” Fenella said.

      “Let’s get back on the road,” Mel suggested.  “We’ll do a few maneuvers and then head for home.”

      Fenella found it difficult to focus for the next several minutes as she tried to turn the car around in the road, parallel park, and reverse around a corner.  She could tell that Mel was losing patience with her as she tried to park and hit the curb.

      “That’s probably enough for today,” he said.  “Turn left at the end of the road.”

      Fenella followed his directions back to the promenade.  She was relieved when she could finally pull the car to a stop in front of her building.

      “At least you don’t have to worry about reverse parking here,” he said as she stopped in the no parking zone.

      “I don’t plan on reverse parking ever again after my driving test,” she said.

      “You may find you don’t have much choice,” Mel told her.  “There are lots of places on the island where that’s the only option.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Maybe I just won’t visit those places,” she said grumpily.

      Mel laughed.  “Let’s do this again on Friday,” he said.  “We’ll start with maneuvers, so you can do them when you’re fresh.”

      “Okay, great,” Fenella muttered.  She climbed out of the car and headed inside.  She’d only gone a few steps when Mel called her name.

      “You’re doing really well,” he told her when she turned around.  “Stop being so hard on yourself.  You’re going to be driving in no time.”

      Fenella forced herself to smile at the man, but she still felt miserable.  After all her years of driving, this shouldn’t be this difficult, she thought as she rode the lift to her floor.  Katie made a huge racket as Fenella walked into the apartment.

      “Ready for your lunch?” she asked the kitten.

      “Meeeewwwww,” Katie said.

      In the kitchen, Fenella made lunch for both Katie and herself.

      “You don’t look happy,” Mona said, when she appeared while Fenella was nibbling listlessly at a sandwich.

      “I’m just frustrated,” Fenella admitted.  “I thought driving over here would be easy, but it isn’t.  I’m doing okay on the going forward part, as long as I have Mel to tell me which lane to be in and when to get on and off the roundabouts, but all this reversing and parking is hard work.  I don’t remember it being this difficult when I learned to drive the first time.”

      “You only have to do it well enough to get through the test,” Mona told her.  “Then you can forget it all again.”

      “Mel said there are lots of places on the island where you have to parallel park,” Fenella said.

      “There are some,” Mona told her.  “But there are usually other options.  Don’t worry about that for now.  Surely you have enough other things to worry about?”

      “Like what?” Fenella asked.

      “Like who killed Christopher Manderly,” Mona said.  “You don’t seem to be doing anything to help poor Daniel solve the case.”

      “Mel told me that the killer probably paid the police to lose evidence and drop the investigation,” Fenella told her.

      “I don’t agree,” Mona said.  “I was friends with the Chief Constable at the time, and there was no way he could have been bribed.  If he suspected that any of his men were behaving in such a fashion, he would have been rid of them immediately as well.  I know whenever the very wealthy are involved in anything like this it’s popular for people to think that they’ve purchased their way out of prosecution, but I don’t think that happened in this case.”

      “If it was possible, which of the suspects had enough money to buy their way out of trouble?” Fenella asked.

      “I’ve no idea what it would cost to buy a police inspector,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “Sophia inherited a fortune, and she might have used her other questionable charms as well if she needed something suppressed.”

      “You didn’t like Sophia, did you?” Fenella asked with a grin.

      “Carl took over the business,” Mona continued, ignoring Fenella’s remark.  “So he had plenty of money.  Herman wasn’t as wealthy in those days as he is now, but his parents had money, so he probably had access to funds.  Douglas and Roger were the only two suspects who would have struggled in those days, I think, assuming a police inspector was for sale.”

      “Although Douglas is quite well-off now,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, which is interesting as well,” Mona replied.

      “Why?”

      A knock on the door interrupted Mona’s reply.

      “Daniel?  What brings you here?” Fenella asked, pleasantly surprised to find the man on her doorstep.

      “Can I come in?” he asked.

      “Of course,” Fenella stepped back and let the man into the room before shutting the door behind him.  “What’s wrong?” she asked as she studied the grim expression on his face.

      “Let’s sit down,” he suggested.

      Mona had hastily moved to a chair near the windows when Daniel arrived.  Fenella and her guest sat down together on the couch.  Katie jumped up into his lap as soon as Daniel was seated.

      “Something bad has happened,” Fenella guessed.

      “An anonymous caller rang the station about an hour ago,” Daniel said in a flat tone.  “They’d seen something floating in Douglas Bay.”

      Fenella put her hand to her mouth.  “I don’t think I want to hear the rest,” she said softly.

      “The constable on duty rang for backup after he arrived on the scene.  The man we pulled from the bay had been dead for some time.”

      Fenella gasped and then swallowed hard.  “Why are you telling me this?” she asked.  “Who’s dead?”

      “The body has been identified as Roger Starr,” Daniel told her.  “And as far as I know, you’re the last person he spoke to before he died.”
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      Tears sprang into Fenella’s eyes as she closed them tightly and tried to think.  She’d barely spoken to the man, but she was still upset to hear that he was dead.

      “Was he murdered?” she asked.

      “We don’t know yet,” Daniel told her.  “He may have simply lost his footing and slipped into the water.  I suspect that he was drunk, maybe very drunk.”

      “He wasn’t all that bad when I spoke to him,” Fenella said.  “He was making sense, at least some of the time.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I’ve already spoken to a few people who knew him.  They told me that Roger usually got up around eleven.  On a typical day, he’d wander into Douglas and sit in the sun somewhere for a few hours before heading home.  Once he got home, he’d start drinking, and he’d drink until he either passed out or ran out of alcohol.  I think you saw him at his best, although that might not be the most accurate term.”

      “If he usually went home to drink and just stayed there, when did he fall into the water?”

      “That’s one of the questions we’re trying to answer,” Daniel said.

      Fenella sighed deeply and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.  “Do you think he was murdered?” she asked.

      “I don’t have enough information yet to answer that,” Daniel said.

      “Oh, stop being so careful and by the book,” Fenella snapped.  “You’ve been a police inspector long enough to have a gut feeling about this, even if you aren’t sure.  You know I’m not going to repeat anything you tell me, but what do you really think happened to the poor man?”

      Daniel frowned.  “I understand that you’re upset,” he said.  “I wish I had answers for you.”  He put his hand on top of hers, but Fenella pulled hers away and stomped off to the bathroom for a box of tissues.  She stood in the master bedroom and had a short cry before she rejoined the man.  As she walked back into the room, Katie jumped off his lap and ran over to her.

      “Meerroowww?” she asked.

      “I’m fine,” Fenella assured her.  She picked the kitten up and gave her a hug.  That seemed to reassure the animal, who immediately began to squirm in Fenella’s arms.  When she was set back on the floor, Katie looked over at Daniel and then deliberately turned away from him and stalked off into the kitchen.

      “She’s mad at me, too,” Daniel said with a sigh.

      “I’m not mad at you, exactly,” Fenella said.  “I’m just frustrated.  I know you aren’t meant to talk about active investigations and all of that, but I didn’t ask you to.  I just want to know what you really think.”

      “I really think Roger was murdered,” Daniel said softly.  “And I’m going to do everything I can to prove that, and to find his killer.”

      Fenella felt fresh tears welling up in her eyes, but she blinked them away impatiently.  “He said he’d told Sophia that he’d left a note with what he’d seen for the police to find after his death,” she said.  “I don’t suppose you found anything?”

      “It’s going to take a while to go through his house,” Daniel told her.  “While most of it is fairly tidy and clean, his bedroom is stacked full of boxes and piles of papers.  I don’t know how long it’s going to take to go through everything, but I left two very unhappy constables there when I came here.”

      “I’m surprised the killer didn’t go looking,” Fenella said.

      “He or she may have,” Daniel told her.  “There were no signs of a break-in, but as I understand it, he rarely locked his door.  As I said, most of the house was fairly tidy, but if someone was careful, they could have searched it easily.  The bedroom is such a mess that I can’t tell you if it was searched or not.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “He also said he hadn’t actually seen anything, so maybe there isn’t any letter to find.”

      “Also a possibility,” Daniel said.

      “Did you find him yesterday after I called you?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “The constable on duty in Douglas had a look around for him, but didn’t find him in any of his usual places.  I had someone check his house three or four times last night, but he was never home.  I didn’t think it was urgent, but I should have tried a lot harder.”

      “You can’t blame yourself,” Fenella said, hearing the frustration in the man’s tone.  “He probably didn’t know anything, anyway.”

      “He must have known who was buying his food and supplying him with alcohol,” Daniel said.  “Someone was also paying for a cleaning service that came in once a week.”

      “That’s odd,” Fenella said.  “I suppose I can see keeping him in food and drink, but a cleaning service?”

      “We’re checking into it,” Daniel said.  “Someone was paying the bill.  I can’t believe they’ve been paying in cash for the last thirty years.”

      “The cleaners didn’t clean his bedroom?”

      Daniel hesitated and then nodded.  “They had strict instructions to stay out of his bedroom,” he said.  “I’ve spoken to the woman who has cleaned his house for about ten years now.  She said that when she started she did the whole house.  In the last few years, though, Roger had become increasingly secretive.  He moved a lot of his personal possessions into the bedroom and told her not to go in there.”

      “But she doesn’t know who was paying the bill?”

      “No.  The company that employs her is actually owned by a company in Manchester.  Someone there is meant to be going through the records to see who has been paying for that particular account.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I tried to warn him,” she said.  “I told him he should go to the police.”

      “And I tried to find him,” Daniel said.  “There’s no point in either of us feeling guilty.”

      “I know, but I still do,” Fenella said.  “I should have followed him and called you as I walked, or something.”

      “I doubt it would have made any difference.  I doubt he would have answered my questions, and I couldn’t have held him for long.  If the killer was determined to kill him, he or she would have just waited until Roger was out.”

      “But maybe Roger did know something,” Fenella said.  “I should have pushed him harder.”

      “You would have been wasting your time.  If he did know something, he wasn’t about to share it with anyone and risk cutting off his support.”

      “I suppose.”  Fenella got up and walked around the room.  “I’m just angry and upset,” she told Daniel.  “The man was a drunk and a blackmailer, but he didn’t deserve to die.”

      “No one deserves to be murdered,” Daniel said.  “But all I can do now is try to work out who killed him and get that person put away.”

      “I wish I could help,” Fenella told him.

      “I’d appreciate it if you’d take me back through your conversation with the man,” Daniel said.  “I want to make sure I have every little detail.”

      Fenella did her best to remember, but she wasn’t sure how well she’d done when she’d finished.  “I hope that’s most of it, anyway,” she told Daniel.  “I wish I had a better memory.”

      “I appreciate you taking the time to go through it with me again,” Daniel said.  “Now I think I should go and help the constables with their search.  If Roger did leave a note, we might just be able to wrap up two murders in short order.”

      “I hope he did,” Fenella said as she walked the man to the door.

      “It would be too easy,” Daniel replied.  “But it would be nice.”

      Fenella shut the door behind him and leaned against it for a short while, just focusing on breathing.  She felt sad and guilty and angry all at the same time.

      “You did everything you could have done,” Mona said in a sympathetic voice.

      “I should have dragged him to see Daniel,” Fenella replied.

      “He wouldn’t have told Daniel anything, even if you did manage to get him to the police station.  And I doubt you would have managed it.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I should have tried.”

      “You did your best,” Mona said firmly.  “Now you need to think about something else.”

      “I’m too upset to think,” Fenella replied.

      “Go visit Shelly,” Mona suggested.  “She’ll cheer you up.”

      Fenella hated the thought of dropping in on her friend uninvited, but after pacing around her apartment for twenty minutes, which annoyed both Mona and Katie, she finally decided to follow her aunt’s advice.

      “Fenella?  But what’s wrong?” Shelly asked as soon as she saw Fenella’s face.

      It only took Fenella a few minutes to tell Shelly the whole story.  Once she was finished, Shelly pulled her into her apartment and sat her down in her comfortable living room.  Smokey, Shelly’s cat, came over to investigate.

      “Now, you play with Smokey while I do some baking,” Shelly said.  “You need chocolate.  Let me think, I suppose chocolate chunk cookies would work.  How does that sound?”

      “Perfect,” Fenella replied, snuggling Smokey, who rubbed her head against Fenella’s and purred softly.

      Half an hour later, Fenella was covered in cat hair, and the first tray of cookies was coming out of the oven.

      “Here we are,” Shelly said.  “Cookies and milk.”

      Fenella joined her friend in the kitchen and eagerly accepted a plate of warm cookies and a glass of cold milk.  When they were both empty, she felt much better.

      “Thank you so much,” she said to Shelly, putting the plate and glass down and giving the woman a hug.  “I was feeling so out of sorts that I didn’t know what to do with myself.”

      “That’s what friends are for,” Shelly told her.  “Are you really feeling better?”

      “Yes, much, thanks,” Fenella said.  “What about the pub later, though?”

      Shelly blushed.  “I sort of have a, well, I’m going, that is, I’m meant to be having dinner with Gordon tonight.”

      “You have a date?” Fenella asked.  “How wonderful for you.”

      “It isn’t a date,” Shelly said firmly.  “I’m not ready to start dating again.  But Gordon and I are old friends and he was kind enough to invite me to dinner, that’s all.”

      “What are you going to wear?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t know,” Shelly wailed.  “I don’t think I have anything appropriate.”

      “We should go shopping.”

      Shelly glanced at the clock.  “There isn’t time,” she said.  “Come and help me find something in my wardrobe.”

      An hour later the pair finally found the perfect outfit in the back of Shelly’s wardrobe.  She slipped on the simple black skirt and then added the dark red jumper and studied herself in the mirror.  “It isn’t too bad,” she said after a minute.

      “It’s lovely, although much more subdued than what you normally wear,” Fenella said.

      “But that feels appropriate for tonight,” Shelly said.  “Maybe I’m just feeling shy, but I don’t want to be too loud.”

      “You shouldn’t feel shy,” Fenella said.  “It’s up to you to decide whether you’re ready to date again or not.  And if you aren’t, that doesn’t mean you can’t have dinner with an attractive man anyway.”

      Shelly smiled.  “I’m sure John would want me to be happy,” she said.  “I know he wouldn’t mind my seeing Gordon, but there are people on the island who will gossip about me if I’m seen to be having too much fun before a suitable period of mourning has passed.”

      “Who cares what they think?” Fenella asked.

      “Not me,” Shelly said stoutly.  She laughed and then gave Fenella a hug.  “I truly don’t feel ready to think about a new romantic relationship,” she told her.  “But I’m quite excited about getting to know Gordon better.  He seems like a wonderful man.”

      “I just hope you have better luck with him than Peter had with Anne,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      “But how was your dinner with Peter last night?” Shelly asked.

      “Oh, it was nice,” Fenella said.

      “Just nice?”

      “Very nice?  I don’t know.  I’m not sure I’m ready for a new romance, either,” Fenella said.  “I was with Jack for such a long time.”

      “Well, I’m sure Peter will take things slowly for you,” Shelly said.  “As will Daniel, from what I’ve seen.”

      “Donald Donaldson keeps calling me as well,” Fenella told her.

      “I wouldn’t count on him taking things slowly,” Shelly said.  “But as he isn’t even on the island at the moment, you needn’t worry about him.”

      Fenella smiled.  “You make it all sound so easy,” she said.

      “It is easy, when it’s your love life,” Shelly replied.

      They both laughed, and then Fenella helped her friend return the dozens of rejected outfits to their hangers and their places in the wardrobe.

      “I’d better let you get ready,” Fenella said when they were done.  “Have fun tonight.”

      “We might drop into the pub for a drink after dinner,” Shelly said.  “Gordon’s never been to the Tale and Tail.”

      “Maybe I’ll see you later, then,” Fenella said.  “Although you mustn’t feel obligated to come and talk to me if you do come in.  You can just sit together and ignore me if you want.”

      “Don’t be silly,” Shelly laughed.  “If we come to the pub, we will talk to all of my friends, especially you.”

      Back in her own apartment, Fenella made herself some dinner and then ate it in front of the television.  She was of two minds about the pub and was just about to give up on the idea and go to bed when Peter knocked on her door.

      “I know it’s getting late.  I was just going to go down for one quick one,” he told her.  “Would you like to join me?”

      “Yes, I would,” Fenella said impulsively.  She ran a comb through her hair and added a fresh coat of lipstick before following Peter out of her apartment.

      The pub was quiet, and Fenella and Peter settled in on bar stools on the lower level for a change.

      “I love it in here,” Fenella said as she sipped her wine.  “I would live in here if they’d let me.”

      “I don’t think the cats would approve,” the bartender told her with a laugh.

      “I suppose they like having the place to themselves sometimes,” Fenella said, looking around at the half-dozen or so cats that were sprawled around the room.

      “Oh, they do,” he replied.  “They don’t even like it when we change our hours a little bit here and there.  They’re all creatures of habit, our cats.”

      “Aren’t we all?” Fenella said with a grin.

      “I am,” Peter said.  “Maybe that’s why I found having Anne around so unsettling.  She brought far too much drama into my life.”

      “What was she like as a child?” Fenella asked.

      “Quiet and shy,” Peter said.  “I was friends with her because she lived in our neighborhood, but I didn’t spend much time with her once I hit my teens.  She never really wanted to do anything except sit at home and watch telly.  There wasn’t much to watch in those days, though.”

      Fenella smiled as she remembered her own childhood.  They’d had one television in the house, and until she was around ten, it was black and white.  It hadn’t mattered all that much, as they’d only been able to receive three channels and very little of what was shown was targeted at children.

      “Her mother made the best cakes, though,” Peter added.  “She used to bake cakes for every special occasion that came along, and I think she often made up her own, just so she had an excuse to bake.”

      “Really?”

      “We used to stop at Anne’s house every day after school.  Her mum used to bake cakes for every minor royal’s birthday, and for religious holidays for religions that we knew nothing about.  She also baked cakes for the birthdays of just about everyone she’d ever known, no matter where they lived or even if they were still alive.”

      “The poor woman must have been bored to tears at home,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, I’m sure she was,” Peter said.  “But of course at the time I just enjoyed the cakes.”

      “Good evening, Peter,” Mel interrupted the conversation.  “And Ms. Woods.  Peter told me you often come in for a drink on an evening.  I was hoping to catch you.”

      “Oh, why is that?” Fenella asked the man as he waved to the bartender.

      “I have to cancel tomorrow’s lesson,” Mel said after he’d taken a large drink from his glass of lager.  “I’m going to be, um, busy.”

      “I hope everything is okay,” Peter said, sounding concerned.

      “It’s fine,” Mel said with a sigh.  “Or rather, it will be.  But I need to talk to the police, you see, and that will probably take some time.”

      “Something about Kay?” Peter asked, putting his hand on the other man’s arm.

      “Yes, something about Kay,” Mel sighed again.  He finished his drink and waved to the bartender again.

      As the man steadily worked his way through his second pint, Fenella tried to work out how to phrase what she wanted to ask.  “Have the police found a new lead, then?” was what she eventually came up with.

      “No, not that I know of,” Mel said.  He downed his second drink and caught the bartender’s eye again.

      “Maybe you should slow down a bit,” Peter said as the man behind the bar handed Mel a third drink.

      “Yeah, probably,” Mel said before he swallowed nearly a quarter of his drink.

      “What’s going on?” Peter demanded.  “I’ve known you since childhood and I’ve never seen you drink like this.”

      “Except when Kay went,” Mel said.  “I drank a lot when Kay went.”

      “Yes, but you had good reason,” Peter said.

      “It didn’t start out to be a big deal,” Mel began.  “I didn’t see any harm in keeping quiet.  I didn’t think it mattered, really.”

      “What are you talking about?” Peter asked.

      Mel stared at him for a moment and then shrugged.  “It’ll all come out soon anyway,” he said with a sigh.  “And you’ve known me the longest.  I suppose you ought to know first.”

      “We’ve been friends for a long time,” Peter said.  “You know you can tell me anything.”

      Mel nodded and then glanced over at Fenella.  She did her best to look as if she wasn’t listening, but she doubted she was successful.  Mel stared at her for a moment and then shrugged again.

      “Let’s get a table,” Mel suggested.  “Upstairs, where no one can overhear us.”

      Fenella tried not to let the words bother her.  It was only natural that Mel would want to speak to his friend alone.

      “You can come, too,” Mel said over his shoulder as he and Peter started across the room.

      Jumping off her stool, Fenella followed quickly.  She just hoped that by the time Mel was done talking she’d have a better idea of what had happened to Kay.

      The upstairs was all but deserted as the trio reached the top of the spiral stairs.  Mel headed for a corner, with Peter and Fenella following.  Peter took Fenella’s arm and stopped her.

      “Are you sure you want to hear this?” he whispered to her.  “I have no idea what Mel is going to say, but it might not be pleasant.”

      “I’m sure it will be fine,” Fenella said with more confidence than she felt.  “And at least this way he can’t get any more drinks in a hurry.”

      Peter nodded, and the pair joined Mel at the table where he sat, slumped on a couch.

      “Thirty years is a long time,” he told them both after they’d sat down.  “If I could rewind time, I’d do everything very differently.”

      “The night Kay disappeared?” Peter asked.

      “Oh, no, before that,” Mel said.  “I’d rewind to when Kay told me about the baby.”

      “So there was a baby,” Fenella said.

      “Aye, there was a baby,” Mel sighed.  “Or at least, Kay told me there was a baby.  I never doubted her.  She came to me because she was in trouble and she was hoping I would help her get the money together so that she could get rid of the baby.  I offered to marry her instead.”

      “That was very kind of you,” Peter told him.

      “Yeah, that’s me, kind, caring, wonderful,” Mel said bitterly.  “I’d been in love with Kay since I was eight years old.  She never even noticed me, really, and I can’t say as I blame her.  She was gorgeous and smart and she always had half a dozen men chasing after her.  I was just the kid from the house down the road.”

      “But she came to you when she found herself in trouble,” Fenella pointed out.  “She obviously trusted you.”

      “She was making the rounds,” Mel replied.  “She’d already been to see Anne, who was sympathetic but broke.  She was going to ask Peter next.”

      “I’d have given her the money,” Peter said.  “I never would have thought to marry her.”

      “Well, I did,” Mel said.  “I offered, and after a day or two she agreed.  We got married only a few weeks later so that when the baby arrived there wouldn’t be too much talk.”

      “I’m sure Kay was grateful,” Fenella said.

      “She was,” Mel agreed.  “Until a few days after the wedding.  She lost the baby.”  He stopped talking and stared down into the last inch of his beer.  After a moment, Peter patted him on the back.

      “I wish I’d known about all of this thirty years ago,” he said.  “Not that I could have helped, but at least you could have talked about it.”

      “Nothing to talk about, really,” Mel said.  “Kay didn’t think I should be upset, as the baby wasn’t mine.  She did her best to act like she didn’t care, either, mostly because she didn’t want anyone to know about the baby.  We talked about splitting up, but Kay said she wanted to try to make a go of it, and I wasn’t going to argue, was I?”

      “Whenever I saw you two together, you seemed happy,” Peter said.

      “We were working on it, anyway,” Mel said.  “We were even talking about trying for a baby of our own before she went.  That would have been something wonderful.”

      “I’m sorry,” Peter said.

      “When I got home that night, I thought something awful had happened,” Mel told him.  “I couldn’t imagine where she’d gone.  I rang the police right away and insisted on filing a missing person report.  I couldn’t sleep.  I kept ringing all of her friends and family members, trying to find her.”

      “It must have been awful for you,” Fenella said.

      “She rang me the next morning,” Mel said flatly.

      Fenella sat back in her chair and tried hard to not look as stunned as she felt.

      “She rang you the next morning?” Peter echoed.

      “Yep.  The man she’d been so in love with, the one who’d gone back to his wife in the UK, he’d turned up at our flat out of the blue.”

      “Liam?” Fenella asked.

      “That’s the one,” Mel said.  “I can’t bring myself to say his name, though.”

      “So what happened to Kay?”

      “Apparently he’d gone home and decided that he couldn’t live without Kay.  But he didn’t think it was fair to her to come back while he was still married.  It had taken him three years to sort out a divorce, apparently.”

      “That seems unlikely,” Peter said.

      “Yeah, well, Kay believed him.  When he came to our flat, she went off with him back to his hotel.  When she woke up the next morning in his bed, she discovered that I’d reported her missing.  She was really embarrassed and she didn’t want anyone to know where she’d been.”

      “So you didn’t tell anyone,” Fenella said.

      “No, we didn’t.  She especially didn’t want her parents to find out.  They’d have been very upset to hear how she’d behaved.  At first she talked about coming back to me, and we tried to come up with a story to explain her disappearance, but after a day or two it became obvious that she wasn’t going to do that.  She had never stopped loving that other man and she decided that she wanted to be with him, not me.”

      “You should have told me,” Peter said.

      “What good would that have done?” Mel asked.  “Kay didn’t want anyone to know and I certainly didn’t want people talking about how she’d only married me because she’d found herself in trouble.  It was easier to just leave her listed as missing.”

      “So what happened to her?” Fenella had to ask.

      “That man had been offered a job in New Zealand,” Mel said.  “He wanted her to go with him and she agreed.  She was going to send a card or a letter to me once she arrived.  I was going to take that to the police so that they could close the case.  I never heard from her again.”

      “Do you think something happened to her?” Peter asked.

      “I know what happened to her,” Mel said.  “She didn’t contact me, but she did send a letter to her parents after several years.  She told them that she’d run away with a friend because she was unhappy and that she was fine and happily settled in New Zealand.  Her parents were already living in the UK by that time and they never bothered to tell anyone, aside from me, that they’d heard from her.”

      “So the police should be able to track her down,” Peter said.

      “I suppose so,” Mel sighed.  “I’m sure her mother kept the letters.  Kay wrote to them a couple more times after that first letter.  Her mum always rang me to tell me when they’d heard.  Apparently she sent photos of herself and her children in some of the letters.”

      Peter glanced at Fenella and then patted Mel on the back.  “That’s tough,” he said.  “She should be ashamed of herself for treating you like that.”

      “Yeah, well, I don’t know,” Mel said.  “I should have rung the police as soon as I heard from her, but she was adamant that she didn’t want anyone to know where she’d been.  At that point I still thought she would be coming back to me.  Somehow, from there, the whole thing just kept going and growing and I couldn’t seem to stop it.”

      “Her parents should have contacted the police when they heard from her,” Fenella said.  “The whole case could have been closed years ago.”

      “They probably should have, but her father was in pretty bad shape by then.  Her mother had too much else to deal with to worry about Kay.  They were pretty bitter, as well.  Kay had let them worry about her for a very long time before she got in touch.”

      “So you’re going to tell Inspector Robinson the whole story tomorrow?” Fenella asked.

      “Yeah.  I just hope he won’t arrest me for obstructing justice or filing a false report or some such thing,” Mel said.

      “I’m sure you’ll be fine,” Peter said.  “Daniel is a good man and I suspect he’ll just be happy to have the case closed.”

      “I’m going to offer to go across with him to talk to Kay’s mum,” Mel said.  “I’m hoping she might remember me.  We always got along well.  Kay used to complain that her parents liked me better than they liked her.”

      “Perhaps they had good reason to,” Fenella muttered.

      Mel shrugged.  “As I said, if I could I’d do it all over again very differently.”  He finished his drink and then sighed deeply.  “I thought I would get drunk tonight and that would help, but it’s just making me feel sad and angry.  Maybe I’ll go home and get some sleep.”

      “Why don’t you come back to my flat?” Peter asked.  “We can grab some more beer on the way, and we can have a few drinks and talk about the good old days when we were young and single.”

      “Sure, why not?” Mel said.

      The trio made their way out into the night, with Mel staggering slightly between the other two.

      “I used to be able to hold my liquor,” he muttered as he tripped over nothing.

      “Maybe we should skip the beer, then,” Peter said.

      “Whatever,” Mel replied.

      When they reached the sixth floor, Peter let Mel into his flat as Fenella dug through her handbag, looking for her keycard.

      “I’m sorry about tonight,” Peter said.  He crossed to Fenella’s side and tipped her chin up so that their eyes met.  “I was hoping that we could enjoy being out together, just the two of us.”

      Fenella swallowed hard and then gave him a tentative smile.  “Mel needs you tonight,” she said.

      “I know,” Peter replied ruefully.  “I’ll make it up to you,” he added quietly.  Fenella nodded and then leaned into his kiss.

      “Peter?  Are you com, er, I, um, sorry,” Mel said from Peter’s doorway.

      Peter raised his head and then laughed.  “I think I’d better go,” he said.

      “Good night,” Fenella said softly.

      “Good night.”

      She still hadn’t found her keycard and now she was all flustered from the interrupted kiss.  After pulling nearly everything out of her bag, she finally found the card.  It had managed to slip in between the bag’s lining and the bag itself, and it took Fenella a moment to work out how to get it back out.

      “It’s a good thing I only had one drink,” she muttered to herself as she opened the door.

      Katie raced out of the kitchen and then ran around the room in excited circles as Fenella locked up the door behind herself.  “What’s the matter?” she asked the kitten as Katie jumped on and off each of the chairs in turn.

      “I think she’s feeling better,” Mona said.  “She’s been racing around the place all night.”

      Fenella picked up the kitten and gave her a cuddle.  “Are you feeling better?” she asked.

      “Merow,” Katie said.  “Meerroowww.”

      Fenella laughed and put the kitten back on the floor.  Katie raced around the entire room one last time and then disappeared into the bedroom.

      The light was blinking on her answering machine, so Fenella pushed play.

      “It’s Daniel,” a sexy, deep voice said.  “There’s going to be a memorial service for Roger Starr tomorrow afternoon.  Knowing you, you’ll want to attend.  I think it might be best if I went with you.  I’ll collect you at two.  Ring me back if you don’t want to go otherwise, I’ll see you at two.”

      Fenella frowned at the machine.  “Maybe I don’t want to go,” she said.

      “Of course you do,” Mona told her.  “You were probably the last person to speak to him, aside from his killer; you have to be there.”

      “No one else knows that, besides Daniel,” Fenella said.  “Everyone will think it’s odd that I’m there.”

      “Who cares what people think?” Mona demanded.

      “We’ll see,” was as far as Fenella was willing to commit at the moment.  She got ready for bed and then curled up with Katie and fell into a deep sleep.
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      She wasn’t any more certain the next morning, but by the time she’d eaten breakfast and spent half an hour working on her research, she was bored and ready to do something.  Going to a memorial service with Daniel wouldn’t have been her first choice, but at least she was going to get to spend some time with the handsome police inspector.

      After lunch she went into her bedroom and looked through her wardrobe.  She’d worn one of Mona’s dresses to the last memorial service she’d attended, but Daniel had been at that one as well.  While she’d loved the dress, she didn’t want him to think that she only owned one outfit.

      “There’s a beautiful dark grey dress in my wardrobe,” Mona told her.  “I think it will be perfect for today.”

      Fenella found the dress and had to agree with her aunt.  “It’s lovely,” she said as she held it up.  “But I’m not sure it will fit.”

      “Try it on,” Mona urged her.  “It should be perfect.”

      It was.  Fenella did a slow twirl in front of the mirror and then smiled at Mona.  “It’s beautiful,” she said.

      “There are matching shoes as well,” Mona told her.

      “You had an awful lot of shoes,” Fenella remarked as she hunted for the right pair.

      “In my day it was important for ladies to match their shoes with their outfits and their handbags,” Mona said.  “I’m sure your mother did the same.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Mum was always impeccably dressed,” she said.  “Standards have changed a lot.”

      “Standards have slipped a lot,” Mona corrected her.  “It’s a shame, really.  I always felt elegant and in control when I was well-dressed.”

      “It’s hard to feel elegant in jeans and a sweatshirt,” Fenella admitted.  “But they are comfortable,” she added, defending her most frequent fashion choice.

      Daniel was right on time and he greeted Fenella with a smile.  “You look wonderful,” he said.

      “Thanks,” Fenella replied.  “You look good, too.”  The man was wearing a dark suit that made him look even more handsome than usual.

      “I’m not sure who is going to be there this afternoon,” Daniel told her, once they were in his car.  “I suspect just about everyone from the Manderly case will make an appearance, though.”

      “Have you worked out whether Roger’s death was murder or not?” Fenella asked.

      “Not officially,” he said.  “But there are a few things that don’t quite fit with the accident theory.  One or two might be able to be explained away, but there seem to be several different issues complicating the case.”

      “If he was murdered, it must have been because the killer thought he knew something about Christopher’s death,” Fenella said.

      “That’s my take on the matter,” Daniel agreed.

      “So the killer will probably be at the memorial service,” Fenella concluded.

      “Which means we need to keep our eyes and ears open,” Daniel told her.

      “I’m just wondering how to explain why I’m even there,” Fenella said.  “As far as everyone knows, I’d never met the man.”

      “You can tell them you spoke to him, if you want to.  Just make sure you make it clear that he didn’t tell you anything about Christopher’s death.  We don’t want the killer making you the next target.”

      “No, we don’t,” Fenella said emphatically.

      Daniel parked his car near the door of the large church.  “They’re having the service in the church’s community room,” he told Fenella.  “Apparently, Roger wasn’t religious, so they didn’t want to have the service in the church itself.”

      “Who’s paying for all of this?” Fenella asked.

      “Sophia.  She said she felt obligated to do something for the poor man.  She’s also admitted to supplying him with food and sending her housekeeping service over occasionally to clean his house.”

      “That makes it sound like she killed her husband,” Fenella said.

      “I’m not convinced that she’s telling the truth,” Daniel replied.  “I suspect she’s covering for someone, but I’m not sure who.”

      “Why would she cover up her own husband’s murder?”

      “If I knew the answer to that, I’d probably know the killer’s identity.”

      Fenella nodded and then followed Daniel out of the car.  They went to a door at the side of the church.  Daniel held it so that Fenella could walk in first.  It opened into a small corridor.  Discreet signs indicated the way to the community center.

      “We’re a few minutes early,” Daniel said as they approached the open door.  “Maybe we should have waited in the car for a bit longer.”

      “Do you want to go back outside for a minute?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel hesitated.  The sound of the door opening behind them made him shake his head.  “Someone else is coming,” he whispered.

      Fenella looked back and smiled at Peter and Shelly.  “I didn’t expect to see you two here,” she said.

      “I did tell you that Roger used to work for me,” Peter reminded her.  “It’s only right that I should come and pay my respects.”

      “And I came with him because I didn’t have anything better to do this afternoon,” Shelly said with a chuckle.

      “Shall we?” Daniel asked.  The foursome walked into the large community room together.

      There were rows of chairs set up in front of a small table.  On the opposite side of the room, a small kitchen seemed to be overflowing with women in aprons who were rushing around.  A handful of the chairs were occupied, and it seemed to Fenella as if every single person in the room stopped and turned to look at them as she and her friends walked in.

      “Ah, Peter, so nice of you to come,” Sophia called from where she was standing with Carl.  As she crossed the room toward them, Fenella had a chance to wonder at the woman’s choice of outfit.  Her black dress had a high collar and reached the floor, but it was by no means demure.  Strategically placed cutouts showed off far more of Sophia than Fenella felt was appropriate for a memorial service.

      “It’s always lovely to see you,” Peter told Sophia as he greeted her with a hug.  She kept her arm around him as he released her.

      “And Shelly, thank you for coming,” Sophia said, nodding in Shelly’s direction.  “I wasn’t expecting a police presence,” she added, giving Daniel a questioning look.

      “I hope I’m welcome,” he said lightly.

      “Oh, of course you are,” Sophia said.  She took a few steps closer to him and then took his hand.  “You’re welcome anywhere and any time,” she whispered just loudly enough for Fenella to overhear.

      Daniel flushed.  “And you’ve met Fenella Woods, I believe,” he said, pulling his hand away from Sophia.  He rested it on Fenella’s shoulder as the other woman turned toward her.

      “Ah, yes, we met the other night at the party, didn’t we?” Sophia asked.  “I didn’t realize you and Inspector Robinson were friends.”

      “We met over a dead body,” Fenella said.

      “Did you now?” Sophia asked, raising an eyebrow.  “But you didn’t know poor Roger, did you?  I think it’s rather odd, your being here today.”

      “I met Roger the day he died, actually,” Fenella told her.  “I was sitting on the promenade and he sat down next to me.  We had a short chat.”

      “About what?” Sophia demanded.

      “About the weather and a few other little things,” Fenella said.  “He seemed like a nice man, really, just unfortunately unable to overcome his addictions.”

      “He was a nice man,” Sophia said, blinking back tears.  “I’m going to miss him, actually.  Please excuse me.”  She turned and headed toward the kitchen.  She’d only gone a few steps when several more people came into the room.  Fenella and her friends made their way to the back row of chairs and sat down.

      “I’d like to try to speak to Carl and Herman before the afternoon is over,” Daniel told Fenella.  “See if you can think of an excuse to speak to either of them.  It might be better if you started the conversation and I just happened to be there.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll see what I can do.”

      Another large group of men and women came into the room.  Some of them stopped to talk to Peter before they found their seats.  Peter filled the others in on who they all were in between greetings.  Most of them were former or current business colleagues who were only tangentially connected with the Manderlys and Roger Starr.

      “I think we should get started,” Sophia announced as she emerged from the kitchen.  She walked to the front of the room and looked around at the nearly full seating area.  “I think everyone is here,” she said.

      Someone cleared his throat and everyone turned to look at him.  He shook his head and attention returned to Sophia.

      “Roger wasn’t a religious man,” she began.  “And he wasn’t the sort to enjoy having a fuss made of him.  If he were here, he’d probably tell me that I shouldn’t have bothered with all of this.”

      A few people laughed, and Carl nodded.  “He would, at that,” he said.

      “It seems to me, though, that we all should take a minute out of our busy lives to remember a man who touched us all.  I’d appreciate it if some of you would share your memories of Roger.”

      After an awkward silence, Carl rose to his feet.  He coughed a few times and then told a funny story about an occasion when Roger had been working late to help Christopher in the very early days of the business.  When he was finished, a few other people offered their own memories, leaving Fenella feeling sad for the man who might have done so much with his life.  Peter said a few words as well, talking about how talented Roger had been when he hadn’t been drinking.  When he was finished, Sophia wiped her eyes and thanked everyone.

      “We have light refreshments for everyone,” she said.  “Please help yourselves and continue to share your memories of our dear friend.”

      After a minute, a few people got up and walked toward the kitchen.  A large table had been set up, and within minutes it was covered with enough food for two or three hundred people.  As there were only about forty people in the room, Fenella wondered what would happen to the extra.

      “Let’s see if we can talk to Carl,” Daniel suggested as Fenella and her friends got to their feet.

      Fenella glanced around.  Sophia was standing in the corner talking with a man Fenella didn’t recognize.  She spotted Herman and Douglas Richards and their wives in the crowd, but didn’t see Carl anywhere.

      “I don’t see him,” Fenella said.

      “I think he snuck out for a smoke,” Peter said.  “Sandy hates it when he smokes, but when he’s under a lot of stress, he does it anyway.”

      Daniel nodded.  “So this is the perfect time for you to need some fresh air,” he told Fenella.

      They’d only gone a few steps toward the door, however, when Carl walked back into the room.  Sandy was on his arm, but she didn’t look happy.

      “Ah, Fenella, wasn’t it?” he said as she and Daniel greeted them.

      “Yes, and I believe you’ve met Daniel Robinson,” she replied.

      “From the police, yes, I have,” he said, not sounding very happy about it.  “I think you both know Sandy?”

      Fenella nodded as the other woman glanced at her and shrugged.  “Whatever,” she said.  “I’m going to talk to Chris,” she added.  Carl watched as she quickly walked over to her stepson and gave him a hug.  Fenella wasn’t sure exactly what emotions passed over Carl’s face, but they weren’t happy ones.

      “I didn’t expect to see you here,” Carl said to Fenella.  “Or you, either,” he added, looking at Daniel.

      “It’s standard procedure in cases like this,” Daniel said smoothly.  “You never know when someone might be overcome with guilt and confess to everything.”

      “I thought Roger died accidently,” Carl said.

      “That’s one possibility,” Daniel replied.

      “Well, if it was murder, you have thirty years to find the killer.  If you manage that, you’ll have outperformed the investigator looking into Christopher’s death,” Carl told him.

      “I expect to have better results than that,” Daniel said.

      “Do you have a suspect in custody?” Carl asked.

      “No, but I have a pretty good idea of why the man was killed,” Daniel said.  “And a limited list of suspects.”

      “Assuming it wasn’t just an unfortunate accident, why was he killed?” Carl wanted to know.

      “I’m sorry, but I can’t discuss that with you,” Daniel said.

      “Does that mean I’m a suspect?” Carl asked, sounding amused.

      “I don’t talk about open cases with anyone,” Daniel replied, “whether they’re suspects or not.”

      “Very clever,” Carl said.  “So you think whoever killed Christopher killed Roger.”

      “Why would I think that?” Daniel countered.

      “It’s the only reason anyone could have had for killing poor Roger.  He was a harmless old drunk.  But if he knew something about Christopher’s murder, that made him a liability.  When you reopened the case, the killer probably got nervous and started eliminating liabilities.”

      “That’s one possibility, certainly,” Daniel said.

      Carl glanced around the room and then looked back at Daniel.  “It makes me nervous, thinking that someone I know might have killed my brother and Roger.  Make sure you talk to Sophia again.  I’ve always suspected her of knowing more than she’s ever told anyone.”

      He looked over at Fenella and then shifted his gaze across the room.  Fenella turned and saw that Sandy was whispering something into Christopher’s ear.

      “Please excuse me,” Carl said stiffly.  He crossed to his wife, and the two had an angry but whispered conversation.  After a minute, Sandy shook her head and then stormed out of the room.  Christopher looked like he was going to follow her, but Carl said something to him that stopped him in his tracks.

      “That was interesting,” Fenella whispered.

      “Let’s try to catch Herman before he leaves,” Daniel said.

      Herman, with Jennifer on his arm, did seem to be heading for the door, so Fenella started walking as if she were heading for the buffet table, making sure to cross paths with Herman and Jennifer.

      “Oh, goodness, I am sorry,” she said as she managed to bump into Jennifer.  “I was staring at all the gorgeous food and not watching where I was going.

      “It’s fine,” Jennifer said coldly.  “Don’t let us get in the way of your meal.”

      “Oh, I can wait,” Fenella said airily.  “How are you?”

      Jennifer stared at her for a minute.  “Have we met?” she said eventually.

      Herman shook his head.  “It’s Fenella, right?” he said.  “You were at the party the other night.”

      Jennifer narrowed her eyes.  “I remember you now,” she hissed.  “You were flirting with Herman.”

      “I find that hard to believe,” Daniel said, slipping his arm around Fenella.

      Jennifer shifted her hard stare to him and then blinked several times.  “But you’re the police inspector who’s looking into Christopher’s death,” she said.  “What are you doing here?”

      “I’m also looking into Roger Starr’s death,” Daniel explained.

      “And why are you here?” Jennifer asked Fenella.

      “Jennifer, that’s quite enough,” Herman said.  “Fenella probably came because she had a short conversation with Roger on the day he died.  I’m sure he made an impression on her.”

      “He did, indeed,” Fenella said.  “I was very upset to hear that he’d died.”

      “He was always drunk,” Jennifer said dismissively.  “I’m surprised he didn’t fall into the sea on a regular basis.”

      “I hope you can work out what happened to Roger quickly,” Herman told Daniel.  “We all feel terrible about his untimely death.  Now, if you’ll excuse us?”

      He and Jennifer made their way out of the room while Daniel and Fenella watched.  “They’re an odd couple,” Fenella said.

      “They don’t make each other happy anymore,” a voice said at her elbow.  Fenella turned and smiled at Douglas Richards.

      “I didn’t expect to see you here,” she blurted out.

      “Roger and I were friends in school,” Douglas told her.  “He was one of the very few people who was nice to me in those days.  Not that he was at school very often, but when he was there, he was nice to me.”

      “I didn’t realize Roger was at school with all of you,” Fenella said.

      “He was a year ahead of the rest of us, but he was already more interested in drinking than studying.  He only managed to get a place at university because his father had some connections.  He did okay at uni, mostly because his father made him live with an aunty or something and she kept him in line.”  He shook his head.  “I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this.”

      “It’s natural to want to talk about your friend,” Fenella said.  “Especially in light of his untimely death.”

      Douglas nodded.  “I won’t ask why you’re here.  Sophia told me that you had a conversation with him the day he died.  Did he say anything to you that made you think he was in any danger?”

      Fenella glanced at Daniel and then sighed.  “He wasn’t making a lot of sense,” she said sadly.  “He just seemed like a harmless drunk, really.  I only knew who he was because I recognized the name from the article in the paper about Christopher Manderly’s death.”

      “Roger didn’t say anything about Christopher?” Douglas asked.

      “He may have,” Fenella said with a rueful smile.  “As I said, he wasn’t making much sense.  I’ve told the police everything he said as well as I can remember it.  It’s up to them to work out what’s relevant to Christopher’s death, I suppose.”

      “Yes, I suppose so,” Douglas said.  “And on that note, I think I’ll make my escape.  It was nice to see you both again.”

      He was gone before Fenella could reply.  She looked at Daniel and he shrugged.  “Let’s get some food,” he suggested.  “I don’t want to stay too long, but I’d like to give everyone plenty of opportunity to speak to me if they want to.”

      They filled plates and then found Shelly and Peter in the crowd.  The food was plentiful and delicious and Fenella thoroughly enjoyed a very full plate full of a little bit of everything.  She was just thinking about a second helping when Sophia joined her and the others.

      “Is everything okay?” she asked Daniel.

      “The food is excellent,” he replied.

      “That isn’t exactly what I meant,” Sophia replied.  “Although I’m glad to hear it.”

      “It was nice of you to put this together for Roger,” Fenella said.  “Especially since he only worked for your husband for a short time over thirty years ago.”

      “They knew each other at school,” Sophia told her.  “And this is a small island.  We take care of one another.”

      “Roger said someone bought him food and drink and cleaned his house for him,” Fenella said casually.  “I wish I had someone who would take care of me like that.”

      “It wasn’t a problem,” Sophia said.  “I was happy to pay for cleaners to go around and tidy up at Roger’s regularly.  They just added it to my bill and those go to my accountant.  I could afford it.”

      “Maybe you should have bought him a bit less alcohol,” Peter suggested.

      “That wasn’t, I mean, I didn’t,” she stopped and sighed.  “He was going to drink anyway,” she said after a moment.

      “Herman and Jennifer didn’t seem to be very happy today,” Daniel said.

      Sophia looked at him in surprise.  “They’re fighting all the time at the moment,” she said.  “They’re either madly in love or they can’t stand one another.  It goes back and forth in intervals.”

      “How odd,” Shelly said.

      Sophia shrugged.  “They’ve always been like that,” she said.  “At least this time they’re synchronized.  When they first met, Jennifer was crazy about Herman and he wasn’t interested.  Then he fell hard for her and she’d moved on to someone new.  Then they decided to get married and that seemed to work for a while, but in the last few years Herman’s had more and more of a wandering eye, and Jennifer is quite fed up.”

      “I don’t blame her for that,” Fenella said stoutly.

      “Yes, well, if she isn’t careful, he’ll get rid of her and find himself a trophy wife,” Sophia said.  “And then she won’t be able to afford to have any more work done.  She does love her plastic surgery, or maybe she just hates getting older.”

      “We’re all getting older,” Peter said.  “I prefer to embrace the changes.”

      “That’s because you’re a man,” Sophia replied.  “You’re allowed to get old and grey and gain too much weight.  It’s different for women.”

      “Let’s not have this argument now,” a voice suggested.

      Sophia turned and grinned at Carl.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “Anyway, I’d better get back to the kitchen and make sure that we have enough food.”

      “There’s tons of food,” Fenella remarked.

      “Yes, and all of the leftovers are going to the homeless shelter, so I made sure to order way too much,” Sophia told her.  “Roger used to eat there once or twice a week.  They don’t turn anyone away, and he made quite a few friends there.  I think it’s only fitting that they enjoy some of the food from his service.”

      “You should have invited them to come to the service,” Shelly said.

      “I tried,” Sophia told her.  “But none of them felt comfortable with the idea.”  She turned and walked away.

      Fenella looked around and realized that the room had been slowly emptying out.  Daniel must have come to the same conclusion.

      “It’s probably time to go,” he told her.  “I think we’ve spoken to everyone.”

      “I need to get back and give Smokey her dinner,” Shelly said.  “And then I’m going to the pub, if anyone wants to come along.”

      “Sure, why not,” Fenella said.  “I can’t believe it’s nearly five o’clock.  I’m stuffed, but poor Katie will be starving.”

      In the car on the way home, Fenella thought about the afternoon.  Before she could say anything, another thought popped into her head.

      “Did Mel come and see you this morning?” she asked.

      “Yes, he did,” Daniel said.  “And with the new information he’s provided, we’re reasonably confident we can find Kay.”

      “How much trouble is he in?” she asked.

      “He should have rung and cancelled the missing person report when he heard from her the next day.  To be fair, though, after the first few days he never heard from her again.  Her parents should have reported the letters they’d received.  Any of them could have closed the case a long time ago, but I do understand that there were reasons why they didn’t report anything.”  He sighed.  “I don’t think we’ll be bringing charges against anyone for any of it,” he said after a moment.

      “That’s good news,” Fenella said.  “While I hate driving lessons, I’d really hate having to find a new teacher.”

      Daniel laughed.  “That’s assuming we find Kay,” he added.  “But I don’t think that will too difficult in today’s social media-driven world.”

      “What if she still doesn’t want to be found?”

      “We’ll have to cross that bridge when we come to it,” Daniel said.

      “Did you want to come up?  Are you coming to the pub?” Fenella asked as Daniel slid his car into a spot on the promenade.

      “I’ll come up for a few minutes, just to go back over everything that was said this afternoon,” he told her.   “But I probably won’t go to the pub.  I should go back to the office and write reports.”

      “That sounds like fun,” Fenella said sarcastically.

      “It’s just as exciting as it sounds,” he told her.

      Katie greeted them with a great deal of noise.

      “You were not going to starve,” Fenella told her as she filled up her food bowl.  “I promise, you would have made it until morning, even if I hadn’t come back.”

      “Meerreeewwwww,” Katie said before she began to eat.

      “She was playing happily until she heard the door,” Mona said.  “Then she started whining and carrying on like a starving infant.”

      Fenella bit her tongue before she accidently replied to her aunt.

      “So let’s talk about this afternoon,” Daniel said.  “This might sound crazy, but can you take me through the afternoon as if I hadn’t been there?”

      Fenella gave him an odd look.  “Why?”

      “I don’t know,” he admitted.  “I’m hoping it will give me a different perspective on everything that was said.”

      “Okay, well, I’ll try,” she told him.  It was difficult trying to repeat conversations to Daniel that he’d been a part of, but he only corrected her once or twice when she missed things.   “Has that helped?” she asked when she was done.

      “I’m not sure,” Daniel said with a sigh.

      “How did Herman know you’d spoken to Roger?” Mona asked from her chair.

      “I don’t know.  Sophia must have told him,” Fenella replied.

      “Pardon?” Daniel said.

      Fenella flushed.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “A thought popped into my head and then I replied to myself aloud.”

      “What was the thought?”

      “I wondered how Herman knew that I’d spoken to Roger,” Fenella said.  “But Sophia must have told him.”

      “I don’t think so,” Daniel said after a minute’s thought.  “You said something to Sophia about it, but then she went into the kitchen.  After that, she conducted the service and then she was talking to lots of different people, but I never saw her talking to Herman.”

      “How else could he have known?” Fenella asked.

      “Maybe he saw you two together,” Mona suggested.

      “You don’t think he saw us together, do you?”  Fenella rephrased her aunt’s words.

      “I think I need to have another talk with Herman Clucas,” Daniel said seriously.  “And probably his wife as well.”

      “It’s too bad that Sophia admitted to buying everything for Roger,” Fenella said.  “I thought that was going to be the key to finding Christopher’s killer.”

      “I’m still not convinced she’s telling the truth about that,” Daniel said.  “And when Peter said something about not buying him alcohol, she was flustered.  I don’t think she was supplying his drinks, even if she was paying for the rest.”

      “What motive did Herman have for killing Christopher?”

      “He was crazy about Jennifer, and she was having a fling with Christopher,” Mona suggested.  “Those two have a very odd relationship.”

      “Was Jennifer involved with Christopher in those days?” Fenella asked Daniel.

      “I don’t know, but I intend to find out,” Daniel told her.  “I didn’t question her extensively, as she and Herman weren’t married yet when Christopher died.  Everyone has always talked about how they thought Herman and Sophia would end up together, but maybe that was just talk.”  He got to his feet.  “I’m going to have them both brought in for questioning tonight,” he told Fenella.

      “That sounds like a good idea,” she said.

      “If either of them contact you, let me know,” he said.  “And refuse to see them.  If Herman did kill Christopher and Roger, he might be worried about what Roger said to you.”

      Fenella shuddered.  “That’s a little bit scary,” she said.

      “I can’t tell you what to do, but I’d rather you didn’t go to the pub tonight.  Maybe you and Shelly could have a drink at home instead?  I’ll feel better knowing you’re safely locked in your flat until I have some answers.”

      Fenella walked to the door with him.  “I may just suggest that to Shelly,” she said.  “I’m not sure I want to go out, anyway.”

      Daniel stopped in the doorway and stared at Fenella for a moment.  “Promise me you’ll look after yourself,” he said intently.

      “I will,” Fenella said.

      He nodded and then reached for the doorknob.  His hand stopped halfway there and he turned back to Fenella.  He pulled her close and gave her a kiss that nearly melted the shoes off her feet.

      “I’ll stop back when I have news,” he muttered as he pulled the door open.  He was gone before Fenella could catch her breath.
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      “You were right on all counts,” Daniel said in the evening, three days later, as he sat down on the couch.

      Fenella joined him and frowned at Mona who was actually jumping up and down in excitement.

      “I solved a murder, no, two murders,” she crowed.  “I told you I would be good at this sort of thing.  Go me, go me, go me,” she chanted, dancing around the room.

      Act your age, Fenella thought but didn’t say.  Mona turned around and stuck her tongue out at Fenella.  Oh, great, now she can read my mind, Fenella thought.

      “What was I right about?” she asked Daniel, suddenly realizing that he was watching her with an odd look on his face.

      “Herman killed Christopher and Roger,” Daniel said.  “He actually confessed once we confronted him with some evidence.”

      “What evidence?”

      “We found Roger’s account at the beer and wine shop,” Daniel said.  “Roger bought whatever he wanted and the bills went straight to Herman.”

      “Poor Roger was never going to be able to get sober that way, was he?”

      “No, which suited Herman.  He was sure that Roger had seen him with Christopher on the night Christopher died.  As it happens, I don’t think we’ll ever know whether Roger saw anything or not, but it doesn’t really matter.  What matters is what Herman believed.”

      “So Sophia really was helping Roger out of the goodness of her heart?” Fenella asked.

      “I can’t get her to admit to anything, but I think Sophia knew who killed her husband and kept quiet about it.”

      “Why would she do that?”

      “We didn’t find any letter to the police in Roger’s things, but we did find a letter from Christopher to Sophia.  In it, he tells her he wants a divorce, and because he has evidence of her infidelity, he tells her that she won’t get a penny from him.  I don’t think Sophia had an actual hand in the murder, but I’m pretty sure she wasn’t sorry that Christopher was killed.”

      “How awful,” Fenella said with a shudder.  “How did Roger get his hands on the letter, though?”

      “I don’t know if we’ll ever know the answer to that, either,” Daniel said.  “Sophia denies ever having seen it, but even if she never saw the letter, she must have known that Christopher was thinking about leaving her.  Being a rich widow was a much more pleasant alternative, I’m sure.”

      “But you don’t think she talked Herman into the murder?”

      “Herman was adamant that she didn’t know anything about it,” Daniel said.  “And I’m inclined to believe him, under the circumstances.   At this point, he has nothing to lose by telling the truth.”

      “What about Jennifer?  How much did she know?”

      “We’re still working on that,” Daniel said.  “She claims she was crazy about Christopher and devastated by his death.  She may be telling the truth as well.”

      “And she was married to Herman for all those years and never suspected anything?”

      “She may have had some suspicions about Roger’s death.  Apparently that was part of what they’d been fighting about lately.  Herman wanted her to provide him with an alibi for the night Roger died and she refused.”

      “You wouldn’t have believed her, anyway,” Fenella said.  “Wives aren’t reliable witnesses.  But how did Herman know that I’d spoken to Roger?”

      “He was looking for him and saw you two together.  Apparently Roger was pressuring Herman to be a bit more generous and Herman wanted to discuss the issue with him.  When he saw Roger talking to you, he decided that Roger was more of a serious loose end than he’d realized.  He took Roger back to his house so that they could talk and things escalated from there,” Daniel explained.

      “I should have dragged Roger to the police,” Fenella said sadly.

      Daniel shook his head.  “He wouldn’t have told us anything and Herman would have taken care of him once we let him go.  The important thing is that both murder cases are officially closed.  I can’t thank you enough for your help.”

      “He should be thanking me,” Mona said from her seat.  “I’m the one who worked it all out.  But do go ahead and take all the credit.  See if I care.”

      “I’m glad I was able to help,” Fenella said, trying to ignore the faces that Mona was making at her.  “If you have any more cold cases you want to discuss, I’d be happy to hear about them.”

      “I will, probably soon,” he said.  “But I haven’t told you about Kay.”

      “Oh, goodness, you haven’t found her, have you?”

      “I have,” Daniel said.

      “I had a driving lesson this morning, and Mel didn’t say a word,” Fenella told him.

      “I only found her this afternoon,” Daniel explained.  “She was going to ring Mel after she spoke with me.”

      “Oh, dear, poor Mel,” Fenella said.  “I hope she’s kind to him.  He did her a huge favor and she ran away.”

      “Yes, well, there are two sides to every story,” Daniel pointed out.

      “What did she say, then?”

      “Her story is much the same as the one Mel told you,” he said.  “All of the history with Liam was true, and she did spend the night with him without telling Mel and then found that she was a missing person the next morning.  In her version, she wanted to ring the police and tell them she was okay, but Mel begged her not to so that no one would know that he’d been left.  She went along, reluctantly, because she felt so guilty about leaving him after he’d been so kind to her.”

      “Either version of the story fits,” Fenella admitted.  “But I like Mel and I don’t know Kay, so I’ll believe his version.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “Anyway, they did move to New Zealand.  According to Kay, she never lost contact with her parents, and they used to come out and visit her at least once a year before her father died.”

      “Why didn’t they tell anyone that she was okay, then?”

      “Kay reckons that they always liked Mel more than her,” Daniel said.  “She thinks they kept the secret for his benefit.  Once they moved off-island, it was a lot easier for them, of course.  No one across even knew that their daughter was supposedly missing.”

      “So is she still in New Zealand?”

      “She is, but she’s thinking about moving back.  She knows her mother’s health is failing and she’d like to be closer to her.  She and Liam split up about ten years ago, and two of her three children are in the UK, so she’s tempted.”

      “I wonder how Mel will feel about that,” Fenella said.

      “You’ll have to ask him at your next lesson,” Daniel suggested.

      “Or maybe not,” Fenella said.  “He’s switching back to the other car, the one with the manual transmission, for my next lesson.  I suspect I’ll be too busy stalling and cursing to think about Kay.”

      “Would you like to have a go in my car?” Daniel asked.  “We could go for a short drive if you’d like.”

      Fenella shook her head firmly.  “If I’m going to destroy someone’s transmission, I’d rather it was someone I’m paying for the privilege,” she said.  “Maybe once I’ve started to get the hang of it, I’ll take you up on the offer, but for now I’m going to pass.”

      “Let me know,” he said.

      A knock at the door interrupted them.  Shelly smiled brightly at Fenella when she opened the door.  “Ready for the pub?” she asked.  Peter waved from behind her.

      Fenella glanced back at Daniel, who rose to his feet to join the women.  “The pub sounds like a good idea,” he said.

      “I haven’t been for a while,” Fenella told him.  “Not since you warned me.”

      “I should have rung you and told you everything was okay,” Daniel said.  “I’m awfully sorry.”

      “It didn’t hurt me to miss a few nights,” Fenella said.  “Shelly and I had drinks here the first night, and I used the time to get some extra work done on my book, as well.  I think I’m going to head across before the end of the month to do that research I wanted to do last month.”

      “In that case, we’d better enjoy your company while we have it,” Daniel said.  “And the first round is on me as an apology for not ringing.”

      “I won’t argue,” Fenella said.

      “Me, either,” Shelly chimed in.

      “I never say no to a free drink,” Peter laughed.

      They were halfway across the building’s lobby when Fenella suddenly thought about Katie.  “I need to dash back and give Katie some food,” she told the others.  “You go and I’ll see you there in five minutes.”

      “Have you come back to congratulate me?” Mona asked as Fenella rushed back inside her apartment.

      “I came back to feed Katie,” Fenella said.  “But congratulations.  You spotted Herman’s mistake and solved two murders.”

      “I did, didn’t I?” Mona said, beaming.

      “Yes, and this time you didn’t even put me in any danger,” Fenella said dryly.

      “Now that Daniel is falling in love with you, he’ll be keeping a much closer eye on you,” Mona said.  “You’ve no chance of getting into any trouble.”

      “Daniel is what?”

      “You heard me,” Mona said.  “Do you really think he forgot to ring you to tell you that you were safe to go back to the pub?  I think he didn’t want you to know so that you’d stay at home for a few nights, well away from Peter.”

      “Peter lives next door,” Fenella pointed out.  “There’s nothing to stop me from having Peter over for drinks whenever I want.”

      “But you didn’t,” Mona said.  “Which is very telling.”

      “It is not.  It simply never came up.”

      “Yes, dear,” Mona said.

      Fenella thought about arguing, but she didn’t bother.  Instead, she filled up Katie’s bowls and then turned to leave.

      “I’m going to be away for a few days,” Mona said as Fenella crossed the room.

      “Where are you going?”

      “I just have a few things to do,” Mona said.  “People to visit, that sort of thing.”

      “What people?”

      “It doesn’t matter.  I just wanted you to know that I’ll be gone for a few days.  I didn’t want you to worry.”

      “I’m probably going to go to London before the end of the month,” Fenella said.

      “Well, we might just miss each other then, if you leave before I get back.”

      “But you are coming back?”

      “Oh, yes,” Mona said with enthusiasm.  “Things are just starting to get interesting around here.”
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        Fenella’s story continues in…

        Dogs and Danger

        An Isle of Man Ghostly Cozy

      

      

      When Fenella Woods decided to cut all of her ties in Buffalo, New York to move to the Isle of Man, she didn’t even give pets a single thought.  Not long after she’d settled in, however, she’d found herself with a kitten.  Just back from a fortnight of research in London, the last thing she’s expecting is that she’s going to find herself looking after two dogs as well.

      When Fenella and her good friend, Shelly Quirk, find a stray dog on Douglas Beach, Shelly quickly recognizes him and knows where he belongs.  The problem is, his owner, Harvey, seems to have disappeared.  Shelly’s cat won’t let Winston into Shelly’s apartment, but Fenella’s Katie is more welcoming.

      When a second neighbor goes missing only a few days later, Fenella finds herself in the middle of two missing person cases, and looking after two dogs.  When one of the missing men turns up dead and a third person goes missing, life begins to feel more dangerous for Fenella and Shelly.

      Inspector Daniel Robinson is reluctantly on the sidelines as he’s busy getting ready to go away for a two-month training course.  Missing persons isn’t really his area of expertise, either.  Can Fenella and Shelly work out what’s going on before anyone else ends up dead?
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