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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      This is book fifteen in the series, which means we’re over halfway through the alphabet.  People often ask me where I get my ideas.  This story grew entirely out of the title.  I spent several days running through lists of words that began with the letter O, before deciding on a title that I liked.  Then I simply had to write a story that fit the title.  (Simply??!)  I hope you enjoy the story that came from that beginning.

      The books in this series are written in American English as my main character grew up in the US and lived there for most of her life.  Characters who are Manx or English speak in British English, however.  I work hard to ensure that I’m as accurate as I can be with this, but I know that mistakes sometimes slip through.  If you would like to let me know about any mistakes that you find, I will correct them and be hugely grateful.

      While these stories are usually set on the Isle of Man, in this book, Fenella does some traveling in the UK.  The story still begins and ends on the island, though.

      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.  The shops, restaurants, and businesses in this story are also fictional.  The historical sites and other landmarks within the story are all real, however, the events that take place within them in the book are fictional.

      Please get in touch.  Hearing from readers is one of the best parts of being a writer.  My contact details are available at the back of the book.
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      “Daniel gets back tonight, then?” Mona Kelly asked as Fenella Woods poured water into her coffee maker.

      “Yes, on the late ferry,” Fenella replied tiredly.  She was so tired that she hadn’t even jumped when Mona had suddenly spoken behind her.  Or maybe she was beginning to get used to the woman’s sudden appearances.

      “And tomorrow you leave for your romantic fortnight across?” was Mona’s next question.

      “We do, although I don’t know that it’s going to be romantic,” Fenella said, frowning at her aunt.  “I don’t know much about it at all, really.”

      “You’ve been talking to Daniel for hours every evening for the entire time he’s been away.  Surely you talked about the holiday you’re taking together at least once or twice.”

      “We did, but only very briefly.  I got the impression that Daniel doesn’t know much more about it than I do.”

      Mona frowned.  “Perhaps you should tell me everything you do know.”

      Fenella switched on the coffee maker and then counted to ten.  Inhaling deeply through her nose, she was sure that just the smell of the coffee brewing was giving her more energy.

      “Fenella?” Mona said sharply.

      After another deep breath, Fenella turned around and faced the other woman.  “Sorry, I needed to breathe in some coffee.”

      “You’d do better to drink it.”

      “Yes, I know, and I will be drinking it very soon.  Maybe you shouldn’t even try to speak to me until I’ve had a cup or two.”

      Mona studied her for a moment and then nodded.  “You may be right about that,” she said before she slowly faded away.

      “I’d love to be able to do that at boring parties,” Fenella muttered as she opened a nearby cupboard and pulled out a large coffee mug.

      Mona Kelly had been Fenella’s aunt.  When she’d passed away, she’d left her entire estate to Fenella, who had been Mona’s sister’s only daughter.  Fenella had four brothers, most of whom were not the least bit upset that Mona had chosen to leave everything to Fenella.

      The inheritance had been exactly the push that Fenella had needed to make a number of changes in her life.  She’d sold her small house in Buffalo, New York, quit her job as a professor at a university there, and ended a ten-year relationship with a man who was more of a friend than a partner.

      When she’d arrived in Douglas, Fenella had discovered that she’d inherited a luxury apartment on the Douglas promenade, a fancy convertible sports car, and a wardrobe full of clothes that all seemed to fit Fenella perfectly.  After some time on the island, she’d come to learn that she’d also inherited a veritable fortune in stocks, bonds, bank accounts, and property.  She’d also learned that, while Mona was dead, she hadn’t exactly moved out of her apartment.

      The ghost that visited regularly appeared a good deal younger than Mona had been when she’d died, but after over a year of living with her, Fenella was becoming certain that she was, indeed, Mona Kelly’s ghost.  She was also starting to feel as if she was learning how to live with her unexpected roommate.

      “Merroow?”

      Fenella sighed.  “Yes, I know, Katie.  You didn’t get your breakfast yet, did you?”

      Katie, her kitten, was another unexpected roommate.  The tiny animal had strolled into the apartment within days of Fenella’s arrival.  As she’d never had a pet before, it had taken Fenella some time to adjust to Katie’s presence, but now she couldn’t imagine her life without the feisty but sweet feline.

      “I’m going to miss you,” she told Katie as she filled her food and water bowls.  “But maybe I’ll get to sleep late while I’m away.”

      Katie made a face at her before she started eating her breakfast.  The kitten woke her nearly every morning at exactly seven o’clock.  For the next two weeks, that was going to be Shelly Quirk’s problem, not Fenella’s.  Shelly lived in the apartment right next door to Fenella’s and she’d kindly agreed to keep Katie while Fenella was away.

      After two cups of coffee and an extra long shower, Fenella felt almost awake enough to function.  Back in the kitchen, she refilled her mug and then slid a few slices of bread into the toaster.

      “Extra strawberry jam today,” she told Katie as she spread the sweet topping on her toast.  “I need the sugar.”

      “Sugar isn’t healthy for you,” Mona said as she reappeared at the counter.

      Fenella jumped, dropping her toast, which nearly landed on Katie.

      The kitten caught the piece of toast in midair and dashed away with her prize.

      “There’s going to be jam everywhere,” Fenella gasped as she raced after the animal.

      She found Katie curled up on one of the couches, an innocent smile on her face.

      “What have you done with the toast?” Fenella demanded.

      Katie yawned and then shut her eyes.

      “Do you think she ate it all that quickly?” Fenella asked Mona.

      “You’d already eaten most of it,” Mona replied.  “There wasn’t much more than a bite left.”

      “I could make more,” Fenella said, walking back into the kitchen.

      “Or you could have some fruit or maybe some porridge,” Mona suggested.

      “Or I could just keep drinking coffee and then have a big lunch.”

      Mona shrugged.  “Are you feeling better now?”

      “I think so.  If Katie hadn’t woken me, I think I could have slept until noon, though.”

      “Why didn’t you go back to bed after you’d fed her?  That’s what you’ve been doing most days, after all.”

      Fenella flushed.  “It hasn’t been most days, just a few days.  Anyway, I felt a bit guilty about doing that when I know that Daniel can’t.  He has to get up every day, regardless of how tired he is.  Besides, I promised Shelly that I would go for a walk with her this morning.  I thought she’d be knocking on my door by now, really.”

      “She overslept,” Mona told her.  “She should be here soon, though.”

      Fenella really wanted to ask her aunt how she knew that, but Mona was notorious for not telling the truth about such matters.  Fenella had asked Mona dozens of questions about the afterlife and she’d never once received an answer that she thought was true.

      “Great,” was all that she said in reply.

      “Which doesn’t give you much time to tell me about this holiday with Daniel,” Mona said.  “I should have asked sooner, but I’ve been busy helping Max with something.  I hope we’re nearly finished, but I suppose there’s no rush as you won’t be here for the next fortnight.  I shall have plenty of time to spend with Max while you’re away.”

      “You’ll enjoy that.”

      Max was Maxwell Martin, the man with whom Mona had fallen in love when she’d been only eighteen.  He’d moved her into a room in one of the hotels he’d owned and showered her with gifts ranging from jewelry to property.  Over the past year, Mona had told Fenella a great deal about her relationship with Max, a relationship that was, according to Mona, still continuing.  Apparently, Max’s ghost had taken up residence in the suite of offices on the ground floor of the building.  When the building had been a hotel, the space had been part of a grand ballroom and according to Mona, that was what Max still saw.  The rest of the building had been turned into expensive apartments and Max had given Mona the largest and most luxurious.  It was that apartment that Fenella now called home.

      “I do enjoy being with Max.  I wish he was a bit less confused about being dead, though.  He keeps asking me to arrange all sorts of outings, which are unbelievably complicated to organize under the circumstances.”

      “Really?  What sort of outings?”

      Mona smiled.  “Mostly around the island, although he was trying to persuade me to travel to London with him recently.  I’m still considering the matter, actually.  It would be a huge drain on my energy and I’m not certain that Max could actually manage it, but I haven’t been to London in years and I do miss it.”

      Unsure of what to believe, Fenella simply nodded.

      “But you were going to tell me about your plans with Daniel,” Mona reminded her.

      “I can’t tell you much.  We’re going over to the UK to visit several cities.  In each city, we’ll get to see, well, really, hear, an orchestra perform.”

      “Ah, yes, you did say something about orchestras.  Should I ask why?  Have you been secretly hiding your fascination for orchestral music from me for the past year?”

      “I don’t dislike orchestras,” Fenella said defensively.  “I used to go and hear the Buffalo Philharmonic Orchestra on occasion and sometimes went to concerts on campus, as well.”

      “Have you ever played an instrument?”

      “Sadly, no.  It’s one of the things that I’ve always wanted to do, but never had the opportunity to try.”

      “It’s never too late.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’m afraid I’m simply too lazy now to take up an instrument.  I know myself well enough to know that I’d never actually practice, at least not once the novelty wore off.  I’m excited to go and hear the experts, though.”

      “So you’ll be traveling around the country, listening to various orchestras?”

      “Not exactly.  We’re going to be traveling around the country, listening to the same orchestra.  They’re on tour and we’re going to be attending several of their concerts.”

      Mona stared at her for a moment.  “You’re going to hear the same concert over and over again?”

      “I’m not sure if it will be the same concert each time, but maybe,” Fenella said, waving a hand.  “We’re going to get to meet some of the musicians, as well, which should be fascinating.”

      “Keep telling yourself that,” Mona muttered.

      “It’s going to be something completely different anyway.”

      Mona nodded.  “Different doesn’t mean enjoyable or interesting,” she said.  “Shelly’s here.  You go and enjoy your walk.  I’m not sure if I want to hear any more about your travel plans or not.”  She faded away before Fenella could reply.  The knock on the door a second later made her jump, even though she’d been warned.

      “Hello, hello,” Shelly said, pulling Fenella into a hug.  “I’m late and I’m really sorry.”  Shelly was wearing a bright green blouse over a pair of red and blue striped trousers.  On anyone else, it would have been overwhelming, but Fenella was used to Shelly’s colorful wardrobe.  After being unexpectedly widowed, Shelly had sold the home she’d shared with her husband, taken early retirement after years of teaching, and moved into the apartment next to Mona’s.  Mona had helped the widow through her grief, encouraging her to embrace life fully.  Fenella wasn’t certain if Shelly had always worn bright colors or if she’d begun to do so under Mona’s guidance, but Fenella couldn’t imagine Shelly wearing anything else.

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s not a problem.  I’ve been struggling to wake up this morning, anyway.”

      “Tim and I had a late dinner last night,” Shelly told her.  “He’s working on a big project that’s top secret, so don’t even ask me about it.”

      Shelly had been seeing Tim Blake for several months now and Fenella had never seen her friend so happy.  Tim was an architect who worked for the locally owned ShopFast grocery store chain.

      “Okay,” Fenella agreed, even though she found herself wondering if they were planning a new store or simply remodeling an old one.  Whatever, she wouldn’t push her friend for more information.  No doubt the entire story would be all over the local news soon.  Nothing stayed a secret for long on the small island.

      “Anyway, he’s been working a lot of extra hours, but we managed to find time to have dinner together last night anyway.  I’m not sure what I’ll do with myself when you’re gone if he’s still working all the time,” Shelly continued.

      “You’ll have this little pest to worry about,” Fenella reminded her, picking up Katie who’d just jumped down from her spot on the couch.  She checked her over quickly, but didn’t find a trace of jam anywhere on Katie’s fur.

      “I love having Katie to visit,” Shelly replied.

      “How’s the book coming?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly sighed.  “It’s coming, although I’m not sure it’s ever going to be finished.  I’m struggling with the conflict between the main characters.  I can’t seem to find a way to separate them without making one of them behave badly.  I like them both too much to let that happen.”

      “So you need something awful to happen from the outside.  I don’t suppose either of them could have a nasty ex-partner turn up?”

      “And then the partner could get murdered,” Shelly suggested.  “Except that would probably turn the book into something else altogether.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I thought you wanted to write romances, not murder mysteries.”

      “You should be the one writing murder mysteries, with all of your experience,” Shelly suggested.

      Shaking her head, Fenella frowned.  “I’m not interested in writing anything, not anymore.”  When she’d first moved to the island, Fenella had been planning to write a fictionalized autobiography of Anne Boleyn.  Once she’d discovered the extent of her fortune, however, she’d given up on the idea.  She was currently enjoying doing nothing much, with vague plans to do some research into the island’s history at some point in the future.

      “And murder is deeply unpleasant,” Shelly added.  “Let’s go for our walk and talk about pleasant things.  You can tell me all about your holiday plans.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh, wishing she knew more about the vacation about which everyone else was so interested in hearing.

      “You already told me that you were going to be following a traveling orchestra from city to city,” Shelly said as they walked out of their building and crossed the road to the promenade.  “Which cities will you be visiting?”

      “We’re starting in Chester,” Fenella told her.  “Daniel sent me the full list last night.”  She dug her mobile phone out of her bag and scrolled through her text messages.  “Chester, Shrewsbury, Gloucester, Taunton, Plymouth, Salisbury, Ipswich, Boston, Harrogate, and then on into Scotland.  The thing is, Daniel wasn’t sure how long the orchestra is meant to be in each city.  I can’t imagine we’ll be going to all of those places, though.  Surely, they’ll be spending at least a few days in some of the cities.”

      “They aren’t all cities, of course,” Shelly told her.

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean some of those places you mentioned are towns, rather than cities,” Shelly explained.  “Population centers can only call themselves cities if they are officially designated as such.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Does it matter?”

      “I’m sure it matters to someone, probably the local government officials, if no one else, but it shouldn’t make the slightest bit of difference to you.”

      “I’ve no idea how many we’ll actually get to see, cities or towns, but I’m looking forward to seeing more of England, anyway.”

      “And more of Daniel?”

      Flushing, Fenellla looked out at the sea.  “Yes, of course,” she said, feeling slightly sick to her stomach at the thought.

      She and Daniel Robinson had met right after Fenella’s arrival on the island when she’d almost literally stumbled over a dead body.  Daniel was an inspector with the Douglas CID and after that inauspicious beginning the pair had begun spending time together.  Before things could develop into anything more than friendship, Daniel had been sent to Milton Keynes for several months for additional training.  When he’d returned, he’d told Fenella that he’d met someone else, but that, due to circumstances, that relationship had never developed.

      After a while, the pair had renewed their friendship and started again at working toward a relationship.  Just when it seemed as if everything was going well, Nancy, the woman Daniel had met in Milton Keynes, arrived on the island for a visit.  Her brutal murder had actually brought Fenella and Daniel closer together, but once it had been solved, Daniel had been sent to the remote Scottish island where Nancy had been working, to share everything that he knew about the case.  The short term assignment had now stretched into three-and-a-half weeks, something about which both she and Daniel were unhappy.

      “You’ve been talking to him every day, haven’t you?” Shelly asked.

      “We’ve been talking every night for hours.  Maybe the distance has been good for us, actually.  We’ve had a lot of very serious discussions about everything from our childhoods to our past relationships.  I feel as if I know Daniel a good deal better now than I did when he left.”  And I’m crazy about him, she added to herself.

      “Have you talked about the money?”

      Fenella winced.  Mona’s money was the one issue they’d both managed to avoid during their late night conversations.  It was bad enough that Fenella still wasn’t comfortable with her unexpected fortune.  For Daniel it was a major concern.  “It never came up,” Fenella replied.

      “You need to talk about it.”

      “I know we do.  His first wife left him when she inherited some money, though, and he has old-fashioned ideas about how men should support the women they love.  It’s complicated.”

      “Who’s paying for the holiday?”

      “He’s, finally and reluctantly, allowing me to pay for my share, but it took a lot of time and energy to persuade him.”  Fenella sighed.  “He’s off work for two whole weeks and we could be going just about anywhere in the world.  I would love to be going somewhere for a luxury vacation with five star hotels and restaurants, but we’re doing what’s affordable for Daniel.  There’s a little bit of me that’s hoping that we have a miserable time and that he’ll let me pay for something much nicer next time.”

      Shelly laughed.  “If I were you, I’d insist on it.  Where will you be staying in the various towns and cities?”

      “Apparently, in bed and breakfast-type places.  Again, Daniel wasn’t totally clear on what the arrangements are.”

      “You’d think a police inspector would be concerned about such things.  I’d have expected him to have checked each and every stop along the way, making sure that each bed and breakfast met his standards.”

      “He’s been staying in someone’s spare bedroom on a remote Scottish island for the past three weeks.  Apparently, the room is also an office and a sewing room.  He was woken up one night to the sound of the sewing machine running.  Apparently, his host’s wife couldn’t sleep so she decided to work on a sewing project.  She was very apologetic, but she kept sewing until dawn.”

      Shelly laughed.  “So Daniel is exhausted.”

      “I’m sure he is, especially because we’ve been talking every night until late.”

      “So, you’ll be staying at various bed and breakfast places, but how will you get from place to place?  I thought you were flying across?”

      “We are flying.  We’ll be traveling by bus from city to city.”

      “Or town.”

      “Yes, or town,” Fenella laughed.  “There is an entire group of us going.”

      “To follow an orchestra as it travels around the country.”

      “I know it sounds rather odd, but apparently such tours are quite popular.”

      “Are they?  I’ve never met anyone else who’s done one.”

      “Maybe I’ll start a trend, then.”

      Shelly chuckled.  “Maybe, if it’s wonderful, Tim and I should try it.”

      “Don’t sign up for anything yet.  I’m not convinced it’s going to be wonderful.”

      “It could be very romantic, though,” Shelly said thoughtfully.  “No doubt the places where the orchestras will be performing will be stunning.  You’ll get to wear nice clothes and sit and listen to beautiful music.  I’m sure there will be an interval so you can have a drink or two.  Then, more beautiful music before you return to your cozy little bed and breakfast for the night.  After a late breakfast the next morning, it will be on to the next city, where you can wander the streets and see the sights before the next performance.”

      “You make it sound idyllic, but you also write fiction,” Fenella said dryly.

      “It might be exactly the way I described.”

      “Or nothing like that at all.”

      “You should be able to see the sights in each city or town, though, shouldn’t you?”

      “We won’t have a car, so we’ll be rather limited as to where we can go, but I’m hoping to see a few things along the way.  Daniel said something about the possibility of excursions, but nothing has been confirmed yet beyond the various meetings with the musicians.”

      “You’re going to meet the musicians?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella nodded.  It was Mona she’d told about that, not Shelly.  “Yes, apparently we’re going to get a chance to meet some of them before and after the various concerts.”

      “That might be interesting.”

      “Maybe.”

      “Have you ever played an instrument?”

      “No, although I’ve always wanted to play piano or maybe flute.”

      “I took piano lessons when I was a child, but I found it boring and hated practicing.  My mother finally got fed up with paying for lessons and let me quit after two years.”

      “You could always try again now,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly blushed.  “Tim said the same thing recently, actually.  He’s so talented and I’ve been spending a lot of time with the band and they’re all so musical, that I do feel as if I’ve missed out on something.  Tim said that he could find ways to encourage me to practice if I gave it a try.  The keyboard player from the band offered to teach me the basics and I might just take him up on the offer.”

      Tim played guitar in the local band, The Islanders.  Fenella had briefly dated Todd Hughes, who sometimes performed with the band, but he traveled too regularly for the relationship to develop into anything more than friendship.

      “I promise I won’t complain about the noise if you decide to give it a try,” Fenella teased.

      “Oh, apparently you can buy electronic pianos that come with headphones now.  You could be in the same room and not hear me practicing.”

      “Really?  I’m sure there are millions of parents around the world who are grateful.  I don’t suppose they have the same thing for violins?”

      Shelly laughed.  “I don’t believe so.  And beginners at violin are quite, um, challenging to hear.  At one point, many years ago, my classroom was right across the hall from the music room.  I got to listen to beginners in everything from violin to clarinet to percussion.  I do believe that violin was the worst, although drums were not good, either.”

      “Many years ago?”

      “Oh, yes.  That room was the worst one in the building and it was always where new reception teachers were assigned.  After a few years, I was able to move up to year one and then year two.  Each move took me a bit farther away from the music room.  If I try, though, I can still remember it as if it was yesterday, which is annoying, because I can’t remember what I had for lunch actual yesterday.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I know what you mean.  I still remember the classroom I was assigned to for my first teaching job as a graduate student.  It was a huge lecture theater and in the summer months, the air conditioning blew so hard that it used to blow all the papers off the tables.  In the winter, the heating simply never worked.”

      “They really should give new teachers the best possible rooms and then change them around once they know we’re committed,” Shelly said.

      Fenella nodded.  “I very nearly decided to find a real job after a few semesters in that room, but there weren’t many places in the area looking for someone with a BA and an MA in history.”

      The pair had walked all the way to the end of the promenade and back.

      “Do you want to walk farther?” Shelly asked as they neared their building.

      “Yes and no.  I really should think about packing.  What you said about fancy places for performances reminded me that I haven’t actually even thought about what I’m going to wear.”

      “Are you taking lacy lingerie for the evenings with Daniel?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella felt her face go red.  “I don’t know what to take for the evenings,” she admitted.

      Shelly gave her a sideways hug.  “Being married was easier.  My husband never noticed what I wore to bed.  I keep wondering what I’ll do if Tim asks me to go away with him for a holiday.  I do feel as if we should be married before we sleep together, but I’m also aware that that’s an old-fashioned notion these days.”

      “If it’s how you feel, then you should tell him that and stand by it.  Old-fashioned or not, you’re entitled to feel that way.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “I’m sure it will come up sooner or later.  He’s been a perfect gentleman so far, anyway.”

      They crossed the road and then made their way back to the sixth floor of their building.

      “Are you meeting Daniel’s plane?” Shelly asked outside Fenella’s door

      “Yes, at ten-fifteen tonight.”

      “And what time is your flight tomorrow?”

      “Seven.”

      “AM?”

      “Yes,” Fenella said, making a face.

      “Do you want to bring Katie over to me tonight, then?  It sounds as if you’re going to be in a rush tonight and tomorrow.”

      “I hate to bring her to you at all, but you’re right.  I’ll bring her over around eight, if that’s okay.”

      “It’s fine.  Tim is working late so I’ll be watching mindless television and eating ice cream.”

      “That sounds like a perfect evening.”

      Shelly laughed.  “You should be looking forward to seeing Daniel again.”

      Fenella nodded and then let herself into her apartment.

      “You need to pack,” Mona reminded her a short while later.  Fenella was sitting in front of her computer, trying to learn more about the various cities they were due to visit.

      “I’m making a list of sights I want to see,” she replied.

      “Pack first.  You should wait to make your list until you and Daniel are together.  He may have very different ideas about what he wants to see, after all.”

      Fenella hated to admit it, but Mona was right.  She shut her laptop down and then walked into the bedroom.  An hour later, her suitcase was nearly packed, mostly thanks to Mona’s input and her gorgeous wardrobe of clothes.

      “You just need to add your toiletries after you use them in the morning,” Mona said as Fenella folded the last of the elegant evening gowns Mona had suggested that she take.  “And something to sleep in, of course.”

      “I don’t know what to take for that,” Fenella said miserably.

      “Take the two nightgowns in the bottom drawer,” Mona told her.

      Fenella slid the drawer open and pulled out the gowns.  Although she’d been through that drawer several times, she’d never seen them before.  They were both beautiful, made with silk and lace.  One was considerably sexier than the other, clearly designed to enhance and showcase the wearer’s curves.  The second was much more innocent, something Fenella was sure her mother would have approved of, really.

      “Between them, those two will get you through the fortnight,” Mona told her.  “And now I must go.  There’s an orchestra concert in the ballroom tonight and I promised Max I’d attend with him.”

      “Really?” Fenella asked without thinking.

      Mona chuckled and then faded away.

      Several hours later, after dinner and having taken Katie to Shelly’s, Fenella drove herself to the island’s airport.  While she’d been tempted to take Mona’s fun car, she’d chosen to drive the much more sensible car that she’d purchased herself after she’d earned her Manx driver’s license.  It had a large trunk for Daniel’s suitcases.

      Having parked, she walked into the nearly empty terminal building.  There was only one flight left to arrive for the day.  Fenella frowned when she noted that it was delayed.

      “It shouldn’t be more than half an hour late,” the tired girl behind the information desk told Fenella.  “I’m hoping it’s sooner.  I’m knackered.”

      Pacing around the small arrivals area quickly grew boring, so Fenella wandered up to the next level.  The small gift shop was shut, as was the café.  There were a handful of other people milling around, obviously waiting for the late flight to arrive, but mostly she saw airport staff, pushing cleaning carts and vacuum cleaners around the nearly empty building.

      “We’re pleased to announce the arrival of flight 2049 from Manchester,” a disembodied voice announced as Fenella made another circuit of the upper level.

      She walked down the stairs slowly and then watched as the first passengers began to make their way to the baggage claim carousels.  Her heart skipped a beat when Daniel strolled past, looking incredibly handsome, but also exhausted.  He picked up a large bag from the carousel and then headed through the doors to arrivals.

      “Hello,” he said softly before he pulled Fenella into a kiss that made her forget her own name.
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      “Did you miss me?” Daniel asked when he lifted his head some minutes later.

      “Just a little bit,” she lied.

      He laughed.  “I missed you a great deal.  Talking every night was nice, but this is much nicer.”  He kissed her again.

      When the kiss finally ended, Fenella blinked several times.  “That was a great kiss, but it seems to have affected my vision.  It’s a lot darker in here than it was a minute ago.”

      Daniel grinned.  “I think they want us to leave.”

      Fenella looked around.  Nearly all of the passengers from the flight had disappeared, leaving only her and Daniel and one man on his phone still in the arrivals area.  Several members of airport staff were standing nearby, clearly waiting for them to leave.  “Let’s go,” Fenella said, heading for the door.

      Daniel took her hand and kept pace with her as she fled from the terminal.  They were nearly back at her car before she slowed down slightly.  “That was embarrassing,” she said once Daniel’s bag was safely stowed in the trunk and they were buckled into their seats.

      “I’m sure they’ve seen it all before.”

      “No doubt.  But how was Scotland?”

      Daniel made a face as Fenella started the car.  “It was difficult, to say the least.  There was a lot more going on there than I’d imagined.  It didn’t start with Nancy.  The man she’d replaced had set up an extensive system of corruption and bribery all over the island.  Nancy refined it and extended it, though, and it appears that Ray was doing his best to expand it even further, mostly behind Nancy’s back, as far as I can tell.  I’d have been home a lot sooner if the media hadn’t turned the whole thing into something of a circus, but that’s another story.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “I can’t believe that I never suspected anything.  I really liked Nancy.  When we were in Milton Keynes, I thought we could maybe have a future together and I never once suspected that she was doing anything illegal.”

      “At least things are getting fixed now, right?  The people on the island are grateful, aren’t they?”

      “They were, actually, even Nancy’s friends who’d benefited from some of her schemes thanked me for the role I played in helping to stop what was happening.  Of course, they may not have meant it, but it was nice to hear anyway.  And for a few small business owners and farmers, Ray’s arrest will make a real difference. When you’re running a business at subsistence level and then have to pay bribes in order to stay open, well, it’s difficult.”

      “So what happens now?”

      “Police Scotland have replaced both Nancy and Ray.  They’ll be keeping a very close eye on the island, but I believe it is in good hands.”

      “Do you think you’ll ever want to visit again?”

      Daniel sighed and then shook his head.  “I think I want to put that entire episode of my life behind me and focus on the future.  I’m really looking forward to this holiday, you know.”

      “I feel as if I don’t know very much about it.”

      “Can we talk about it tomorrow?” Daniel asked with a yawn.  “I have the brochure somewhere.  You can look it over and then ask me any questions you may have, but tomorrow, when I may actually be awake enough to make sense.”

      “You’re doing just fine right now.”

      “I’m struggling,” he admitted.  “I didn’t get anywhere near enough sleep for the past three weeks.  I can’t wait to sleep in my own bed tonight.  No one will be sewing anything or working late in the corner of the room.  It will be heavenly.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Too bad you have to be up so early tomorrow.”

      “But we’ll be on holiday together.  That’s worth getting up early for.”

      A few minutes later Fenella pulled her car up to the curb in front of Daniel’s house in the Douglas suburbs.  They got out of the car and Daniel got his suitcase out of the trunk.

      “Time to unpack and repack, all in one go,” he said as they walked to his door.

      “Are you picking me up tomorrow or should I come and get you?”

      “I’ll collect you at six,” he told her.  “Our flight is at seven fifteen.  That should get us there early enough.”

      Fenella nodded.  The roads and the airport would both be quiet at that hour of the morning, even on a Friday.

      Daniel opened his door and then stepped into his house.  He glanced around and sighed.  “I wish I’d finished the assignment a week ago.  That was the plan when I booked the holiday, of course.  I could have had a week at home before leaving again.”

      “Do you want to reschedule our vacation?”

      “We can’t.  I promised Mrs. Rose we’d be there.”

      “Mrs. Rose?”

      “I’ll tell you the whole story tomorrow,” Daniel promised before pulling her into a kiss.

      It was going well until Fenella started to think that Daniel had fallen asleep on his feet.  She took a step backwards and then held him as he staggered slightly.  “Bed time,” she said firmly.

      He frowned and then nodded.  “I’ll see you at six.”

      “I’ll be ready,” she promised before turning and heading out the door.  “Ready to go away and ready to find out who Mrs. Rose is,” she muttered as she started her car and headed back to her apartment.

      The rooms felt empty without Katie there, Fenella thought as she got ready for bed.  The bed felt odd without Katie sleeping in the exact center.  And for the next two weeks she was going to be sharing a bed with Daniel, she thought as she rolled over, trying to get comfortable.  The idea made her heart skip a beat.  Was she ready to take their relationship to that level?

      She and Jack Dawson had been together for ten years, but theirs had never been a passionate romance.  They’d both had their own houses and when they had spent nights together, mostly they’d simply slept.  Having come of age in the late-eighties, she’d had a few lovers in the past, but it had been a very long time since she’d considered going to bed with a new man.  Go to sleep, she told herself firmly.  As tired as she was, though, she found sleep elusive.  When her alarm went off at five, she didn’t feel as if she’d slept for more than a few scattered minutes throughout the night.

      “Have a wonderful time,” Mona said as Fenella applied a thick layer of concealer to the dark circles under her eyes.

      She jumped, spreading concealer down her cheek and into her mouth.  “Blech.  Can’t you knock?” she snapped.

      “Oh, dear.  Someone is grumpy this morning.  Don’t tell me that Daniel canceled your holiday.  No, you wouldn’t be up at this hour if that were the case.  Whatever is wrong?”

      “I’m just tired.  I didn’t sleep well last night.”

      “You’re worried about being away with Daniel for a fortnight.  Traveling with someone tells you a great deal about them.”

      “And I’m worried about sleeping with him,” Fenella blurted out.

      Mona chuckled.  “I should think sleeping would be the least of your worries.”

      “You know what I mean.”

      “Of course and I’m not really one to advise on that subject, am I, in spite of my wild reputation.”

      Fenella nodded.  She knew the truth about Mona’s past.  “I just don’t want anything to ruin things between me and Daniel.”

      “Then you need to relax and try to enjoy your holiday.  Things will happen or not happen when they should and not before.”

      After washing her face, Fenella started over again, doing her best to hide the dark circles and then making up the rest of her face.  She wasn’t any less worried about the holiday, but she also didn’t want to talk about it anymore.

      “I hope you have a wonderful time,” Mona said as Fenella threw her makeup bag into her suitcase.  “I’ll keep an eye on things here.”

      “Shelly will be back and forth to get Katie’s food and maybe to give Katie and Smokey a change of scenery now and then.”

      “Thanks for the warning.”  Mona pretended not to like Katie, but Fenella had caught her aunt with Katie on her lap on more than one occasion.  Smokey was the older cat that Shelly had adopted some weeks after Katie’s arrival in Fenella’s life.  The two cats had become close friends over the months since.

      Fenella was pacing back and forth in her living room when Daniel knocked just before six.  He pulled her into a kiss before she could speak.

      “Good morning,” he said brightly when the kiss ended.  “I slept brilliantly in my own bed and I woke up full of energy.”

      “That makes one of us,” Fenella replied.

      “Oh, dear.  Are you okay?”

      “I just didn’t sleep well, that’s all.  I was missing Katie, I suppose.”

      “No nightmares?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “No, there is that, anyway.  No nightmares.”  She often had very vivid nightmares that woke her up and kept her from returning to sleep.  She didn’t often talk about them with anyone, but she had mentioned them to Daniel once or twice.

      “We should be able to have an early night tonight,” he told her as he picked up her suitcase.  “The first concert is tomorrow night.  We do have a session with the musicians tonight, but it’s just a social gathering and it shouldn’t run too late.”

      Fenella nodded.  “But you were going to tell me all about the trip,” she reminded him.

      “In the car,” he promised.

      They were on their way to the airport before he spoke again.  “I know I haven’t told you very much about the holiday, but that’s because I didn’t know very much until just recently.  Mrs. Rose sent a copy of the brochure to my address here, which obviously didn’t do me any good.  I rang and asked her to send a second copy to me in Scotland, but they don’t get post every day, not when the weather is bad, anyway, which it is just about year around.  I finally got the brochure the day before yesterday.”

      “Maybe you could start by telling me who Mrs. Rose is,” Fenella suggested.

      “Oh, right.  Sorry.  She’s, well, she was my year four music teacher.”

      “Year four?”

      “I would have been about eight or nine,” he explained.  “She taught music and art in our school.  After a few months, she selected a handful of students to take instrument lessons.  I took violin.”

      “You took violin?”  Fenella couldn’t keep the shock out of her voice.

      He laughed.  “I started in year four and quit in year seven,” he told her.  “Mrs. Rose was very disappointed in me.”

      “Was she still teaching you?”

      “No, but she lived in the house across the road from us.  In the summer, she kept her windows open and when I would see her in the street, she used to remind me to practice more and then tell me what she’d heard that I’d done wrong in my last practice.”

      “Weird.”

      He laughed.  “She simply loves music, that’s all.  She seemed to truly believe that I could be a great musician, but I didn’t have the necessary dedication.  I worked hard at it in year four and year five, but by year six, I was starting to get interested in other things and once I hit year seven and discovered that girls weren’t nearly as gross as I’d previously believed, well, the violin didn’t stand a chance.”

      Fenella grinned at him.  “And you’ve never been tempted to try again now that you’re older?”

      “Not violin, no.  I have thought about trying something else, but I don’t think I could stand listening to myself play the violin anymore.  It was painful enough when I was nine.  I’m not sure how my mother put up with it.”

      “Poor Mrs. Rose would have had to listen to you and dozens of others.”

      “And she truly seemed to love it, as well.”  Daniel pulled his car into the airport’s long-term parking lot and drove into a space.  “It’s a bit of a long walk from here,” he said apologetically.

      “I don’t mind.  It won’t be long before we’re stuck in our seats for the flight.”

      Once their bags were checked and they were through security, it was time to board.  They were sitting together on the plane before Fenella could bring the conversation back to the vacation.

      “So Mrs. Rose is also going on the tour?” she asked, feeling slightly confused.

      “No, well, yes, but she’s the person who has arranged the entire thing.  She’s done a lot of traveling since she retired and she decided last year that she wanted to be able to travel and see the things that she loved.  When she mentioned her plans to a few friends, they asked her to arrange a holiday for all of them.  They went all over Europe, seeing orchestras in major cities everywhere.”

      “That sounds amazing.”

      “Once they’d returned to the UK, Mrs. Rose started planning her next holiday, inviting select friends to tour with her.  Her next trip was a tour of major US cities with orchestras.”

      “Again, I’m sure it was a wonderful trip.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “You keep saying that as if you don’t think our holiday will compare favorably.”

      “You’ll just have to convince me that I’m wrong.”

      “I’m not sure I can.  This tour isn’t going to be anywhere near as exciting as either of those were, I’m afraid, but it’s affordable and it’s going to give you a chance to see several different parts of the UK, at least.”

      Fenella nodded.  “And I’ll get to spend a lot of time with you.”

      “Which is the main reason why I agreed to the tour in the first place,” he told her, taking her hand and squeezing it.  “Mrs. Rose rang me about a month ago and asked me to think about joining the tour.  After the success of the first two, she was disappointed in the numbers who’d signed up for this one, and she was concerned that she might have to cancel if she couldn’t find a few more people to come along.”

      “That isn’t very encouraging.”

      “It’s a very special tour, unlike anything she’s done before.  We’re going to be following a traveling orchestra on their tour.  We’ll have access to a number of the musicians and a chance to tour each concert hall before each show.”

      “And those are things you’re interested in doing?” Fenella tried not to sound skeptical.

      Daniel chuckled.  “I agreed to go for a couple of reasons.  First, because we were already talking about taking a holiday together and this was a way to see several parts of the UK in one go without either of us having to worry about a single arrangement.  It should be a lovely, relaxing holiday with wonderful concerts and a lot of free time to tour the various cities.”

      “That part sounds great.  What were the other reasons?”

      “The second reason was because Mrs. Rose asked me as a favor and I couldn’t bring myself to say no to her.  She was my teacher and also our neighbor for many years.  She’s a sweet lady.  You’ll like her.”

      “Anything else?”

      “One of the musicians who is going to do presentations for us is Charlie Butler.”

      “Should I know the name?”

      “No, not at all.  Charlie and I went to school together.  We started the violin at the same time and for a while, I was better at it than Charlie.  He switched to bass later and he never lost interest.  Mrs. Rose is, of course, hugely proud of him.”

      “Are you two still friends, then?”

      “I haven’t seen him in many years.  His family moved when we were in year six and we didn’t stay in touch.  I only know that he switched to bass because Mrs. Rose told me.”

      “But you want to see him again?”

      “I do, actually.  He was one of my closest friends from the time I started reception at age four until his family moved away.  I think Nancy’s unexpected death reminded me that we never know what tomorrow might bring.  I didn’t want to pass up a chance to see Charlie again.”

      Fenella sat back in her seat as the plane began to taxi down the runway.  This trip wasn’t sounding at all like the sort of holiday she’d been hoping for when Daniel had first asked her to go away with him.  She’d been picturing sunny beaches or historic cities, but clearly this trip was important to Daniel.  Once the plane had leveled out at altitude, she blew out a long breath and then patted Daniel’s arm.

      “It all sounds fascinating,” she said, stretching the truth just a bit.  “But I get to plan our next vacation.”

      Daniel frowned.  “I don’t know when I’ll be able to get more time off work.”

      She nodded.  “I know, but when you can, I’m going to plan something amazing.”

      “I’ll pay my own way, of course.”

      “Why?  You know I can afford it.”

      “I don’t want anyone to think that I’m using you for your money.”

      She stared at him for a long moment.  “I don’t think you’re using me for my money.  Why do you care what anyone else thinks?”

      He opened his mouth and then shut it again and slowly shook his head.  “I don’t know, but I’m not comfortable with you paying for things.”

      “It’s not nineteen-fifty-something anymore.  Women can and should pay their own way in the world.  And if the woman happens to be worth millions of pounds, maybe she should do more than just pay her own way.”

      Daniel flushed.  “Millions?”

      She laughed.  “You already knew that.”

      “Yeah, but I’d not heard you say it out loud.”

      “Tell me more about the next fortnight,” she suggested, changing the subject before things got any more tense.

      “We’re starting with three days in Chester.  It’s a lovely historic city with old city walls and a castle.  It also has a terrific zoo, if that interests you.”

      “Will we have time for the castle and the zoo?”

      “We’ll have to see how it goes.  We’re meeting everyone at midday at a pub on the outskirts of the city.  After lunch, we’re going to go to the bed and breakfast to get settled in before having some time to explore the city.  I don’t know if we’ll have time to see the castle, but we should be able to explore the city walls, at least.  We’re having dinner together in the evening before we meet some of the musicians for a few drinks in a nearby pub.”

      “Two pubs in the same day.  Does Mrs. Rose drink much?”

      Daniel laughed.  “She does enjoy a glass of wine now and again,” he told her.  “I think teaching small children drove her to it.”

      “No doubt.  What are we doing tomorrow, then?”

      “I believe most of the day is ours to fill as we please.  We could take a taxi to the zoo or visit the castle, or even try to do both.  Our first concert is tomorrow evening.”

      “Does it matter that I don’t know anything about music?”

      “Not in the slightest.  Knowing Mrs. Rose, we’ll be given pages and pages of notes about the music, the composers, the musicians, the conductors, and everything else you can imagine.  I’m expecting it all to be very educational.”

      “Great,” Fenella said weakly.

      “With frequent pub visits and long nights snuggled up together,” he added, squeezing her hand.

      She blushed.  “And then we move on to the next city on Sunday?”

      “No, not until Monday.  Sunday is another free day.  We can continue to explore Chester or even go farther afield.  Mrs. Rose will be doing a presentation in the late afternoon on Chopin and Mozart.”

      “Will we be in terrible trouble if we miss it?”

      “I’m not sure.  I don’t know how many people are actually taking the tour with us.  If there are dozens of us, Mrs. Rose may not notice if we miss a few of her lectures, but they are all included in the price of the holiday, so I’m sure she’ll expect us to be there.”

      “Let’s hope for a crowd, then.”

      “On Monday we move on to Shrewsbury for another three nights.  The schedule there is broadly similar, really.  Mrs. Rose will be doing a presentation or two.  We’ll have at least one afternoon or evening with the musicians and we’ll attend one of their concerts.  We’ll also have a lot of free time to explore the town and the surrounding area.”

      “But we’ll have to use taxis to get anywhere?”

      “Probably, although Mrs. Rose did say that there might be some group outings available throughout the fortnight.  She mentioned Chester Zoo as one of the places that people might be interested in seeing.  It’s possible that she’ll arrange for a bus to take us there if enough people want to go.”

      “I’ve never done this sort of tour before.”

      “I haven’t either.  My sister and her husband did one a few years ago, all around Italy.  I rang her for advice and she said that it’s important to relax and get used to being told what to do and when to do it.  She said it took her about a week of the fortnight to get into the right mindset to enjoy being bundled on and off buses and in and out of hotels, but once she stopped worrying about how she would have done things differently, she found that she enjoyed the experience.  Apparently, it was a shock to her when she got home and had to start making her own decisions again.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I hope it doesn’t take me an entire week to relax and start enjoying myself.”

      “I’m with you on that.  I need this holiday.  I hope to start relaxing almost immediately.”

      While Fenella was still very concerned about the entire trip, she forced herself to change the subject.  Daniel worked hard and was under a great deal of pressure at work.  He needed the vacation, and she clearly did not.  Her entire life had been nothing but a vacation since she’d inherited Mona’s fortune and as the plane began its descent, she found herself feeling guilty about her life of leisure.  As she glanced at Daniel, she decided that she’d do everything in her power to make sure their vacation was everything Daniel needed and more.

      A short while later, Fenella felt a rush of relief as her bag appeared on the carousel at baggage claim.  Daniel’s was only a few bags behind hers.  They made their way into the arrivals hall, pulling their bags.

      “What now?” Fenella asked.

      “Mrs. Rose was going to have someone here to collect us,” he told her.  “My name should be on a sign somewhere.”

      Fenella looked around the large room.  There seemed to be dozens of men and women holding signs and from where she was standing, Fenella couldn’t read any of them.

      “We need to get closer.  I can’t read anything from here,” Daniel muttered, taking Fenella’s arm.  They hadn’t walked more than a few paces when Fenella heard a loud gasp.

      “Daniel Robinson, that can’t possibly be you,” a commanding voice said from somewhere in the crowd.

      Daniel turned and then laughed as he pulled the woman in her sixties into a hug.  “Mrs. Rose, I wasn’t expecting you to be here,” he exclaimed.

      She shrugged.  “It was more cost effective for me to collect you myself.  You know I’ve always been frugal.”

      “Of course, but you didn’t have much choice did you?  But this is Fenella, Fenella Woods, my, er, traveling companion,” he said, pulling Fenella into the conversation.

      Mrs. Rose nodded.  “It’s very nice to meet you, dear,” she said.  “And no, I didn’t have much choice.  My husband died within a year of our marriage,” she told Fenella.  “I found myself on my own, saddled with a number of debts that he’d brought into the marriage.  I’d been blissfully unaware of them until that point, of course.  I went back to work within months of his death and it took me nearly fifteen years to clear those debts.  By that time, frugality was a part of me.”

      Fenella understood what the woman meant.  Even though she was now worth a great deal of money, she was still very careful with her spending.  She did hope that, over time, she would learn to be more extravagant with herself.

      “I’m just outside,” Mrs. Rose told them, turning and leading them through the crowd.

      She was a tall woman and she marched through the airport with a commanding air that had people moving out of her way.  Her grey hair was pulled back in a tight bun.  Glasses were perched on her nose and her blue eyes stared through them, seemingly missing nothing as they went.  They walked through the terminal building and then into the large parking garage adjacent to it.

      “I’m on the top level.  It was slightly less expensive than the lower levels,” she explained as they boarded the elevator.

      It was obvious why when the elevator doors slid open.  It was pouring rain and quite cold.

      “This way,” Mrs. Rose said, striding away without appearing to have noticed the weather.

      Fenella rushed after her with Daniel on her heels.  Mrs. Rose stopped in front of a small van.

      “This is it,” she said.  “Our transportation for the next fortnight.  I just hope there will be enough room for all of the suitcases in the back.”

      She unlocked the van and Daniel shoved his and Fenella’s cases into the back before they all climbed into the van.  There was room for six passengers across two long rows of bench seats.  Fenella fastened her seatbelt and then looked at Daniel with raised eyebrows.  He shrugged and settled into the seat next to her.

      “Right, we’re meeting everyone else at a pub just outside Chester, but it’s far too early to go straight there.  What should we do for an hour or two?” Mrs. Rose asked.

      “Maybe we should just head for the pub,” Daniel suggested.  “Traffic could be bad and if we’re early that will give us some time to catch up before everyone else arrives.”

      Mrs. Rose nodded slowly.  “I suppose you’re right.  Maybe we’ll think of something to do along the way, if traffic isn’t too bad, as well.”  She took a deep breath and then started the engine.  After a moment, she began to back out of the space.

      “There’s something coming,” Daniel told her.

      Mrs. Rose slammed on the brakes.  “Thank you, dear.  I can’t see very much behind us, really.  This van is much larger than my car and it’s very odd to drive.”

      “You’re fine now,” Daniel said after a small car had driven past.

      Mrs. Rose backed out slowly and then struggled to straighten the vehicle and get it moving forward.  “I am sorry,” she said after a while.  “I haven’t yet become used to how the van handles.”

      “It’s fine,” Daniel said, although Fenella could hear tension in his voice.

      Eventually, they were on their way and Fenella found that she could relax, even though Mrs. Rose proved to be a rather erratic driver, as they never seemed to get much above twenty miles per hour due to the heavy traffic around the airport.

      “You were right,” Mrs. Rose said after waiting over ten minutes to get through a single intersection.  “We may be late to our lunch at this rate.”

      The farther they got from the airport, the lighter the traffic became, until they reached the outskirts of Chester.  Signs on the highway warned that there had been an accident somewhere ahead of them and that there were likely to be delays.

      “Sorry about this,” Daniel murmured to Fenella as they were forced to stop in the middle of the highway.

      “It isn’t your fault in any way,” she replied.

      They finally arrived at the pub in Chester with just a few minutes to spare.

      “Here we are,” Mrs. Rose announced, sounding slightly hysterical as she turned off the van’s engine.

      “I’m starving,” Daniel told her.

      She laughed.  “Some things never change then.”  She looked at Fenella and lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper.  “Young Daniel was always sneaking food in my class.  The number of times I found biscuits in his violin case would shock you.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I was always hungry in those days, and you’re right, not much has changed.”

      “How many other people are coming on the tour, then?” Fenella asked as they walked into the pub.

      “Oh, it appears as if they’re both already here,” Mrs. Rose replied.  She waved at a man and a woman who were sitting together at a table in the corner.  “I can’t wait to introduce you all.  We’re going to have such a lovely time.”

      They crossed the room behind Mrs. Rose, who stopped and beamed at the pair at the table.

      “I see you two found one another,” she said happily.

      “Yes, we did,” the man agreed.  He appeared to be somewhere in his late-sixties with silver-grey hair and bright blue eyes.

      “I’m not accustomed to meeting men in pubs,” the woman across from him said stiffly.  “It was quite awkward, really.”  She looked older than the man.  Fenella would have guessed that she was in her mid-seventies.  Her grey hair was piled on the top of her head in a sort of lopsided cloud.  Brown eyes peered at them from behind thick glasses.

      “I had hoped to be here hours ago,” Mrs. Rose said in an apologetic tone.  “The traffic between here and Liverpool was appalling.”

      “Yes, well, at least you’re here now,” the other woman replied.

      “And I must introduce everyone,” Mrs. Rose said.  “This is Daniel Robinson.  He was a very promising violin student of mine some years ago, but he chose to join the police instead of pursuing music.  And this is Fenella Woods, his dear friend.  Fenella, Daniel, I’d like you to meet Bert Thompson and Lily Franklin.  We all live in the same retirement community, although Bert and Lily just met today.”

      A chorus of hellos and other muttered greetings followed.

      “Daniel, you and Bert will be sharing a room, while Fenella shares with Lily,” Mrs. Rose continued after a moment.
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      Daniel made a noise.  “Fenella and I would prefer to share a room,” he said.

      Mrs. Rose nodded slowly.  “I didn’t realize that you and Ms. Woods were married,” she replied.

      “We aren’t,” Daniel said, blushing brightly.

      “In that case, you won’t be sharing a room, not on my tour,” Mrs. Rose said firmly.

      Daniel looked as if he wanted to argue, but Fenella caught his eye and shook her head slightly.  While she would much prefer to share with Daniel than Lily, the change would make things difficult for everyone.  Clearly, Bert and Lily couldn’t share a room.  The entire issue was embarrassing and uncomfortable.

      “Let’s get lunch, then, shall we?” Mrs. Rose asked.  “I’ll get menus.”

      “We already have menus,” Bert told her.

      “Yes, but those are the regular pub menus.  We have special menus from which to order, due to being on a tour package,” Mrs. Rose told him.  “I’ll just get them.”

      “There better be steak and kidney pie on the special menu,” Bert muttered at the woman as she walked away.  “That’s what I want, special menu or not.”

      Daniel sat down next to Bert and Fenella took the seat next to Lily.  Mrs. Rose could sit at the head of the table, she thought.

      She was back a moment later.  “Here we are, then,” she said, handing them each a photocopied sheet of paper.

      Bert’s going to be disappointed, was Fenella’s first thought as she read through the very short list of options.  She was disappointed as well with what was available.

      “I want steak and kidney pie,” Bert said loudly.

      “You’d have to order it yourself and pay for it separately,” Mrs. Rose told him.  “Everything on this menu is covered as part of the holiday package, though.”

      Bert muttered something under his breath and then shook the sheet of paper.  “Not many options.  I thought this holiday included gourmet meals at some of the UK finest restaurants.”

      Mrs. Rose nodded.  “It does, of course, but I thought a quick pub lunch would be best for our first day.  We need to get to the bed and breakfast and get settled in before it gets too late.  We’ll be having a much nicer dinner this evening, of course.”

      “Steak and kidney pie?” Bert demanded.

      “I can’t remember what was on the menu for tonight, I’m afraid, but it’s a very nice restaurant with many lovely options,” Mrs. Rose told him.

      He grumbled quietly to himself for a moment and then sighed.  “I’ll have a jacket potato with cheese,” he announced.

      “Me, too,” Lily said.  “And a lager shandy.”

      “You’ll have to pay for the drink separately,” Mrs. Rose said.  “We’ll get wine with dinner later, but lunch only includes soft drinks.”

      Lily raised an eyebrow and then nodded slowly.  “I’ll just go to the bar and get my drink then.  Does anyone else want anything?”

      Daniel opened his mouth and then shut it again.  He squeezed Fenella’s hand under the table and she read the apology in his eyes.  She gave him a reassuring smile.  Although she wasn’t exactly enjoying herself, she was finding everything somewhat amusing.

      “I think I need a pint of something,” Bert said, getting to his feet.  “I’ll come with you and get my own, though.  It’s best if we pay our way for everything, isn’t it?”

      The pair walked away together, heading toward the bar.

      “I can go and order the food if you know what you want,” Mrs. Rose said to Daniel and Fenella.

      “I’ll have a plain jacket potato,” Fenella replied.

      “I’ll have mine with cheese,” Daniel added.

      Mrs. Rose nodded.  “I’ll go and order for everyone, then.  Would you each like a soft drink?”

      They both nodded before Mrs. Rose walked away.

      “I can’t even begin to tell you how sorry I am,” Daniel said as soon as she was a few feet away.  “I’m so very, very, very, very sorry.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s fine.  It’s going to be a long two weeks, but it should be interesting.”

      “I booked it because I thought it would give us a chance to spend some quality time together,” he complained.  “No offense to Bert, but I’m not looking forward to spending quality time with him.”

      “I’m sure he’ll be a lovely roommate.  Lily seems sweet, anyway.  We’ll simply have to make the best of it, unless you want to conjure up some emergency that means we have to leave.”

      “Don’t tempt me.  I’d love to do just that, actually, but Mrs. Rose already told me that she’d nearly had to cancel the holiday because of low attendance.  If we leave, we’d disappoint her and Bert and Lily.”

      “As long as we don’t ask for any money back, they could still do the tour, couldn’t they?  I can’t see why it would matter if we were on the tour or not, as we’ve already paid our way.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “I’m going to keep that in mind over the next few days.  If things don’t improve, we may just have some sort of emergency that needs us back on the island.”

      Bert and Lily were back with their drinks before Mrs. Rose returned.

      “Cheers,” Bert said gloomily as he lifted his glass.

      “Cheers,” Lily replied.  “I’m fairly certain things will seem a good deal brighter after a few drinks.”

      Bert chuckled.  “You could be right about that.”

      “You should be drinking,” Lily told Fenella.  “It’s only the first day of what’s shaping up to be a very long fortnight.  I couldn’t have raised seven children and dealt with a deadbeat husband if it hadn’t been for white wine and lager.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Seven children?”

      The other woman shrugged.  “We didn’t have birth control in those days and my husband was a handsome rogue.  We fought nearly constantly, but we used to make up in between the fights.  After our seventh arrived, I threw him out because I didn’t want eight.  He managed to drink himself to death a year later.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said, aware that her tone made it sound more like a question than a statement.

      “I wasn’t.  He had some life insurance and he hadn’t managed to get his new girlfriend’s name on the policy yet.  I got enough to keep a roof over our heads, at least.  As soon as the youngest started school, I went out to work, which was where I met Olive in the first place.”

      “Olive?” Fenella asked.

      “Mrs. Rose,” Lily told her.  “I worked as a cleaner in one of the schools where she taught.  In those days, teachers didn’t talk to the cleaning staff.  We were beneath them.  Olive didn’t feel that way, though.  She used to chat with me about my children.  She’d never had any, and she even offered to adopt one or two of mine, if I wanted rid of them.  It was tempting, I have to admit, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  Instead, with Olive’s encouragement, I went back to school and got enough qualifications to be a teacher’s aide.  It didn’t pay much better than cleaning, but the hours were better and I got to dress nice.”

      “Good for you,” Fenella said.

      “I retired a long time ago, now.  I’m seventy-four, in case you were wondering, nearly ten years older than Olive.  I moved into the most wonderful little retirement community and when I told Olive about it, she decided to move there, too.  Of course, my children never visit, but I have nineteen grandchildren and six great-grandchildren.  I never see them, either, but I have piles and piles of pictures of them if you ever want to see them.”

      “It’s a shame you don’t see them,” Fenella said, hoping to dodge the suggestion.

      “They’re busy with their own lives and I’m busy with mine.  I travel as much as I can now, as I never had an opportunity to do so when I was younger.  I’ve been on every tour that Olive has arranged.  The first two were quite exciting, but I’m reserving judgment on this one.”

      “I’m not,” Bert announced.  “I’m already disappointed in the tour and we haven’t even started yet.”

      “What made you want to come on an orchestra tour in the first place?” Fenella asked.

      “I actually used to play the tuba,” the man told her.  “At one point I thought I might try to make a career of it, but then I fell in love and decided that marriage and children weren’t compatible with the uncertainties of a musical career.  I never lost my love for music, though.  I go to concerts whenever I can and when I met Olive and she told me about this tour, I thought it would be interesting.”

      “And it will be,” Mrs. Rose announced loudly as she rejoined them.  “It’s going to be incredibly interesting and educational and we’re all going to have a lovely time.”  She sat down and beamed at each of them in turn before taking a sip of the drink in her hand.

      “Are they bringing our drinks with the food?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      “Oh, dear, I am sorry,” Mrs. Rose exclaimed.  “I forgot all about your drinks.”

      “I’ll go,” Daniel said, getting to his feet.

      Fenella watched him walk away.  While she was enjoying getting to know the others, given the opportunity, she’d have left immediately and gone just about anywhere else in the world.

      “After lunch, we’ll go to the bed and breakfast and get settled in,” Mrs. Rose said.  “Then you’re all free to explore the city for a few hours before we meet for dinner.  After dinner, we’ll be meeting with some of the wonderfully talented men and women from the orchestra at a nearby pub.  They’ll share stories about life as a traveling musician.  I’m sure it will be fascinating.”

      “Tell us about yourself, then,” Lily said to Fenella.  “Your accent suggests that you’re American.”

      “I am American, or at least, half-American.  My father was American.  He met my mother during the Second World War when he was stationed briefly on the Isle of Man.  It was a whirlwind romance that saw them separated for several years before he finally settled on the island.  They had four boys in fairly short order and then decided to move to the US.  They were still making their plans when my mother discovered that she was expecting again.  I arrived nearly twelve years after they’d had their fourth child.”

      “What a lovely blessing,” Mrs. Rose said.

      Lily laughed.  “I’m sure it was, although I’m not sure that Fenella’s mother would have felt that way at the time.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It was difficult for them, because it meant they had to change all of their plans.  In the end, they moved to America when I was two and I was raised there.”

      “When did you return to the UK?” Lily asked.

      “Not much more than a year ago, actually.  I inherited my aunt’s estate on the Isle of Man and I used that as an excuse to change my entire life,” Fenella replied.

      “And how are you finding life on the island?  I’ve never been there, but perhaps I should visit one day,” Mrs. Rose said.

      “I love the island,” Fenella told her.  “It’s very quickly come to feel like home to me.  There are several fascinating historical sites.  I was a history professor in the US, so they’re especially interesting to me.”

      “What made you want to come on this tour, then?” Burt asked.

      Fenella flushed.  “Daniel invited me,” she said after a moment as the man returned and handed her a cold drink.

      “And you and Daniel are courting?” Lily asked.

      Fenella looked at Daniel and only just swallowed a laugh.  “I suppose that’s one way of putting it,” Daniel said eventually.

      “And what made you want to take an orchestra tour?” Lily asked Daniel.

      “Mrs. Rose was my music teacher when I was in primary school,” he explained.  “She rang me and told me about the tour and I thought I might enjoy it.  I’ve been working hard lately and not getting enough rest, so I thought a fortnight’s holiday, listening to orchestra music and not having to worry about work was just what I needed.”

      “What did you play?” Bert asked.

      “Violin,” Daniel told him.

      Bert made a face.  “Nothing but noise,” he said.

      Mrs. Rose laughed.  “Now, now, everyone believes his or her instrument is the best.  Fenella, dear, do you play anything?”

      “I wish I did,” she replied.  “I’ve never had an opportunity to learn to play and now that I’m older, I’m afraid I’m too lazy to start.”

      “Nonsense,” Mrs. Rose said.  “If you truly want to learn, it’s never too late.  You simply have to apply yourself.  I should have brought an instrument or two with me.  I could have given you a handful of lessons between performances.”

      “I haven’t any idea what I would even want to play,” Fenella said.

      “There are many wonderful options, of course.  I always recommend that beginners try several different instruments and see which one feels the most comfortable to them,” Mrs. Rose told her.  “Unfortunately, we won’t be going anywhere near the school where I formerly taught.  If we were, we could simply visit and you could try a few beginner instruments.”

      “I’m sure I’ll be quite happy simply watching the experts on this tour,” Fenella said, giving Daniel a gentle kick under the table.  He needed to change the subject.

      The arrival of the food saved Daniel from having to say anything.  Fenella ate her potato with as much enthusiasm as she could muster.  The group chatted about general topics as they ate.

      “I don’t suppose our special menu includes pudding,” Bert grumbled after he’d eaten his last bite of potato.

      “It does, actually,” Mrs. Rose beamed.  “I’ll just tell them behind the bar that we’re ready for pudding now.”

      “What do you suppose we’ll get?” Lily asked as Mrs. Rose walked away.

      “A scrap of plain sponge cake with some cream,” Burt predicted.

      “Maybe paper thin slices of jam roly-poly,” Daniel suggested.

      “Or a small scoop of ice cream each,” Fenella guessed.

      Mrs. Rose was back a moment later with a waiter.  He cleared away their lunch dishes and then returned with small bowls.  Each bowl had a tiny scoop of watery-looking ice cream in it.

      “Fenella wins round one,” Bert said as he picked up his spoon.

      Feeling as if she’d never been less excited to win anything in her life, Fenella followed suit.  The ice cream was tasteless and had an odd texture, but she ate it anyway, just in case dinner was worse.  As she pushed her empty bowl away from her, she began to wonder how much weight she was going to lose over the next two weeks if the food didn’t improve.

      “Are we all ready to go, then?” Mrs. Rose asked as she got to her feet.

      “I just need a moment,” Lily told her, getting up and heading toward the back corner of the room.

      “That’s a good idea,” Fenella said, following the other woman to restrooms.

      When she got back to the table a short while later, Daniel was the only one there.  “Have the others gone without us?” she asked hopefully.

      He laughed.  “Sadly, no.  Lily and Bert had to put their cases in the back of the van, so they went out to do that.”

      “How did they get to the pub in the first place?”

      “Lily said something about coming in their retirement community’s shuttle.  I gather it can be booked to take residents just about anywhere.  Apparently, she and Bert were both on the shuttle, but neither of them realized that they were going to the same place until the shuttle stopped here.”

      “But they both know Mrs. Rose.”

      “Yes, and she wants us to call her Olive, by the way.  I’m not sure I can do it, but I’m going to try.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t have any issues with calling her Olive.”

      “Let’s go,” Daniel sighed.  “And I am really sorry.”

      “Sorry enough to give me free rein to plan our next vacation?”

      “Not yet, but I’m getting close to it,” he admitted as he held the pub’s door open for her.

      “Daniel, would you mind terribly riding in the front?” Olive asked as they approached the van.  “I’m not entirely certain where I’m going, you see.  I could use someone to navigate.”

      He glanced at Fenella and then mouthed sorry as he headed for the passenger door.  She climbed into the back, sliding into the seat next to Lily.  A moment later, Olive got in and started the engine.

      “Just let me know if I’m going to hit anything,” she called as she put the van into reverse.  The loud honk warned her before Fenella could speak.

      “Oh, dear, that was close,” Olive said with a chuckle.  “I don’t really enjoy driving, you know, but needs must.”

      Fenella held her breath until they were underway.  Olive had given Daniel an oddly folded paper map of the city and he did his best to help her find her way through narrow streets.  Fenella was sure that they’d passed the same church at least three times before they finally saw the sign for the bed and breakfast.

      At first glance, it seemed a lovely house that looked far more modern than Fenella had been expecting.  As they all climbed out of the van and approached the door, Fenella began to notice small issues.  The porch on the front of the house seemed to be leaning slightly and once they’d reached it, it was obvious that the house needed a fresh coat of paint.

      Olive rang the doorbell, a loud buzzer that startled them all.  After a moment, she looked at the others and shrugged.  “I’m sure we can simply walk in,” she said, reaching for the doorknob.  It failed to turn under her hand, however.

      “I’ll ring again,” she said with a frown.

      The loud buzzing noise filled the air for a second time.  Fenella looked at Daniel, who looked back and sighed.

      “Do you have a number you could ring?” he asked after another minute.

      “Of course,” Olive replied.  She began to dig around in her handbag as a light rain started to fall.

      “Maybe you should ring from the van,” Bert suggested.

      Olive frowned. “I’m certain someone should be here,” she said, turning and knocking loudly on the door.  After another full minute, as the rain got harder, she sighed.  “We’ll wait in the van, then,” she said sharply.

      They were just making their way back off the porch when the door behind them suddenly swung open.  “You can’t check in until three,” the woman at the door said in a loud voice before shutting the door again.

      “I was told we were welcome any time after one,” Olive shouted at the door.

      “Let’s wait in the van,” Daniel said.  “We’re all getting soaked.”

      “But I was told one o’clock,” Olive argued.  “They’re expecting us, after all.”

      “There’s no point in standing in the rain and arguing.  Let’s go back to the van and you can ring them,” Daniel said, taking her arm.  “I’m sure you’ll be able to sort it all out easily enough.  If not, we can simply wait until three and try again.”

      Olive was still protesting as they climbed back into the van.  Once seated, she dug through her bag and found a small notebook.  She flipped through it and then stopped.  “See?” she demanded, holding it up.

      Fenella could clearly see where Olive had written “Check in after one,” in neat handwriting.

      “Try ringing them,” Daniel said.

      “I’ll never find my mobile in my handbag,” Olive replied.  “I never use it, so I never worry about where it’s gone.”

      Until now, Fenella thought as she dug her own phone out of her bag.  “You’re more than welcome to borrow mine,” she said, handing the device to the woman.

      She studied it as if she’d never seen anything quite like it.  After a minute, she punched in the number and held the phone up to her ear.

      “It’s Olive Rose.  My tour group is here and we were told we could arrive any time after one.”

      “Yes, I see.”

      “Well, yes, but…”

      “I understand that, but what…”

      “Yes, of course.”

      She handed the phone back to Fenella, who dropped it back into her bag.

      “Apparently, the young woman with whom I spoke when making the booking was mistaken,” Olive said tightly.  “Our rooms won’t be available until three, regardless of what I was told previously.”

      “That’s only an hour away,” Daniel said.

      “But what will we do with that hour?” Olive asked.  “I can’t see a walk into the city being enjoyable in this rain.”

      “We passed a pub just before we turned in here,” Bert said.

      “It’s only a short distance away.  We could probably just leave the car here and walk there,” Daniel suggested.  “We’ll get just as wet getting in and out of the car multiple times as we will on the walk.”

      And no one wants to spend any more time than necessary with Olive behind the wheel, Fenella added to herself.

      As they approached the pub, Fenella found herself wondering if it was open.  It looked dark inside and the parking lot was completely empty.  Daniel pulled on the door and it opened, squealing on its hinges along the way.

      The smells of spilled drinks and stale smoke hit Fenella’s nose as they walked into the dimly lit room.  There were half a dozen tables scattered throughout the space, each with a few chairs.  Several of the chairs were tilting at odd angles, with one leg clearly shorter than the rest.  The long bar at the back of the room had ten stools in front of it.  A short, bald man was sitting at the far end of the bar, nursing something in a glass and reading a book.  Otherwise, the room was empty.

      “Hello,” Olive said stoutly.

      The man didn’t look up.

      She walked over to the bar.  “Hello?” she called loudly.

      “He’s upstairs with his wife,” the man at the end of the bar said, his eyes never leaving the page in front of him.  “He’ll be back down when it suits him or when he reckons I’ve run out of lager.”

      “There isn’t any way to get his attention?” Olive asked.

      “Not that I’ve found,” he replied before turning a page.

      “This is unacceptable,” Olive said as she rejoined the others near the door.  “There must be other alternatives nearby.”

      “But we’re here now,” Daniel said soothingly.  “We really just wanted to get out of the rain, anyway, right?  If the landlord never comes down, our visit to the pub won’t have cost anyone anything.”

      “I need a drink,” Bert muttered as Daniel guided everyone toward a table.  He moved two tables together and then selected some of the better-looking chairs to put around them.

      They sat together in awkward silence for several minutes and Fenella could see that Olive was getting increasingly upset.

      “Our rooms were meant to be ready at one,” she said eventually.  “They’ve thrown all of my carefully made plans into disarray now.”

      “We were meant to have the afternoon free to explore the city anyway,” Bert said.  “I don’t know about the others, but this pub is probably about as far as I’d have explored regardless.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “We have plenty of time to explore the city over the next few days.  It truly doesn’t matter.”

      “But they told me that the rooms would be ready.  I shall be complaining, of course.  They should compensate us for our time,” Olive insisted.

      “It was probably a simple  misunderstanding,” Daniel told her.  “Did you get anything in writing from them?”

      “We made all of the arrangements by telephone.  I always book my tours that way and this is the first time I’ve had any difficulty.  I do hope they aren’t planning to change the prices from what we agreed.  We may have to find somewhere else to stay if that happens,” Olive fretted.

      “Don’t borrow trouble,” Lily told her, patting her hand.  “I’m sure it will all be fine in the end.”

      “The entire place seems a good deal more rundown than I was expecting,” Olive said.  “They advertise themselves as modern and luxurious, but it didn’t feel either of those things at the front door.”

      “Let’s wait and see the rooms,” Lily suggested.  “They may be lovely.”

      Olive frowned.  “Even if they’re perfect, I won’t be using the same place for my next tour.  They’ve let me down very badly.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure why the woman was so upset about the short wait, but she bit her tongue and looked around the room.  A dartboard was hanging crookedly on one wall, a few darts stuck into the bullseye.  There was a television in the corner, but it wasn’t on.  As another awkward silence descended on the group, the door behind the bar suddenly swung open.

      “Ready for, oh, my, I, oh,” the man who emerged through the opening stammered.  “I didn’t realize that anyone had come in.  You should have rung the bell.”

      “Bell?” Olive asked.

      He nodded and then gestured vaguely.  Fenella glanced over at the man at the end of the bar, who shook his head and then went back to his book.

      “We don’t usually have customers here at this hour,” the bartender said.  “You’re more than welcome, though.  What can I get you?”

      “Just water for me,” Olive said.

      “Bottled or tap?”

      She hesitated and then sighed.  “Bottled and I’ll just drink it from the bottle, thank you.”

      He shrugged and then turned around and grabbed a bottle of water off the shelf behind him.  “What else?”

      Daniel got up and crossed to the bar.  He passed Olive’s water to her and then ordered himself a lager shandy.

      “Make it two,” Lily called.

      “Pint of bitter,” Bert added.

      Fenella thought about getting her own bottle of water, not certain that the glasses would be very clean and then decided to live dangerously.  “I’ll have a lager shandy as well,” she said, hoping she was remembering the ingredients correctly.  She thought it was meant to be half lager and half lemon-lime soda, which they called lemonade in the UK.

      Whether she was right about the ingredients or not, it tasted good, in spite of the slightly cloudy film on the glass she’d been given.  By the time they’d finished their drinks, which Daniel had paid for, it was three o’clock.

      “Let’s try this again,” Olive said grimly as she got to her feet.

      Daniel cleared their table, putting their empty glasses on the bar.  The bartender had vanished again after he’d served them.

      “Thank him for us, won’t you?” Daniel asked the reading man.

      He shrugged.  “If I remember.”

      They walked back to the bed and breakfast and headed for the door.  Olive rang the bell and then stepped back.  From where Fenella was standing, it looked as if Olive was prepared for a fight.

      “Ah, good afternoon,” the tall and slender man who’d opened the door said.  “You must be our orchestra tour party.  Please come inside, out of that miserable rain.  I’m Harold, your host for the next three nights.”  Fenella would have guessed him to be around sixty, with grey hair and dark eyes.

      “We were told we could arrive any time after one,” Olive began.

      Harold held up a hand.  “I do apologize for the confusion.  My daughter took the booking and she gets numbers muddled up all the time.  Before we go much further, perhaps we’d better discuss the charges?”  He chuckled as Olive bristled.

      “We aren’t prepared to stay here if you’re going to try to raise the rates for the rooms,” she said tartly.

      “What did my daughter tell you?” Harold asked.

      Olive found her notebook and read out a number.  “That was per room, per night, including full English breakfast.”

      Harold shrugged.  “It’s a bit below our normal rate for this time of the year, but you are staying for three nights, so I shan’t complain.  In fact, I’ll take ten pounds off each of the three rooms for each night, as an apology for the confusion about arrival times.”

      Olive flushed.  “That’s very kind of you.”

      Harold nodded.  “Let me show you to your rooms, then.  I hope you’ll find them acceptable.  It was two double rooms and a single, correct?”

      “Yes, with two beds in each of the doubles,” Olive told him.

      “Does anyone have difficulties with stairs?” he asked.

      When no one replied, he smiled.  “Excellent, let’s go, then.”

      They followed him up a single flight of stairs where he stopped in front of the first door.  He dug several keys out of his pocket and then searched through them until he found the one he wanted.  “This is the single room,” he said, unlocking and opening the door.

      Fenella peeked into the very small room and was glad it wasn’t going to be hers.  It had low ceilings and felt quite claustrophobic to her.

      “There’s an en-suite, of course,” Harold added.

      Olive walked through the room and then shrugged.  “It will do,” she said.

      “Right, the next room may suit the gentlemen more than the ladies,” Harold said, leading them down the short corridor.  “The en-suite has a shower, but no bathtub.  In my experience, ladies often prefer a tub.”

      Fenella bit her tongue.  She preferred showers over baths, but she wanted to see both rooms before she argued.  Harold opened the door and then stepped back to let them enter.  There were two narrow beds and a tiny en-suite.  Lily and Fenella exchanged glances.

      “And our room?” Lily asked.

      “Is right across the hall,” Harold replied.

      Fenella was grateful that it was slightly larger, although not much.  The en-suite felt more spacious, at least, with a large bathtub and a separate shower.

      “Bert and I will bring in the bags,” Daniel said from the doorway.

      “Oh, that should be my job,” Harold protested.

      “It’s fine,” Daniel replied, heading for the stairs.

      A short while later, Fenella had unpacked a few things and had explored the entire bed and breakfast.  There was a small library on the ground floor, but it only held a handful of books and nearly all of them were inexplicably in German.

      “Ready to explore the city?” Daniel asked when he found her flipping through one of the few English books.

      As it was an accounting textbook that was over fifty years old, she was happy to put it back on the shelf and follow Daniel to the front door.

      “Don’t forget to be at the restaurant by six,” Olive called from the small sitting room near the door.

      “We won’t,” Daniel promised.

      They stepped outside and Fenella found herself breathing deeply, feeling as if she’d just escaped from some sort of antique furniture-stuffed prison.
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      A light rain was falling, but Fenella didn’t care as she and Daniel began to stroll toward the city center.

      He took her hand.  “I feel as if I need to apologize again,” he said after a moment.

      She laughed.  “I believe you’re going to feel that way for the next fourteen days and maybe more,” she told him.

      He chuckled.  “I am sorry.  I’ll have to show you the brochure.  I truly thought we were going to have an interesting holiday.”

      “I have to believe you, because I can’t imagine you’d have signed us up for what we’re actually having.”

      “Which is a disaster.”

      “I wouldn’t go that far,” Fenella said softly.  She stopped and then pulled him into an embrace.  When the kiss ended, she grinned at him.  “We’re together, and you’re on vacation.  It may not be exactly what you were hoping for, but it could be worse.  I could have gone home after lunch, for example.”

      “If you go, I’m going with you,” he said fervently.

      “So let’s explore the city.  How much time do we have?”

      “Maybe an hour or so, not much more, as we have to find the restaurant.  Mrs. Rose, er, Olive is driving the others, but I thought we could walk.  It isn’t all that far away, really.”

      “What can we see in an hour?”

      Daniel pulled out a small map of the city and held it out to her.  “We’re here,” he pointed.  “And this is the restaurant.”

      “If the map is accurate, it looks as if we could walk along the city walls from here to here,” she pointed.  “Then we could make our way through here to the restaurant.”

      “Perfect,” Daniel replied.

      They walked, hand in hand, through the city and along the city walls.  At some point they both thought they were lost, but then Daniel spotted Olive’s rented van parked in a small lot on a side street.  The restaurant was only a few paces away.

      “We’re not even late,” he whispered in her ear as she walked in front of him into the restaurant.

      “You’re late,” Olive said as a greeting.

      Daniel glanced at the clock over the bar and then frowned at his watch.  “My watch must be a few minutes slow,” he said apologetically.

      “Our table is ready,” was Olive’s reply.

      The little group was led into a small room at the back of the restaurant.  There, they were each handed a small menu card.

      “As you can see, we’re being offered a full three-course meal tonight,” Olive said triumphantly.

      Fenella looked down the short list of choices for each course.  She could select one of two appetizers, one of three main courses, and one of two puddings.

      “No steak and kidney pie,” Bert said sadly.

      “Never mind.  There are several tempting choices,” Olive replied.

      Daniel reached over and squeezed her hand.  “We could order pizza later,” he whispered in her ear.

      She chuckled.  “I may hold you to that.”

      In the end, she ordered the tomato and basil soup, the grilled chicken with rice and vegetables, and the chocolate mousse.  It all sounded good, if unexciting.  Daniel got the same, as did nearly all of the others.

      The conversation over dinner wandered from topic to topic.  Fenella found herself yawning on more than one occasion.  This doesn’t bode well for spending another thirteen days with these people, she thought as she yawned again.  The group was too small and too tightly packed around the table for her to try to have a conversation with just Daniel.

      “Are you looking forward to seeing Charlie again?” Olive asked Daniel as the mousse was served.

      “Yes, although I doubt we have much in common any longer,” he replied.

      Olive nodded.  “One of the musicians who was kind enough to agree to speak with us is Charlie Butler,” she told Lily and Bert.  “He and Daniel were at school together and I taught them both to play the violin.  Daniel had a great deal more natural talent, but Charlie was willing to work considerably harder.  He’s been playing with various orchestras since he left school, although he now plays the bass, rather than the violin.”

      “It will be interesting to meet one of your old friends,” Fenella said.

      Daniel shrugged.  “I haven’t seen him in years.  I probably won’t recognize him.”

      “Goodness,” Olive exclaimed a short time later.  “It’s later than I realized.  We must hurry or we’ll be late to the pub.  I don’t want to keep our musician friends waiting.”

      Daniel rode in the passenger seat and navigated for Olive on their drive back to the bed and breakfast.

      “Are we going to the same pub where we had drinks earlier?” Fenella asked as they all climbed out of the van.

      “No, this one is a few steps in the opposite direction,” Olive replied.  “I’m hoping it will be nicer than the other one.”

      At first glance, it didn’t look particularly promising.  In fact, it looked very much the same as the place they’d been a few hours earlier, at least from the outside.  As Daniel held the door open, Fenella and the others walked inside.

      The interior was a pleasant surprise.  Clearly, someone had put some time and money into the building recently.  It smelled just faintly of fresh paint and new carpet.  Indirect lighting gave the room a soft glow that felt warm and welcoming.  The chairs around the tables were padded and there were even a few booths with comfortable-looking bench seating in the corners.  There were a handful of customers scattered around the room, sipping drinks and watching the muted television, which was showing what Fenella thought was a cricket match.

      “You must be our tour group,” the smiling man behind the bar said.  “I’m Gordon.  Shout my name if you need anything at all.  We thought you’d be most comfortable in the snug, but it isn’t busy, so you can stay out here if you prefer.”

      “The snug sounds lovely,” Olive said.

      He led them to small room tucked up in one corner of the main space.  “I can send Linda in to get drinks orders, or you can tell me what you want and I can try my best to remember most of it until I get back behind the bar.”

      Everyone laughed as they settled into seats.

      “Send Linda,” Daniel suggested.  “There are going to be quite a few of us, after all.”

      Gordon nodded.  “She’ll be over in a minute, then.  She’s just tucking up the children.”

      “How old are the children?” Lily asked.

      Gordon laughed.  “Sixteen and twelve and they’re harder work to get to bed now than they were when they were babies.  She takes their phones away at night, so they’ll both be begging to be allowed to send one more text message or something before they have to surrender their magical communications devices until morning.”

      “If she isn’t down soon, we can always order at the bar,” Daniel assured him.

      “I’d appreciate that,” Gordon replied.

      “Ah, here are the others,” Olive said a moment later.  She got to her feet and went to the doorway to wave at the small group that had just entered the building.

      “Hello, hello,” a pretty blonde woman said as she walked into the snug.  “I do hope they have a decent white wine here.  I need a drink after that rehearsal.”

      “Hush, Kayla,” the man with dark hair walking behind her said.  “These lovely people don’t want to hear anything negative about our wonderful orchestra.”

      “Actually, we’d love to hear everything negative about your orchestra,” Lily told him.  “We want all of the gossip about what’s really happening behind the scenes.”

      The man laughed.  “I’m not certain we dare tell you any of that.”

      “We want to hear about life in a traveling orchestra, of course,” Olive said.  “But I don’t think we need to hear any gossip.”  She shot Lily a look that made Fenella chuckle.

      “Mrs. Rose, it’s so lovely to see you again,” another man said.  He also had dark hair, but he looked a few years younger than the first man.

      “Charlie Butler, you don’t look any different than when I had you in year five.  But you must call me Olive now, don’t you think?”

      Charlie blushed.  “I’ll try to remember.”

      Daniel stood up.  “Charlie?  It’s been a long time.”

      Charlie turned and stared at Daniel for a moment.  “Daniel?  You grew a lot taller than I did.  I could use a few of your inches when I play.  But it’s really good to see you.”

      The pair shook hands and then embraced awkwardly.  As Charlie stepped back, he sighed.  “We should probably start with introductions.”

      Daniel quickly introduced Fenella and then Lily and Bert.

      “I didn’t realize it was going to be such an intimate group,” Charlie said after he’d shaken hands with everyone.

      “I had hoped for greater numbers, but I’m sure we’ll all learn a good deal more since there are so few of us,” Olive said.

      “We nearly outnumber you,” Charlie laughed.  “But let me introduce everyone.  I’m Charlie Butler, as you’ve already heard.  I play bass, having been introduced to music by an absolutely brilliant teacher more years ago than I want to admit.”

      Olive laughed.  “You’re too kind.”

      He winked at her and then turned and gestured toward the pretty blonde who had complained about the rehearsal.  “This is Kayla Cross.  She plays the violin and has just recently joined our numbers after a long stint with an orchestra in Germany.”

      Kayla shrugged.  “After a few years, you get tired of being shouted at in German every time someone makes a mistake.  At least here, I’m being shouted at in English. At the moment anyway.”

      Charlie grinned.  “We’ve had a number of guest conductors work with us in the past year.  When we had that woman from America, I wasn’t entirely certain that what she was shouting was English.”

      “And the man from Poland was, well, interesting,” the older, dark-haired man reminded him.

      “He was, at that,” Charlie agreed.  “This is Harry Greene.  He’s been with the orchestra for many years.  He plays trombone, but we let him hang around with us in spite of that.”

      Harry laughed.  “What Charlie means is that his little group of string players needs a good brass player to keep them from boring themselves to death.”

      “We aren’t that boring, really,” the pretty brunette standing next to Harry protested.

      Harry slid an arm around her.  “I didn’t mean you, personally.  There’s nothing boring about you.”

      The woman laughed as she took a step away from Harry.  “I’m Rochelle Richards,” she told everyone.  “I play viola and I’ve been with the orchestra for just over a year now.  My favorite part of the job is the traveling.”

      Rochelle looked to be around forty.  Her long brown hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail.  She was wearing a green shirt that brought out the green in her eyes.

      “And last, but not least,” Charlie said, dragging a bald and frowning man forward, “is Louis.  This is Louis Renshaw.  He’s another violin player, although he also plays viola and bass and just about anything else with strings.”

      “Not harp,” Louis said.

      “Not harp,” Charlie agreed.  “Louis has been with the orchestra for a long time, or maybe it just seems that way.”

      “A few years,” Louis replied.

      “And that’s all of us,” Charlie concluded.  “I think we all need drinks now.”

      “That’s where I come in,” someone said from the doorway.

      The woman was holding a small notebook and she smiled brightly at them.  “I’m Linda.  I’d have been here sooner, but my daughter had a crisis that needed sorting.”

      “I hope everything is okay,” Olive said.

      Linda shrugged.  “Her closest friend rang because she’d sneaked out of her house to meet a boy and the boy hadn’t shown up.  She couldn’t work out how to get back into the house without being seen and she was crying too hard to think straight.”

      “Oh, dear,” Lily said.  “I remember those days.  Teenagers are far more work than babies or toddlers, but no one ever warns newly married couples about that.  The population of the world would plummet if people knew how difficult teenagers can be.”

      Linda laughed.  “I couldn’t wait for mine to get out of nappies and into school and now I long for the days when I could tuck them up for the night and not worry about them sneaking out or getting a toxic text from someone who is meant to be their friend.”  She sighed.  “But you don’t want to hear about my problems.  You all need drinks.  What can I get you?”

      “It sounds as if you need a drink, too,” Lily suggested.

      “I may just have one, once I know our guests are all taken care of,” Linda replied.

      She noted down what everyone wanted and then headed back to the bar.  The musicians found seats around the table.  Fenella noted that Harry made a point of sitting next to Rochelle, and that Louis seemed to be doing his best to sit as far away from her as possible.

      “Tell us about orchestra life, then,” Olive suggested as they waited for their drinks.

      “It’s amazing and exhausting and exciting and boring and a million other adjectives or maybe they’re adverbs.  I didn’t pay enough attention in English class, really,” Charlie said.

      Olive frowned.  “You should still know the difference between an adjective and an adverb,” she began.

      Charlie held up a hand.  “I was teasing,” he said quickly.  “It was a joke, although I should have worked harder in English class and math class and probably all of my other classes.  Music started out as something different, something to try, and it quickly turned into an obsession.”

      “I think we all feel that way,” Kayla said.  “I don’t think you can have a career in the arts without being a little bit obsessed, anyway.”

      “I’m sure it helps, even if it isn’t required,” Rochelle said.  “I still remember the first time I touched a viola.  I could tell that it could do magical things, in the right hands, and I wanted to have those hands.”

      “Your instrument becomes a part of you,” Harry said.  “I always feel a bit, um, alone might be the right word, when I go anywhere without my trombone.”

      “I don’t take my bass out and about,” Charlie laughed.  “But I know what you mean, anyway.  There’s something reassuring about having your instrument nearby, even if you aren’t playing it and don’t have any plans to play it.”

      “Except we’re always playing,” Louis interjected.

      “There is that,” Harry laughed.  “If we aren’t performing, we’re rehearsing and if we aren’t rehearsing, we’re performing.  Such is the life of a traveling musician.”

      “How many hours a day do you rehearse?” Lily asked.

      “Too many,” Kayla told her.  “The orchestra has just hired a new conductor and he’s making us rehearse many more hours than we did formerly.”

      “You forgot to mention that we were rubbish before and we’re getting a good deal better now thanks to the new conductor,” Louis said.

      Kayla shrugged.  “I didn’t think we were rubbish before, or rather, you were rubbish before because I wasn’t here under the former conductor.  I came to see a concert before I applied for a position with the orchestra and I enjoyed the show.”

      “Was it one of our popular music concerts?” Harry asked.  “They were fun to perform, but not particularly technically challenging.  I know some musicians are quite happy to simply play what they’re told to play, concert after concert, regardless of the challenge, but I like to keep learning and stretching my capabilities.  The new conductor is certainly doing that.”

      “I believe he has expectations well beyond our capabilities,” Rochelle sighed.  “What was he doing with the tempo this afternoon?”

      “He told me after the rehearsal that he was speeding things up so that when we had the chance to play at the correct tempo, it would feel easier,” Charlie told her.

      “Except I kept getting in a muddle and stopping.  I shall have to practice for at least an hour tonight,” Kayla said.

      “I’m back,” Linda announced as she brought a tray of drinks into the room.  It didn’t take her long to distribute them.  “Shout if you need anything else,” she said before she left.

      “Don’t drink too much if you plan to practice later,” Louis warned Kayla.

      She nodded.  “One glass of wine and then I’ll switch to something fizzy.  We have a performance tomorrow night, anyway.  I never get drunk the night before a performance.”

      “We’re all really looking forward to tomorrow night’s show,” Olive said.

      “That’s good to hear.  It hasn’t sold out yet, so tell your friends,” Charlie replied.

      “Do your concerts usually sell out?” Bert asked.

      The musician exchanged glances.  “Not usually,” Charlie said after a minute.  “The popular music concerts typically draw bigger crowds, but this concert will be classical music.  Sadly, people don’t seem very interested in classical music these days.”

      “Perhaps you could tell us about the various pieces you’ll be performing,” Olive suggested.

      Fenella tried to pay attention for the first few minutes of Charlie’s lecture on the various pieces and their composers, but she soon found her mind wandering.  Watching the others was more interesting, she decided.

      Harry had leaned back in his chair.  He seemed to be studying Kayla as she sipped her drink.  Her eyes never left Charlie as he talked.  Rochelle looked bored as she stared at her drink or the wall opposite her.  Louis kept looking at her and then looking away as he steadily made his way through his glass of whiskey.

      Lily kept looking around and after a while Fenella guessed that she was hoping to spot Linda so she could get another drink.  Bert had slid down in his chair and Fenella was pretty sure he’d gone to sleep.  Daniel had put an arm around her and he kept tracing small circles on her upper arm.  The tingling sensation kept her awake, even though she wasn’t paying attention to Charlie.

      Only Olive seemed truly entranced by everything Charlie was saying.  When Linda appeared in the doorway half an hour later, she was greeted with considerable enthusiasm by nearly everyone.  True to her word, Kayla ordered a soda while everyone else requested another drink.

      “Isn’t anyone else practicing tonight?” she asked, sounding a bit hurt.

      “I thought about it, but I can’t be bothered,” Harry replied.  “I’ll do an hour in the morning, before the rehearsal.”

      “That’s my plan, too,” Charlie said.  “I’ve only a few sections that need work, though.”

      “I feel as if I need to work on everything,” Kayla sighed.

      “You’ll be fine,” Harry told her.  “We all get nervous before the first concert on a new tour, but everything always works out.”

      “How do your spouses cope with all of the traveling?” Lily asked.

      Charlie laughed.  “We’re all sadly single,” he told her.  “Romances happen a lot within the orchestra, of course, but they rarely last long.  We’ve lost some of our best performers to badly ended romances.  It’s difficult seeing someone every day after a bad breakup.”

      “I was involved with someone in Germany,” Kayla offered.  “He was a huge classical music lover, even though he’d never learned to play an instrument himself.  It worked for a while, but he never understood my schedule.  Concerts take place in the evenings or on weekends and when I’m not performing, I’m rehearsing.  Eventually, he decided that he needed a girlfriend with more regular hours.”

      “He wasn’t worth your time, then,” Lily said firmly.

      Kayla shrugged.  “Sometimes I think he was right.  The hours that we keep are odd and difficult.  Now, of course, we’re also going to be traveling for several months.  Maybe, after this tour, I’ll move to some small town and become a music teacher.”

      “I’m not trying to be mean, but you do need certain qualifications to teach,” Olive said.

      “Yes, and I left school with very few of those,” Kayla sighed.  “I am sorry.  I’m not normally this miserable to be around, but today’s rehearsal was incredibly difficult for me.”

      “We’ve had worse,” Charlie told her.  “Wait until we get a guest conductor who decides that we should do an entirely different program to the one we’ve been rehearsing and performing for months.”

      “The Polish conductor brought an entirely new program with him, made up entirely of his own compositions,” Harry said.  “It was just dumb luck that he fell ill after a week of shouting at us and had to go home.”

      “I felt as if I were a terrible person for being so happy to see him so unwell,” Rochelle admitted.  “But the pieces he’d written were not only dreadful, they were extremely difficult to play.  I’m pretty certain that we’d have ended up simply canceling all of his concerts.  There was no way we were going to be able to learn his pieces in time.”

      “As you can see,” Charlie said, “there are a lot of stresses that come from playing with a traveling orchestra, or, indeed, any orchestra.  We all keep doing it, though, because we all love our instruments and being able to make our living from playing them.”

      “It comes back to our obsession,” Harry laughed.  “Which is probably why we’re all so terrible at relationships, really.  I’ll never love anyone as much as I love my trombone, which is quite sad, but quite true.”

      “I don’t think I love my instrument more than I could love another person,” Rochelle protested.  “I’d like to think that I’ll find my soul mate one day and that he’ll understand the complex relationship I have with my viola.”

      “Do you only have one viola, then?” Fenella asked.

      She shook her head.  “I have three, actually, but only one that I’d risk my life to save.  Now we’re back to obsessions, aren’t we?  I think most of us have at least two instruments, but only one that we usually play.  When you play for a living, you need to have a backup, just in case, though.  Whatever happens, the show must go on, of course.”

      “What could happen?” Lily asked.

      “Strings have been known to break, although that’s rare if you take proper care of your instrument.  I know someone who put his violin down on the seat next to him to get his music out and while he was bent over, digging through his papers, someone else sat on his violin,” Harry said.

      “On purpose, no doubt,” Louis said.

      Harry shook his head.  “It was truly an unfortunate accident.  The man was a trumpet player with a visual impairment.  He’d ended up in the wrong row and when he realized he was in the wrong place, he simply sat down to wait until things settled and he could have someone help him find where he was meant to be.  He was beside himself when he realized what he’d done.  My friend couldn’t even stay angry, even though it was an instrument that he’d loved for years and he never did manage to get it repaired well enough to perform with it again.”

      “How sad,” Kayla said, shivering.  “I shall be taking extra precautions with my viola from now on.”

      Harry nodded.  “That was the other reason why my friend couldn’t get mad.  He knew he’d done a stupid thing, putting the instrument down in the first place.  It’s a long story, actually, but it illustrates why we all have at least one spare instrument for emergencies.”

      “I will say that my backup bass isn’t anywhere near the same quality as my primary instrument,” Charlie said.  “I don’t make enough money to invest in two of the very best money can buy.”

      “I think that’s probably true of all of us,” Kayla said.  “My main instrument is insured for more than twice the value of the second one.”

      “Have you ever had to use your second one?” Lily wondered.

      “I do use it for practicing sometimes, especially when I’m first starting out on a new piece.  I’d rather not be hopelessly scrambling for notes on my good instrument, but that may just be me,” Kayla told her.

      Charlie laughed.  “I’m the same way.  I start a piece on my inexpensive model and only move up to the good one when I’m starting to get the hang of it.”

      After the second round of drinks, Charlie got to his feet.  “I’m afraid we’re going to have to head to our hotel now,” he said.  “Daniel, I’d love to spend some time catching up with you one of these days, if you can tear yourself away from the lovely Fenella.”

      “We’re free all day tomorrow,” Daniel told him.  “I’m sure Fenella wouldn’t mind listening to us catch up, but this is our first holiday together, so I’d rather not leave her on her own for hours on end.”

      Charlie laughed.  “Let me give you my mobile number.  I’m sure we’ll be able to work something out over the next fortnight.  Maybe Fenella will get tired of your company after a few days.”

      “Anything’s possible,” Daniel said with a grin.

      The two men exchanged numbers before the musicians said their goodbyes and headed out of the pub.

      “They all seem very nice,” Lily said as the pub’s door shut behind them.

      “It was wonderful to hear all about the music that they’ll be playing and the men who composed it,” Olive said.  “I hope we’ll be able to learn more about each player and his or her instrument as the fortnight continues.  We’re going to be getting tours of some of the concert halls and I’m hoping we’ll be able to persuade the musicians to play for just us at least once, either at their concert hall or at our bed and breakfast or somewhere in between.”

      Fenella yawned and then slowly got to her feet.  “I’m ready to head back,” she said.  “Anyone else?”

      “Me,” Daniel said, standing up quickly.

      “I think we all need an early night,” Olive said firmly.  “We have our first concert tomorrow and Fenella, darling, you were yawning a great deal tonight.  Please try to get sufficient sleep this evening so that you’re wide awake for tomorrow’s concert.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We had a very early start today,” she explained, feeling herself blushing.

      “Yes, well, breakfast tomorrow is at eight.  Please make sure that you’re on time as we don’t want to inconvenience our hosts,” Olive told them.

      They walked back to the bed and breakfast in silence.  Daniel held Fenella’s hand and if she worked at it, she could almost ignore the others and pretend that their stroll down the dark street was romantic.

      “Straight to bed, everyone,” Olive said as they walked into the bed and breakfast.

      Lily and Bert headed for the stairs.  Daniel stopped near the door, still holding Fenella’s hand.  She leaned against him and took a few slow breaths, willing the others to simply vanish.

      “Were you two going to stay down here for a while, then?” Olive asked.

      “I thought we might just chat for a minute or two,” Daniel told her.

      “In that case, I’ll join you,” Olive said.  “I don’t need very much sleep these days.  Maybe we can find something on the telly in the sitting room.  Harold told me that we’re welcome to use it.”

      Daniel sighed and then looked at Fenella.  “Maybe an early night would be for the best.”

      “We both need some sleep,” she agreed.

      He gave her a gentle kiss that was appropriate for their audience and then the pair went up the stairs behind Lily and Bert.  Olive followed.

      At her door, Daniel gave her another kiss.  “I would suggest a text chat once we’re both ready for bed, but that seems rude to our roommates.”

      “It does, doesn’t it,” Fenella sighed.  “On the plus side, we’ll both get some sleep for a change.”

      He chuckled, but he didn’t look at all amused.  Fenella gave him a hug and then let herself into her room.
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      “I gather you weren’t aware that we’d be sharing a room,” Lily said a short time later, after both women were ready for bed.

      “No, um, I assumed, that is, Daniel seemed to believe that we’d be sharing,” Fenella stammered.

      Lily nodded.  “Olive has old fashioned ideas.  It wouldn’t bother me in the slightest if you and Daniel shared a room.  It isn’t any of my business, really.”

      “It’s been a long time since I shared a bedroom with anyone other than my cat,” Fenella confided.  “We were expecting this to be a romantic vacation.”

      “Oh, dear, I don’t think it’s going to be the least bit romantic,” Lily said with a sympathetic smile.  “Perhaps Daniel should get a room at a nearby hotel.  You both could sneak away after everyone else is asleep.”

      “And then sneak back before anyone wakes up?”  Fenella laughed.  “That seems like far too much trouble, really.”

      “It probably is, but if you do decide to sneak away at some point, I won’t say a word to Olive.”

      “That’s very kind of you.”

      “I haven’t slept in the same room with anyone since I was married,” Lily told her.  “He used to complain that I talked in my sleep, but I’ve no idea if he was telling the truth or simply hearing voices because he was so drunk most of the time.”

      “I’ll let you know if I hear anything,” Fenella replied.  “I should warn you that I occasionally have quite bad nightmares, the sort that end with me waking up crying or leaping out of bed.  I hope I won’t suffer from them here.”

      “That sounds quite dreadful.  I am sorry.”

      “At home I sleep with a kitten who gets very cross if I wake her up in the night.  She wakes me at seven every morning, though.”

      “Cats have their own ideas about the world and they are very clearly at the center of their own universe.  Over the years, my children brought home stray dogs, lost cats, random rabbits, and two turtles who wandered off their first night in our home and were never seen again.  The only ones that I ever enjoyed having were two of the cats.  Ginger was incredibly sweet and we had her for over ten years.  She wasn’t young when my son found her, so she was quite elderly when she finally passed.  I insisted that we’d not have any more pets after her.  We’d had three different dogs in the years Ginger was with us, you understand.”

      “My goodness, with seven children, as well?” Fenella asked.

      “The dogs were easy enough to manage.  The children were responsible for walking them and looking after them, anyway.  As I said, they were all strays that my children found wandering around and none of them were young when we took them in, either.  All three of the dogs died of natural causes and two of them definitely died of old age.  The third fell ill rather suddenly and passed a short time later.  The veterinarian seemed to think that he’d had a heart condition about which we’d never known.  I was sad when we lost each of them, but nowhere near as sad as when Ginger passed.”

      “And then you were done with pets?”

      “I told the children I was done with pets, anyway.  About a year later, when three of the children had already left home and I was beginning to think the others might be gone one day, too, a kitten appeared on the doorstep.  The children took her in and gave her milk and by the time I got home from work, they’d given her a name.  I couldn’t bring myself to throw her out after that.  She was called Patches and within days, it became clear that she was my cat first and foremost.  My son still complains to this day about how he saved her life and she preferred me anyway.”  Lily chuckled.

      “How long did you have her?”

      “Fourteen years, until all the children were grown up and gone away.  The grandchildren were starting to arrive before she passed.  I still miss her, but I’ve no real interest in being responsible for another animal, not now, at my age.  Anything I adopted now would probably outlive me and that would mean that someone else would have to look after the animal once I was gone.  I don’t want to leave my children or grandchildren with that responsibility.”

      “I’d never planned to get a pet, but Katie walked into my apartment right after I’d arrived.  I did what I could to find her owner, but by the time I gave up on finding anyone, I’d fallen in love with the little pest.”

      Lily laughed.  “They are hard work, especially kittens.”

      “She’s over a year old now, so I shouldn’t still call her a kitten, but she hasn’t grown any bigger and she still acts like a kitten.”

      Lily nodded and then yawned.  “Oh, dear, I think I need some sleep.”

      “That makes two of us,” Fenella told her, sliding down under the covers.

      Lily switched off the light on the table next to her and the room went dark.  Fenella wondered if she should have set an alarm, as she didn’t have Katie to wake her.  That was her last thought until someone began to cough.

      “Are you okay?” Fenella asked Lily who was sitting up in bed and coughing lightly.

      “I was trying to wake you gently,” Lily told her.  “It’s just gone seven and I wasn’t sure what you had planned for today.  Olive did say that breakfast was at eight.”

      “I don’t know what I have planned for today, either,” Fenella laughed.  “Daniel and I didn’t really talk about anything, except maybe some sightseeing.”

      “I’m going to shower, then, if you don’t mind.  After breakfast, Bert and I are going to walk into the city center to see what Chester has to offer.”

      Fenella nodded.  She grabbed her phone and checked it.  There were three messages from Daniel waiting for her.

      Good morning.

      I’m going to shower and then head down to the sitting room.  I should be there by half six.

      I assume you’re still sleeping.  I’m going to go for a short stroll.  Message me when you’re up.

      Frowning, she typed a reply.

      Sorry, I forgot to set an alarm.  I’m up now.  What are our plans?

      Daniel’s reply came a moment later.  Breakfast is at eight.  Let’s talk then.

      Fenella made a face at her phone and then put it down.  She could hear the shower running as Lily got ready for the day.  For a moment, she was tempted to pack her bags and tell Daniel that she was going home.  This trip wasn’t turning out to be anything like what she’d been expecting.

      “You need to be open to new experiences,” she reminded herself as she got out of bed.  “You might have fun.  Maybe.”

      When Lily was done, Fenella took her own shower and then got dressed.  She and Lily were both in the sitting room by quarter to eight.  Olive was already there, pacing back and forth and frowning at her watch.

      “Ah, there you are,” she said.  “I do hope Bert and Daniel remembered to set an alarm.  I can’t imagine where they are.”

      “Daniel went out for a walk,” Fenella told her.  “He’ll be back by eight.”

      “You’ve already seen him this morning?” Olive asked, frowning.

      “No, I haven’t, but he texted me to let me know where he was going,” Fenella replied quickly.

      Olive nodded, but she didn’t look convinced.  A few minutes later, Bert joined them.

      “Good morning, all,” he said before dropping heavily into a chair.  “Didn’t sleep a wink,” he added.  “Too many strange noises.”

      “Really?” Olive asked.  “I didn’t hear anything strange.”

      Bert shrugged.  “Unusual noises, then, ones I’m not used to hearing.  I live alone, so I’m not used to hearing doors open and close in the night, or water running.  I’ll probably get used to it by the end of the fortnight and then my house will seem too quiet when I get home.”

      “Good morning,” Daniel said brightly as he walked into the room.  He looked as if he’d slept well and enjoyed his morning stroll, Fenella thought.

      “How are you today?” he asked her as he crossed to her side.

      “Better now,” she whispered as she laid her head on his chest.  He slid his arms around her and rested his chin on the top of her head.

      “Breakfast is ready when you are,” Harold announced from the doorway.

      They followed him to the small dining room at the back of the building.

      “I just did full English breakfast for everyone,” he said as he began to serve.  “If anyone would like something else, just ask, otherwise I’ll do the same every morning.”

      Fenella looked at her plate of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausages, fried tomatoes and mushrooms, baked beans, and toast.  “It’s a lot of food,” she said, thinking of the bowl of cereal with fruit that she typically ate at home.

      “I’ll eat anything you don’t want,” Daniel told her with a wink.

      Between them, they cleared both of their plates.  Everyone else seemed to enjoy the meal, as well.

      “You have the day free to see the city of Chester.  You should all be back here by five to give yourselves enough time to be ready to leave for the concert at quarter to six.  The concert starts at seven and the concert hall is about twenty minutes away.  Make sure you’ve had dinner before you return here.  We’ll join our musician friends at the pub again this evening, after the concert, for a conversation about the music that we enjoyed.”

      What if we don’t enjoy it, Fenella wondered.  She bit her tongue, rather than ask the question that she knew would annoy Olive.

      “Let’s go, then,” Daniel said in her ear.

      She ran back up to her room to get her handbag and then she and Daniel headed outside.

      “Should we visit the castle?” he asked as they began to walk down the sidewalk.

      “I don’t care what we do as long as we don’t have to talk about music, instruments, or composers,” she shot back.

      “I’m sorry,” Daniel told her.

      She shrugged.  “That came out a bit more harshly than I’d intended, so now I’m sorry.  Did you sleep well?”

      “Bert snores, but after a while I found that if I hit him lightly with my pillow, he’d stop for a short while.  As long as I could fall asleep in the gap, I was okay for an hour or two before the noise got too loud and I would have to hit him again.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s going to be a long vacation.”

      “It’s already been a long vacation.  I find that I’m apologizing to myself now, not just you.  I should never have let Mrs., er, Olive talk me into joining the tour.”

      “Wasn’t it nice to see Charlie again?”

      “It was, actually, although we’ve really nothing in common.  It might be fun to spend an hour or two with him, drinking and talking about the good old days, though.  If I remember correctly, we both fancied Mary Shorts in year six.  I wonder what ever happened to Mary.”

      “Did she play an instrument?” Fenella asked dryly.

      “No, she wasn’t interested in music.  She wasn’t interested in boys, either.  Animals were her passion and she wanted to be a vet.  She had two dogs, a cat, and a guinea pig and they were just about all she ever wanted to talk about.”

      “Olive may well know where she is now.”

      “She might.  Maybe I’ll ask, just out of curiosity.  I haven’t thought about her in years, but seeing Charlie again reminded me of her.  Charlie and I used to race each other out of school every day so that we could walk home with Mary.  She lived a few doors down from me on the same side of the street.  Charlie didn’t even live near us, but he used to walk Mary home whenever he got the chance anyway.”

      And that’s another reason why this vacation is going down in history as the worst ever, Fenella thought.  Nothing like listening to your boyfriend reminisce about his school crushes.

      Daniel stopped and then pulled Fenella into a hug.  “I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t be talking about Mary Shorts or Charlie or anything else.  This is supposed to be a romantic holiday for us, as a couple and it isn’t turning out that way.  We need to make the best of every single second we have on our own.”

      The kiss was short and full of pent up frustration.  When Daniel lifted his head, Fenella struggled to catch her breath.

      “Or, we could make up some emergency back home and leave now,” Daniel suggested in a low voice.

      “Tempting.”

      “Can we do that tomorrow?” Daniel asked.  “I would really like a chance to talk to Charlie a little more and I’m sort of looking forward to tonight’s concert, too, although I’m not certain why.”

      “Let’s see how tonight goes,” Fenella agreed.  “Maybe the concert will be so amazing that we’ll both want to stay.”

      “Maybe,” Daniel said.  “But for now, let’s just have some fun together.”

      With no real plan, they wandered through the streets of Chester, stopping for lunch when they were hungry and investigating whatever caught their eye.  After a quick dinner, they strolled back toward the bed and breakfast, hand in hand.

      “That was fun,” Fenella said.  “I really enjoyed every minute of today.”

      “It was nice.  I’m still thinking seriously about leaving, though.”

      “If I knew we’d have days like this every day, I’d probably stay,” Fenella admitted.  “It’s the music part that’s difficult for me, mostly because I don’t really understand anything anyone is saying.  I know nothing about classical music.”

      “Having played for a short while, I learned some, and then I took a course at uni in classical music.  I needed a few extra credits and it was an easy class.”

      “We had music appreciation, but we called it ‘clapping for credit’ and no one I knew would have even considered taking it.  We all thought we were clever for taking the hardest classes we could, with the toughest professors.  Of course, now I wish I’d taken it so I could really appreciate classical music.”

      “We should have talked more about the holiday before I booked it,” Daniel sighed.  “I thought we’d have plenty of time to talk once I got home from Scotland, and then I got stuck there for an extra week.”

      Fenella stopped and took his hands.  When he looked at her, she smiled.  “It’s okay,” she said softly.  “I promise not to complain anymore, and to try to make the best of the rest of the trip.  Who knows, I might start enjoying it so much that I won’t want to leave, even if you do.”

      He gave her a quick kiss.  “I doubt that will happen, but I do hope you’ll enjoy some parts of the fortnight anyway.”

      “Today was just about perfect, remember?  If we have a few days like this every week, I’ll be fine.”

      “And here we are,” he said, nodding toward the bed and breakfast.

      “What should I wear tonight?” she asked.

      “I’ll be wearing a dark suit, if that helps.”

      “I brought two dresses, one knee-length and one a bit longer.”

      “I’d go for the longer one.”

      Fenella nodded and then walked up the stairs and into her room.  Lily was already there, digging through her suitcase.

      “Are you looking forward to tonight?” she asked Fenella.

      “Yes and no.  I don’t know anything about classical music.”

      “Sometimes I think that’s the best way to enjoy it.  You can sit back and relax and just let the music wash over you, and you can interpret it any way you want, without worrying what the conductor was trying to convey or whether the violas are slightly off in some way.”

      Lily’s words made Fenella feel a little bit better about the evening ahead.  She got dressed and put her hair up in a twist, securing it with one of Mona’s clips.  It only took her a few minutes to do her makeup.

      “That dress is stunning,” Lily said when Fenella stood up to leave the room.  “It must have been made for you.”

      “Actually, it was made for my aunt, but it fits me perfectly.”

      “It really does,” Lily agreed.   Her dress was also black and Fenella thought it was pretty, although nowhere near as beautiful as Mona’s.

      They went down to the sitting room together and found Daniel already there.

      “Olive has been in twice to count heads,” he told them.  “No doubt she’ll be back any minute now.”

      “We’re fifteen minutes early,” Fenella pointed out.

      “Which is always helpful when we have to keep to a tight schedule,” Olive said from the doorway.  “When Bert arrives, we’ll leave immediately.  There’s nothing wrong with being early.”

      Bert ambled in ten minutes later as Olive paced anxiously around the room.

      “Let’s go,” Olive said briskly, rushing out of the room.

      Bert glanced at the clock and shrugged before following Olive to the front door.  The others trailed behind him.

      “You look amazing,” Daniel whispered in Fenella’s ear as they climbed into the van.

      “Thanks.  You’re looking pretty handsome yourself,” she replied.

      “Daniel, can you navigate?” Olive asked from the driver’s seat.

      He sighed and then nodded.  After giving Fenella’s hand a squeeze, he moved up to the front passenger seat.  The drive only took a few minutes and Fenella was surprised to see a nearly empty parking lot at the concert venue.

      “Charlie said the concert wasn’t sold out, but I was expecting a larger crowd than this,” she said to Daniel as they all got out of the van.

      He nodded.  “I thought there would be more people here, too.”

      “I’m sure more people will arrive before the concert starts at seven,” Olive said.  “Anyway, we can go in and take a look around the hall for a few minutes before we have to find our seats.”

      They walked up a few steps to the large doors at the front of the building.  Daniel pulled on one of the doors and then frowned when it didn’t open.  He tried three other doors, but they were all locked.

      “Perhaps the doors don’t open until thirty minutes before the concert,” Lily suggested.  “That doesn’t seem like much time, but I’d imagine everyone else knew not to come so early, which explains the empty car park.”

      Olive shook her head.  “I’m sure the tickets said that the hall opened an hour before the concert,” she said.  She dug around in her huge handbag, finally pulling out a large envelope.  There were half a dozen smaller envelopes inside and she flipped through them until she found the one that had “Chester” written across it in red ink.

      “Here we are,” she said, opening the envelope and pulling out a handful of tickets.  “’Patrons are invited to arrive up to an hour before the concert begins, which will give them time to appreciate our venue,’” she read.  “’The doors will open at seven o’clock.’”

      “So the concert doesn’t start until eight?” Lily asked.

      Olive frowned and stared at the ticket for a full minute.  “It seems as if I misread the tickets,” she said eventually.  “The doors open at seven and the concert begins at eight.”

      “It isn’t even half six yet,” Daniel said with a sigh.

      “We can wait in the van,” Olive told them.  “At least we have a good parking space.”

      Fenella gave Daniel a rueful grin.  “Sorry,” he mouthed.  She laughed because there was nothing else she could do.

      Daniel pulled out his mobile and tapped out a message.  They’d only gone a few steps when he got a reply.

      “Charlie is on his way to let us in,” he told them.  “We can wait in the foyer, which will be more comfortable than the van.”

      “What a clever idea,” Olive said.  “I should have thought of that.”

      A moment later, the door behind them swung open.  “Mrs. Rose always advocated being early for everything,” Charlie laughed.  “Come in.”

      The concert hall was beautiful with thick carpets and velvety wall hangings.  There were a number of overstuffed chairs and couches in one corner of the spacious foyer.

      “You can wait here,” Charlie told them.  “I let the stage manager know that you’ll be here.  If anyone asks, just tell them I cleared it with Tony.”

      “Thank you,” Olive said.

      He nodded.  “Hey, Daniel, want to come backstage and see what you missed out on?”

      Daniel glanced at Fenella and then made a face.  “Maybe another time.”

      “Oh, come on,” Charlie said.  “Bring Fenella.  She’s more than welcome, although I’m afraid I’m going to have to limit it to just the two of you for tonight.  We’ll get everyone backstage at a future show, I promise.”

      Olive nodded and then sat down on one of the couches.  Lily and Bert joined her as Charlie began to walk away.

      “Okay?” Daniel asked as he took a step after Charlie.

      “Sure,” Fenella replied.

      They walked down a long corridor and then through a door that said “Authorized Personnel Only.”  The fancy interior stopped abruptly over the threshold.  Behind the scenes, the floors were bare, the walls were painted a dull grey, and the air smelled faintly of sweat and stage makeup.

      “It was nicer out there,” Daniel laughed.  “I’m not sure I missed out on anything.”

      Charlie grinned at him.  “Wait until you see the rest.  There are dozens of us crammed into each of the tiny rooms, and we’re all trying to get changed and warm up a little bit before we have to go on stage.”

      “What am I missing out on, then?” Daniel asked.

      “Doing what you love every day,” Charlie told him.

      “Actually, I love police work,” Daniel replied.

      “Here we are,” Charlie said, pushing open a door.  A dozen or so people looked up at them and then went back to what they’d been doing a moment earlier.

      Fenella recognized Louis and Harry from the previous evening.  She nodded at them, but they didn’t pay her any attention.

      “Everyone is focused right now,” Charlie said in a low voice.  “Daniel, come and see the sheet music for tonight.  See if you can remember how to read it.”

      Daniel shook his head.  “I haven’t tried to read music in years.”

      “While you two do that, I’m going to freshen up,” Fenella said.

      “There are loos just down the corridor,” Charlie told her.  “You can’t miss them.”

      Feeling as if she were skipping school or sneaking out of work early, Fenella walked down the empty corridor as slowly as she could, savoring the feeling of being alone for one brief moment.  She could hear voices as she pushed open the restroom door.

      “…or eight times before he’ll actually listen,” someone was saying.

      “What if he never listens?” another voice asked.

      Fenella forced herself to cough loudly and then banged the door shut behind herself.  She was in a small and dimly lit room with only a few empty chairs.  The next room was larger.  Chairs were arranged in front of mirrors, each of which was surrounded by lights.  Rochelle and Kayla were sitting next to one another, with open makeup cases on the low shelf in front of them.

      “Hello,” Fenella said brightly as the two women looked over at her.  “Olive misread the tickets and thought the concert started at seven.  We’re far too early, but Charlie was kind enough to let us into the building.  He wanted to give Daniel a tour of the backstage area, and I came along.”

      “Hello,” Kayla replied, looking amused.

      Fenella flushed.  When she was nervous, she talked too much.  “Hello.”

      “We were just chatting about men,” Rochelle said.  “They really aren’t worth the bother.”

      “Usually, I’d agree with you, but I’m becoming rather fond of Daniel,” Fenella told her.

      Kayla shrugged.  “He’s gorgeous, isn’t he?  He seems decent, too, unlike most men I’ve met in the past ten years.”

      “In Germany?” Fenella asked.

      “Germany or here, they’re all liars, cheaters, or gay.”

      “Some of my best friends are gay men,” Rochelle protested.

      “Oh, mine, too,” Kayla assured her.  “But gay men don’t make good boyfriends.”

      “Boyfriends are overrated,” Rochelle told her.  “We’re successful career women.”

      “Bah, I’m tired of being ‘successful,’” Kayla replied, her hands making air quotes around the last word.  “I barely make enough money to pay my bills.”

      “But you get to do what you love,” Fenella suggested as an awkward silence fell.

      Kayla sighed.  “That’s the problem, isn’t it?  I truly do love what I do, but love doesn’t pay the bills.  The viola is the only thing I’ve ever been good at, though.  I don’t think there are many jobs out there for unemployed viola players.”

      “You could…” Rochelle began.

      Kayla held up a hand.  “Don’t say teach,” she interrupted.  “I hate children more than I hate men and right now I’m only marginally fond of women.”

      Both Rochelle and Fenella laughed.

      “Did something happen to upset you?” Fenella had to ask.

      “She’s new here,” Rochelle answered for Kayla.  “That means several of the men have been trying to talk her into bed and some of them are less subtle than others.”

      “Can’t you report them to whoever runs the orchestra?” Fenella wondered.

      “Sure, she could, but the guys would all say that they were just joking around and then Kayla would be the one with the reputation for being difficult, which would probably end her career,” Rochelle explained.

      “I’m a decent viola player and I do my best, but I’m not so good that I couldn’t be replaced tomorrow,” Kayla said with a sigh.  “I’ve already clashed with our conductor twice.  He’s probably looking for a reason to get rid of me.”

      “I told you not to worry about that.  We all clash with him from time to time.  He barely notices,” Rochelle told her.

      Kayla shrugged.  “It’s just part of the job, but sometimes it bothers me.  When I moved to Germany, I met Jonathan at one of the first concerts where I’d performed.  He asked me to have a drink with him after the show and we were together until he ended things just before I moved back here.  Everyone in the orchestra knew about him and didn’t bother to try anything.”

      “But you haven’t had time to meet anyone here,” Fenella guessed.

      “And we’ll be traveling, so that makes it a lot harder,” Kayla sighed.

      “What do you do?” Fenella asked Rochelle.

      She laughed.  “I took a rather different approach and agreed to go out with everyone who asked.  I had dinner with a different man just about every night for the first month after I joined the orchestra.  It was fun, and I made sure that they all understood that it wasn’t going to go any further.  I always ordered something expensive at every meal and talked endlessly about my nearly feral pet cat and my over-protective mother and how my last boyfriend didn’t understand me at all.  If they persisted, I’d tell them all about my female issues, hinting that I had some odd biological condition.”  She stopped and laughed.  “I believe some of them still think that I’m transgender or something, although I never told anyone any such thing.”

      Fenella laughed.  “That’s very clever, actually.”

      “We do what we have to in order to survive,” Rochelle replied.

      “Maybe I should borrow your cat,” Kayla said sourly.

      “I’ve never had a cat in my life,” Rochelle told her.  “I just made her up.  For the record, my mother isn’t overprotective and my last boyfriend understood me too well.  That’s why we split up.”

      All three women laughed as a bell began to chime softly.

      “We need to go,” Kayla said.  She put on some lipstick and then shut her makeup case and stood up.

      Rochelle was only a second behind her.  “Enjoy the concert,” Rochelle said.  “We’ll see you at the pub later.”

      Fenella made use of the facilities and then headed back out into the corridor.  It was full of people rushing in every direction.  She looked up and down and then spotted Daniel standing along the wall.

      “We need to get out of here,” he told her when she joined him.  “I’m sure the others have already found their seats.  No doubt Olive is anxious for us to get back to them.”

      The others were still waiting in the foyer, although Olive was pacing anxiously.  She passed out their tickets and then they all found their seats near the front of the concert hall.  The chairs were comfortable and Fenella started to worry that she might doze off if they had to wait too much longer.  She didn’t get a chance, however, as once they were all seated, Olive began a lecture about the music that they were about to hear.

      “I know we talked about some of this last night,” she said, “but it all bears repeating.”

      Fenella knew she had to stay awake.  She kept subtly pinching her inner arm as Olive droned on and on.  When the concert finally started, Fenella was surprised to find that she really enjoyed the music.  What Lily had said turned out to be accurate.  Fenella sat back and let herself get lost in the music and found that she thoroughly enjoyed every minute of it.

      “That was incredible,” Olive said, wiping her eyes with a tissue after they’d given the orchestra a standing ovation.

      “It was very good,” Daniel agreed.

      “I loved it,” Fenella told him quietly.

      “Really?” he asked.

      “Yes, really,” she replied.

      He dropped a quick kiss onto her lips and then gave her a hug.  They made their way outside with the streaming mass of audience members.

      “To the pub,” Bert announced as they got into the van.

      “Perhaps you should park at the bed and breakfast,” Daniel suggested.  “Then it won’t matter if everyone has a few drinks.”

      “I can’t walk in these shoes,” Lily complained.

      “And I need to get to the pub in case our musicians begin to arrive,” Olive said.

      “Surely, we’ll get there before they do,” Fenella said.

      She hadn’t realized just how complicated getting away from the venue was going to be, though.  Just when they finally reached the exit from the parking lot, a car coming the opposite direction managed to drive into the car in front of the van.  Daniel got out to deal with the situation.  There didn’t seem to be much damage, but it took over half an hour and a local constable to sort everything out.

      “What if we go to the pub and then I drive the van back to the bed and breakfast?” Daniel offered as Olive finally drove away from the concert hall.  “Fenella will want to change her shoes, too, I’m sure.  She can bring Lily some other shoes when we come back.”

      “If you don’t mind, I think that’s a good idea,” Olive said.  “When I hired the van, I paid to be allowed to have multiple drivers.  I was planning on hiring someone to do the driving, actually, but that didn’t work out.  Normally, I don’t drink much, but after that amazing experience, a nice glass of wine sounds good.”

      Fenella stayed in her seat as they dropped the others off at the pub.  Daniel moved over to the driver’s seat and then slowly drove the short distance to the bed and breakfast.  Since she had the chance to do so, Fenella changed into more casual clothes and comfortable shoes.  She found the shoes Lily had requested and threw them into a bag.  Daniel was waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs.

      “I did think we might just stay here,” he told her as they headed back out.  “But I didn’t want to upset Olive.”

      “I want to congratulate everyone from the orchestra, anyway.  The concert was amazing.”

      “I’m so glad you enjoyed it,” Daniel said.  He stopped and then pulled her close.

      When he lifted his head, she grinned at him.  “Do you think they’d notice if we didn’t come back?” she asked as they resumed their stroll.

      He laughed.  “We can always leave the tour.”

      “I truly am enjoying parts of it, but some things are making me a little crazy, too.  I’m not sure I’m well suited to group touring.”

      “That makes two of…” Daniel trailed off, his attention elsewhere.

      “What is it?” Fenella asked.

      “Hopefully, nothing,” he replied.  “Stay here.”

      The pub’s parking lot backed onto a large wooded lot.  As Daniel walked toward the trees, Fenella gasped.  He pulled out his phone and tapped on the flashlight function.   Even though she wanted to look away, Fenella found herself staring, horrified, at the crumpled figure lying in a pool of blood.
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      Daniel was talking on his mobile as Fenella finally tore her eyes away from the body.  She spun herself around and stood, staring at the pub, trying to forget what she’d seen.

      “Are you okay?” Daniel asked in her ear.

      She jumped.  “I didn’t hear you coming,” she said, shaking her head.  “I’m okay, or as okay as I can be under the circumstances.”

      “Yeah, so much for our relaxing holiday.”

      “It wasn’t exactly relaxing before this,” she pointed out.  “I assume you’ve called the police.”

      “The nearest constable will be here shortly.  He or she will decide what needs to be done from there.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Surely they should be sending an inspector and a crime scene team.”

      “It isn’t my place to tell them what to do,” Daniel said, sounding slightly frustrated.  “I told them I was with CID in Douglas and that they needed both of those things, but apparently, they’d rather hear that from one of their own.”  He took a deep breath and then sighed.  “It’s all official protocol and I do understand it, but I hate being on the outside of what’s going to be a murder investigation.”

      “I couldn’t really see much from back here.  Is it someone you recognized?”

      Daniel hesitated and then nodded.  “I probably shouldn’t tell you, but…”

      “Inspector Robinson?  I’m Constable Smith.  I was told you were doing your best to secure the scene until someone could arrive,” a loud voice interrupted.

      Fenella looked over at the young man who was walking briskly toward them.  To her, he looked no more than fifteen, with a chubby face and just a hint of a mustache on his upper lip.  He was tall and thin and he still walked with the sort of gawkiness that teenaged boys who haven’t quite grown into their larger bodies often exhibit.  His hair was dark and his eyes looked black in the dimly lit parking lot.

      “I’m Daniel Robinson.  CID from Douglas on the Isle of Man.”

      “It’s a real pleasure to meet you.  You’ve had more than your fair share of murder investigations to deal with in the past year, haven’t you?  And you’ve done some incredible work on cold cases, too,” the constable said.

      Daniel flushed.  “I do my best.  I didn’t expect anyone here to have any idea who I am.”

      “I’m a bit obsessed with murder,” the younger man told him in a low voice.  “I want to be CID one day, so I study every case I come across.  I’m especially fascinated by cold cases.  I’d love to put together a team to tackle the unsolved cases from Chester over the past fifty years or so.”

      “Unfortunately, this case is anything but cold,” Daniel replied.

      The constable nodded.  “Obviously, I have to treat you as if you’re a suspect.  I’m going to apologize for that now, because once the inspector gets here, I won’t be able to chat.”

      “Is there an inspector on the way?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, yes, um, Ms., er,” the man replied.

      “This is Fenella Woods, my partner,” Daniel told him.

      The constable nodded.  “What have you found, then?” he asked Daniel.

      The pair walked a few steps away, closer to the body.  Fenella deliberately looked away, staring at the pub’s windows, wishing she was on the inside, looking out.  The two policemen had a whispered conversation while Fenella tried to work out who they’d found.  If Daniel had recognized the body, it had to be one of the musicians, she decided.   If it had been Bert or Lily, Olive would have noticed their absence immediately.  Unless it was Olive lying on the ground.  Fenella considered it briefly and then sighed.  She’d find out soon enough.  In the meantime, she should be thinking about something more pleasant.

      A moment later, a large police van with flashing lights pulled into the parking lot.  A team of constables got out of it and began stretching crime scene tape just about everywhere.  Fenella moved back toward the road to get out of their way.

      “Don’t be leaving, now,” one of the constables told her.  “I’m sure the inspector will want a full statement from you.”

      She nodded.  As tempting as it was to go back to the bed and breakfast, crawl into bed, and pretend that none of this was happening, she knew better than to upset an unknown police inspector.  To fill the time while she waited, she tried to imagine what the inspector was going to look like.  After some thought, she decided that he would be in his mid-fifties with grey hair and brown eyes.  He’d have a rounded stomach and a bit of a limp from a decades old injury.  His hair would be thinning and his eyes would be tired and world-weary.

      When a plain black car pulled into the parking lot and everyone working around the area stopped and stood at attention, Fenella got the chance to see how close she’d come.  She nearly laughed out loud as the inspector climbed out of the car.

      The woman was short, probably not much more than five feet tall.  Her brown hair was braided in a long plait down her back.  She surveyed the area with green eyes that seemed to miss nothing.  When her eyes met Fenella’s, Fenella shivered at the scrutiny she felt.  Fenella guessed that the inspector was somewhere in her mid-forties.

      “I’m Inspector April Lowe,” she said in a loud and clear voice.  “Constable Smith, you were first on the scene.  I’ll start with your report and then speak to each of the witnesses who found the body.  No one is to leave or enter the pub until further notice.  I want two constables on the door.  The crime lab team will be here in five minutes or less.”

      Constable Smith marched to the inspector’s side as two constables headed for the pub.  The others went back to what they were doing as Daniel walked back over to Fenella.  He took her hand and gave it a squeeze, but didn’t speak.  They watched as the inspector and the constable talked.  After a few minutes, the constable led Inspector Lowe toward the body.  Again, Fenella turned away.

      A loud buzzing noise made several people jump.  Daniel pulled out his mobile and frowned at it.

      “Charlie wants to know what’s keeping us,” he told Fenella.

      “Can’t they see the flashing lights?” she asked.

      “I guess not, as he didn’t mention them,” Daniel replied.

      “Inspector Robinson?  It’s always nice to meet another inspector,” Inspector Lowe said as she approached.

      “Likewise, although I’d rather not be meeting you under these circumstances,” Daniel told her.

      She nodded.  “I understand you recognized the victim.  Of course, in spite of what you do, that makes you a suspect.”

      “I’d be a suspect anyway, being that I found the body,” Daniel said with a shrug.

      The other inspector nodded.  “You know as well as I do that everyone in the area is a suspect,” she countered.

      After an awkward moment, Daniel introduced Fenella to the woman.

      “I’ll need a complete statement from each of you, of course, and I’ll be especially interested in any and all interactions you’ve had with the victim.  Constable Smith is working on securing an area within the pub that we can use temporarily as we speak to everyone concerned,” she told them.  “Once the crime scene team arrives, I’ll start taking statements.  In the meantime, I’d rather you didn’t reply to your text message.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I wasn’t planning on it.”

      A few minutes later, another van arrived.  Fenella watched as the crime scene team unloaded their equipment and went to work.  Inspector Lowe spoke to one of the team members and then walked away, into the pub.  A few minutes later, Constable Smith came out of the pub and crossed to them.

      “If you could follow me, please, the inspector is ready to get your statements now,” he said formally.

      The interior of the pub felt unnaturally bright after so much time outside.  Fenella blinked rapidly and then looked around the room.  Gordon was behind the bar, looking worried.  Various other people were scattered around the room, which felt uncomfortably silent.  Fenella spotted Olive sitting with Bert and Lily at a table in the corner.  Olive looked upset.  Lily and Bert seemed more confused than anything else.

      Charlie and Harry were sitting together at another table.  They were both frowning down at the wooden surface, seemingly not noticing anything going on around them.  Louis was by himself at another table.  He had a glass in front of him, but from where Fenella was standing, it appeared to contain water.  Kayla was standing and leaning against the wall, her face pale and her eyes red-rimmed.  Fenella wasn’t sure what they’d been told, but clearly, whatever it was, it had upset Kayla.  Rochelle’s absence felt almost tangible.

      “Have a seat,” the constable told Fenella.  “Inspector Lowe is going to start with Inspector Robinson.  We’re asking everyone to refrain from speaking to one another for the moment.”

      Fenella nodded and then dropped into the first chair she touched.  Taking a few shaky breaths, she tried to clear her head.  The last thing she wanted to do was make eye contact with anyone else, so she focused her eyes on the table in front of her and tried to relax.  The conversation that she’d had with Rochelle and Kayla at the concert hall kept replaying in her mind.  Had Rochelle said anything significant?  Why would anyone have murdered a traveling viola player?  As her head began to ache, Fenella told herself to think about something else, anything else.

      A vision of Mona popped into her head.  Mona was going to be sorry she’d missed out on another murder investigation, Fenella thought.  Every dead body Fenella managed to stumble across had fascinated her ghostly roommate.  It often seemed as if Mona could read her mind.  Maybe she could summon her up to Chester for a chat.  Focusing on Mona kept Fenella from crying or screaming as she waited for her turn with the inspector.

      “Okay?” Daniel asked in a low voice as he and Constable Smith walked over to Fenella’s table.

      “Fine,” she replied, even though she was anything but.

      “The inspector is ready for you now,” the constable said.

      Fenella got to her feet and followed him across the room, aware that all eyes were on her.  When she glanced back, Daniel had taken her chair.  He gave her an encouraging smile as she was escorted into the snug.

      She paused in the doorway, blinking several times as something like déjà vu washed over her.  It had been almost exactly twenty-four hours since she and the others had been laughing and talking in the room and now Rochelle was dead.  It didn’t seem possible.

      “Have a seat,” the inspector said, waving her into the chair opposite her own.  A uniformed constable was sitting next to the inspector.  Constable Smith bowed and then backed out of the room, shutting the door as he went.

      Fenella sank into the chair and did her best to smile.

      “I had a very interesting conversation with Daniel,” the woman began.  “This isn’t your first murder investigation, I understand.”

      “Not even close,” Fenella said dryly.  “I’ve had a run of extreme misfortune, really.”

      “Fenella, I hope you don’t mind if I call you Fenella?  Please, call me April.  Fenella, I’ve been an inspector with the CID for over fifteen years.  I’ve investigated dozens of homicides and other serious crimes over those years.  Many of them have been gang or drug related, so this one is a little bit different, unless there’s some sort of viola or orchestra gang of which I’m unaware.  I’m really hoping that the team out there is going to find convincing evidence of who killed Rochelle Richards, but in my experience, things are rarely that easy.  I’m counting on you and Daniel to help me as much as you can.”

      “I’m more than happy to tell you everything that I know.”

      April nodded.  “We’re going to be keeping the orchestra in Chester for a few days, at least until the inquest.  If you have any opportunities to interact with the members, I want to hear everything that’s said.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I have a knack for running into suspects,” she sighed.  “I’ll do whatever I can.”

      “Daniel mentioned that,” April told her with a grin.  “I’m fairly certain he’s hoping that will continue to be the case while you’re in Chester.  He’s eager to get this particular murder solved.”

      “He’s always eager to get murders solved.”

      “But this one feels personal to him,” April told her.  “Someone murdered that woman almost right under his nose.”

      “I wonder if the other musicians are aware that Daniel is a CID inspector,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “That’s on my list of questions for each of the orchestra members, not just the ones who are here tonight, but for the entire orchestra.”

      “That’s a lot of people.”

      “There are sixty-two members, but I’m fairly certain that we’ll be able to eliminate the vast majority of them from our inquiries reasonably quickly.  My main focus will be on the four members who are here tonight, along with the members of your tour group.”

      “My tour group?  Seriously?”

      April nodded.  “You all knew Ms. Richards and where she was going to be tonight, after all.”

      Fenella nodded slowly.  “I can’t imagine a motive for any of the people on the tour, though.”

      “That might be something you can discuss amongst yourselves.  It’s just possible that someone in the group knew Ms. Richards before yesterday, though.”

      “No one said anything about that last night.”

      “And there might be a reason for that, as well.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I hate this,” she said tightly.

      “Let me get your statement and then you and Daniel can go back to the bed and breakfast and get some sleep.  My plan is to interview the others from your tour immediately after I’ve spoken to you and then talk to the musicians last.”

      “Where do you want to start?” Fenella asked tiredly.

      “What made you decide to go on an orchestra tour of the UK for your holidays?” April asked.

      Fenella swallowed a sigh and then told April the entire story.  The constable next to her took extensive notes but April only added a few words to the notebook on the table in front of her.  When Fenella was done, April had her run through everything that had happened since she and Daniel had arrived in the UK.  Again, the constable took several pages of notes to April’s single sheet.

      “You’ve clearly done this before,” April said when Fenella was finished.  “Your account of everything matches Daniel’s almost perfectly.”

      “He’s done this before, too,” Fenella said.

      April smiled.  “From both sides of the table, as I understand it.  The only thing that didn’t match up was your account of your conversation with Ms. Richards and Ms. Cross before the concert tonight.”

      “I haven’t had a chance to mention the conversation to Daniel.  When I left the restroom, we had to rush out to our seats for the concert.  Once that was over, we were stuck in traffic and then rushing to get back to the pub.  We haven’t really spoken, not in depth.  I haven’t any idea what he and Charlie talked about while I was in the restroom, either.”

      April nodded.  “Which is fine and understandable.  It will be interesting to hear what Ms. Cross has to say about the conversation.”

      “I doubt she’ll remember much.  It was just a casual chat.”

      “Of course, and she won’t have had your practice at giving statements to the police, either.  Which brings me to my next question.  You’ve been through this before.  Who do you think killed Ms. Richards?”

      “I’ve been trying not to think about that,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “I’ve really no idea at all.”

      “I’m not going to repeat anything you say now, in fact, let’s have five minutes, just the two of us,” April said, telling the constable to take a break.  “I’d love a bottle of water, if you can buy one from the bar,” she added as the man headed for the door.

      He nodded and then left the room.

      “If I’ve learned anything over the years, it’s that smart witnesses are few and far between,” April said with a grin.  “You’ve been through this many times.  You’re smart, observant, and you have a good memory.  Now I’m asking for your opinion on the various, well, let’s call them witnesses.”

      “I don’t know any of them well enough to be able to even guess at a motive,” Fenella protested.

      “So just talk to me about Rochelle and her behavior with the others.”

      Fenella took a deep breath.  “She and Kayla seemed quite friendly.  She told Kayla that she’d gone out with just about every man in the orchestra, so there may have been some hard feelings there, somewhere.  Harry seemed to be flirting with her a little bit last night, but then he was also flirting with Kayla, so that might just be his personality.  Louis didn’t say much, really.  I’m not sure I can fairly judge Charlie, as he’s Daniel’s friend.”

      “Except they hadn’t seen one another in a great many years.  No doubt they’ve both changed a great deal since they played violin together in Mrs. Rose’s class.”

      “I suppose so.  He seems like a nice guy, though.”

      “What about the rest of your tour group?  Did any of them have any interactions with Rochelle last night?”

      “I didn’t notice anything, but I wasn’t necessarily paying attention, either.  I’ve barely spoken to Bert, but he seems harmless enough.  Lily is lovely.  I’m enjoying getting to know her.  Olive is, well, she’s in charge and determined to keep us all in line.  No doubt she was a strict teacher and that probably worked well with a class full of nine year olds, but I do find her almost annoying at times.”

      “She didn’t mention knowing Ms. Richards before last night?”

      “No one mentioned knowing the woman before last night.  As far as I knew, Charlie was the only one who Olive knew.”

      “And she’d arranged for him to come and talk to you about the orchestra, correct?”

      “Yes, I believe so.”

      “Who selected the other members of the orchestra who joined him?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’ve no idea.  I sort of just assumed that they were Charlie’s friends, but I don’t really have any basis for that assumption.  No one said anything about it, or if they did, I don’t remember what was said.”

      April glanced at the clock on the wall and then sighed.  “I have quite a few more people to interview, but I’d like to speak with you again about the group and the interactions between the various members.  As you’ll all be staying in Chester for at least a few more days, I’m certain we’ll have another chance to speak.”

      “I hope the bed and breakfast can continue to accommodate us if we’re stuck here.”

      “If they can’t, keep my office informed as to where to find you.”  April pulled a business card out of her pocket and handed it to Fenella.  “You can ring that number at any time and someone will be able to help.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella said, tucking the card into her handbag.

      “I’ve asked Daniel to ring me twice a day, to keep me informed of      everything that goes on within your group and with the orchestra, assuming you see the musicians again.  I won’t ask you to do the same, but I will ask you to share your conversations with the others with Daniel so that he can pass any important information on to me.”

      “Of course.”

      “And now, Constable Smith will escort you out and then walk you and Daniel back to your bed and breakfast.  I’m told there are members of the press waiting just outside the car park.  The constable’s presence should keep you from being harassed.  Please don’t tell them anything.  We aren’t going to be releasing the victim’s name until her next of kin can be notified.”

      “I hope that job isn’t yours.  It must be a horrible one.”

      “In this case, it won’t be, as her family are all in London.  For the most part, I love what I do, but whenever I have to do a notification, I think about giving it all up and becoming a waitress or an estate agent or a plumber.”

      “Plumbers make the best money.”

      “They do, and I could repair my own leaky pipes, which would be a bonus.”

      She walked to the door and then opened it.  After a brief word with Constable Smith, she smiled at Fenella.  “Thank you again.  I’ll be in touch.”

      Daniel stood up as Constable Smith escorted Fenella back into the pub’s main area.  Olive stood up as well.

      “What’s going on?” she demanded.  “No one will tell us anything.”

      “The inspector will be talking to each of you in turn,” the constable told her.  “You’re next actually.  I’ll be taking you back in a moment.”

      Olive flushed and then frowned at him.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, we appreciate your patience.  It’s vitally important that we speak to each and every one of you, but obviously that’s going take some time.  Inspector Lowe has requested assistance and another inspector is on his way here.  Things should move more quickly once he’s arrived, assuming we can find another space for him to use for interviews,” the constable announced.

      “There’s a small storage room behind the bar,” Gordon offered.

      “I’m going to escort Mr. Robinson and Ms. Woods back to their bed and breakfast while Inspector Lowe speaks to Mrs. Rose.  An escort is necessary due to the large media presence on the street outside,” he continued.

      “I’ll be right back,” he told Daniel and Fenella before he turned and led Olive away.

      Daniel took Fenella’s hand.  “Okay?” he asked in a whisper.

      She nodded, too tired to speak.  The constable was back a moment later.

      “Let’s go,” he said, walking to the pub’s door and opening it.

      They made their way back outside.  Fenella looked around.  Huge floodlights now illuminated the area where they’d found the body.  She was relieved that the sheer number of people working in the area meant that she couldn’t actually see Rochelle.  Quickly looking away, she felt a rush of sadness over the death of the vibrant young woman.

      Daniel squeezed her hand.  “Now I really want to go home,” he muttered.

      “And now we’re stuck for sure,” she replied.

      “Inspector Lowe has already informed the orchestra company that they are going to have to stay in Chester for longer than they’d planned,” the constable said.  “I’m sure the same will apply to your tour group.”

      “She told me that we’re going to have to stay.  I’m not sure the bed and breakfast will be able to accommodate us, though,” Fenella sighed.

      “I’ll speak to Harold when we get back,” Daniel said.

      They’d been walking very slowly out of the parking lot and down the sidewalk.  Police cars and barricades blocked the road and the sidewalk right in front of the pub.  As they reached the barricades, flashing lights in front of them startled Fenella.

      “Press,” Constable Smith said.

      “Constable, can you tell us what’s happening back there?” a voice called.

      “No comment,” the constable replied.

      “Is it a hostage situation?”

      “Are there guns involved?”

      “Is anyone dead?”

      The questions flew around them as they tried to keep walking.

      “Who are you and what’s your relationship to the pub incident?” someone shouted in Fenella’s face.

      Daniel pushed himself between the man and Fenella.  “Back up,” he snarled.

      The man took a half of a step backwards.  “Who are you, then?” he demanded.

      Fenella could almost see Daniel counting to ten.  Constable Smith cleared his throat.

      “Everyone needs to step back,” he said loudly.  “There will be no comment on the pub incident until our initial investigation is complete.”

      As the group began to shout more questions at him, the constable sighed.  “Let’s get a car,” he said in a low voice.

      They turned around and walked back behind the barricades.  The constable waved over another uniformed officer and the pair had a short conversation.

      “Constable Peters is going to drive you back to the bed and breakfast, probably via a circuitous route,” Fenella and Daniel were told.

      They climbed into the back of a nearby police car.

      “I’ve never been in the back of one of these,” Daniel remarked as the driver pulled away.

      “I’m planning our next vacation,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel chuckled and then pulled her into an awkward hug.  “I am sorry.”

      “I know and none of this is your fault.  I’m grateful that you took the time and effort to plan a vacation for us, one you thought was going to be interesting and relaxing.  I can’t blame you for what happened tonight.”

      “I’m just going to drive straight back to the police station,” the driver told them.  “There are a few cars following us.  That should put them off.  It should only take ten minutes or so.”

      Fenella watched the cars behind them as they went, wondering which ones were actually following them.  A short while later, they pulled into the police station’s large parking garage.  Their driver drove straight through to the exit and then made his way to the bed and breakfast.

      “Here we are,” he said as he pulled into the small parking lot.  “I’m sorry about all of that.”

      “We appreciate the ride and the extra precautions,” Daniel told him.  “The last thing we want is the media knowing where to find us, especially once the story breaks.”

      The constable let them out of the backseat and they walked together to the front door.  Daniel opened it and then went inside.

      “Ah, I was starting to worry about you,” Harold said.  “Someone rang me and said there were police cars at the pub.  I hope nothing is seriously wrong?”
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      “There was an incident at the pub,” Daniel told him.  “We can’t say anything more than that at this point.  The police will be releasing more information when they can.  Our tour group is going to have to remain in Chester for another day or two, as well.  It would be helpful if we could just remain here, but I do understand that you may have other guests arriving.”

      Harold shook his head.  “We aren’t booked again until next weekend.  We don’t usually have weekday bookings in May.  You’re more than welcome to stay.”

      “Olive will have to finalize the details with you,” Daniel said.

      “She’s okay, then?  Nothing bad has happened to any of my guests?” Harold asked.

      “Nothing bad has happened to any of your guests,” Daniel assured him.  “They’ll be back once they’ve been interviewed.  I’m going to wait for them down here.  You can go to bed if you prefer.”

      The man hesitated and then nodded.  “I’m sure you’ll all have things you want to discuss that I shouldn’t hear.  I’ll go up to my room, but if you need anything, do let me know.”

      “Would you mind terribly if we made some tea?” Fenella asked.  She didn’t want any, but she suspected that Olive and Lily might.

      “Of course not.  There’s a kettle in the sitting room.  I’ll put a few packets of biscuits out for you, as well,” Harold told her.

      Daniel and Fenella sat down together on one of the couches.  Harold put fresh water in the kettle and added generously to the boxes of biscuits that were already on the small table.

      “Don’t hesitate to knock on my door if you need anything,” he said before leaving the room.

      Daniel blew out a deep sigh.  “I can’t quite believe that we’ve stumbled across another murder,” he said after a moment.

      “It was definitely murder?”

      “There was a knife sticking out of her chest, so I’m going to assume so.  The investigation may suggest something else, of course.”

      Fenella sighed.  “There was a lot of blood.  Surely the killer had to have gotten covered in it.”

      “Maybe, or maybe not.  Maybe he or she was wearing a coat and was able to get rid of it before joining the others in the pub.  Or maybe the killer wasn’t anyone we know.  It could have been something completely random or someone else from the orchestra or her long-lost brother who’d just tracked her down and wanted to stop her from inheriting her share of the family fortune.”

      Fenella gave him a worried look.  “Are you feeling okay?”

      He shrugged.  “I don’t usually speculate wildly, but this isn’t my case and I’m tired and, well, I’m angry.  This was meant to be a holiday and some time for us to get to know each other better.  I was looking forward to some classical music, some sightseeing, and to long nights with you in my arms.  Things were already not going to plan and now, unbelievably, they’re worse.”

      “At least the inspector seems quite reasonable.  She as much as told me that you and I aren’t suspects.”

      “She’s being very friendly, but don’t be fooled.  We’re still suspects, she’s just hoping to use us, as well.”

      “In the same way that you use me during your investigations?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel stared at her for a minute and then laughed.  “Yes, okay, you’re right.  I’m not being fair to Inspector Lowe and I’m behaving badly in general.  We should be talking about poor Rochelle Richards.”

      Tears sprang into Fenella’s eyes when he said the woman’s name.  She blinked several times.  “I don’t think I want to talk about her,” she said softly.

      “I know what you mean.  I’m meant to be an experienced police inspector, but her murder has shocked me to the core.  When I walked into the snug with April, all I could think about was how we’d just been there, twenty-four hours earlier, laughing and talking together.”

      “I should tell you about the conversation I had with her and Kayla while we were backstage.”

      “You spoke to her today?”

      “Just a few hours ago,” Fenella said, wiping a tear away.

      Daniel slid his arm around her and pulled her close.  “I hate to push you, but I’d really like to hear about that conversation.  You told April about it, didn’t you?”

      “Of course,” Fenella replied, sniffing.  She told him everything she could remember from the brief conversation and then buried her head on his shoulder and burst into tears.

      There was a box of tissues on the table next to Daniel and he kept handing her tissues until she finally got herself under control.

      “Sorry,” she said eventually, giving him a watery smile.

      “Don’t be.”

      “I’ve been over that conversation with both you and April, but I still can’t imagine any motive for murder in anything Rochelle said.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “The problem with motives is that they’re very specific to each case and each killer.  What might drive one person to murder is simply a minor annoyance to millions of other people.  Rochelle told you that she’d gone out with just about every guy in the orchestra.  Maybe one of them wasn’t happy with the way she treated him.”

      “That would make Harry or Louis the main suspects.”

      “Why not Charlie?”

      Fenella flushed.  “He’s your friend.  I didn’t want to suggest him.”

      “He was my friend years ago, but that doesn’t make him beyond suspicion now.  Everyone is on my list, except for you and that’s only because I know exactly where you were when Rochelle died.”

      “Gee, thanks,” Fenella said wryly.

      He shrugged.  “Occupational hazard, but seriously, at this point in an investigation, we need to keep everyone on the list.  What we need is a timeline of when everyone arrived at the pub.  We dropped Olive, Bert, and Lily off together.  I’m assuming they went straight inside and stayed together, which should cross them all off the list.”

      “So we need to find out when the orchestra members arrived.  I wonder if Rochelle actually made it into the pub or if she never got that far.”

      “I’m going to try to talk to Charlie tomorrow.”  He sat back and frowned.  “It shouldn’t be a difficult case to solve, really.  I would have expected the musicians to have all arrived together.  Maybe April will be able to make an arrest before the end of the evening.”

      “In which case, we shouldn’t be tied up here for more than a single extra day.”

      “The others might be able to move on, but we may have to stay until the inquest.  The person or persons who discovered the body usually have to testify.”

      “Just when I was starting to enjoy our little tour,” Fenella sighed.

      “The concert tonight was brilliant.”

      “It really was, although I don’t know that I’ll ever be able to hear any of that music again without thinking of Rochelle.”

      Daniel nodded.  “She played very well.”

      “You could hear her over all of the others?”

      “No, of course not, but I could see her and I could see what she was doing.  She played with confidence and her expression never suggested that she thought she’d missed a note.  Kayla, on the other hand, made mistakes.”

      “Enough mistakes to make you think she was busy plotting a murder?”

      “I don’t know how she normally plays, so I can’t really answer that.  She seemed flustered and as if she didn’t know the music very well, but she did tell us that she’s just joined the group and that she was finding it all difficult.”

      “What about the others?  Did any of them seem to be playing particularly well or badly?”

      “I could barely see Louis and I couldn’t see his instrument.  Harry was on the opposite side of the stage, with the brass section, but even if he’d been right in front of me, I know nothing about the trombone.  Charlie seemed to be enjoying himself, but I couldn’t see enough of him to know if he was playing well or not.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I hope April wraps everything up before midnight.  I’ll sleep better knowing the killer is behind bars.”

      “And not in the same room with one of us,” Daniel added.

      “I can’t see Lily or Bert killing a woman they barely knew.”

      “I know my ideas earlier were a little bit wild, but it isn’t outside the realm of possibility that one or the other of them knew Rochelle before yesterday.”

      “Surely, he or she would have mentioned it.”

      “Unless there were reasons not to.”

      “Like if he or she was planning to murder the woman,” Fenella suggested.

      “That would be a good reason.”

      “Why wouldn’t Rochelle have said anything?”

      “Maybe she didn’t recognize them, but they recognized her.  My imagination is running wild again, and I can come up with dozens of unlikely scenarios.”

      “Maybe we should just get some sleep and let April worry about it.”

      “You could be right about that,” Daniel said.  He studied her for a minute and then pulled her close.  “Maybe we should be enjoying being alone together,” he whispered in her ear.

      Everything vanished except Daniel and her powerful attraction to him.  Fenella let herself get lost in her emotions, pushing Rochelle, Olive, and everything else out of her head.  When Daniel finally pulled away, she sighed.

      “We’ll plan our next holiday together,” she said.

      He chuckled.  “Definitely, and it will be a vast improvement on this one.”

      A few minutes later, someone started coughing loudly.  Daniel sighed as their kiss ended abruptly.

      Fenella looked up at Lily and flushed.

      “Olive is right behind me,” Bert said from the doorway, winking at them.  “She’s looking for Harold.”

      “He’s gone to bed, but I already told him that we’re going to be staying for a few more days,” Daniel told him.

      “I hope you negotiated a good price,” Olive said sharply as she walked into the room.  “I’ve already prepaid for our accommodations in Shrewsbury.  I’m not certain that we’ll be able to get our money back for those rooms.  If the police are going to make us stay, they should have to pay for the extra nights here.  I should have told that young police inspector that.”

      “We’ll work something out,” Daniel said soothingly.  “Let’s not worry about it for tonight.”

      “I’d rather worry about that than think about what’s happened,” Olive replied.

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” Lily said flatly as she dropped into a chair.

      “I think we need tea,” Fenella said.  She switched on the kettle that Harold had filled what felt like many hours ago.  As she worked at the small table, Olive and Bert took seats.

      “Daniel, you investigate these things all the time.  What’s going to happen next?” Olive asked.

      “The inspector will talk to everyone from the orchestra, not just the musicians who were at the pub tonight, but every single member, including the conductor and all of the administrative staff.  While she’s taking statements, the crime scene team will be combing the car park for evidence.  Eventually, there will have to be an autopsy.”

      “Who would have wanted to hurt that poor girl?” Lily asked with a catch in her voice.

      “That’s what April is going to be focusing on,” Daniel told her.  “That and also who had the opportunity to kill her.  Tell me what happened when you arrived at the pub.  I assume the musicians were already there?”

      “All except Rochelle,” Olive said sadly.  “There was some confusion as to who was meant to have given her a ride.  I wasn’t really paying attention while they discussed it, but Charlie seemed to think that she’d been left behind at the concert hall.  He tried to ring her, but she didn’t answer.”

      Lily shuddered.  “She couldn’t answer.”

      “Tea,” Fenella announced.  She passed around cups and then carried around a plate full of biscuits, offering them to everyone.  When she was done, she sat back next to Daniel with her own cup and a small plate of biscuits.  While they were broadly similar to what were called cookies in the US, biscuits tended to be less sweet, but Fenella was both starving and upset, so she’d filled her plate with everything chocolate covered.

      “Charlie drove to the pub?” Daniel asked once everyone had taken sips of tea.

      Olive shrugged.  “I wasn’t paying attention.”

      “Bert, Lily, do you know who drove to the pub?”

      They both shook their heads.  “We were talking with Kayla about how much we’d enjoyed the concert.  The others were all talking together about Rochelle and then Charlie went outside to ring her.  When he came back in, he said she hadn’t answered and then we started talking about other things,” Lily said.

      “Charlie went outside to ring her?” Daniel asked.

      “Yes, he said he didn’t have any reception in the snug, so he went out into the main pub or maybe even outside,” Lily replied.

      “Did anyone else leave and come back?” was Daniel’s next question.

      Lily took a sharp breath.  “You think someone went out and killed Rochelle, don’t you?  How could anyone go outside and murder someone and then walk back inside as if nothing had happened?”

      “I’m not suggesting that anyone did any such thing,” Daniel told her.  “I’m just trying to work out who was where and when.  Someone may have seen something important without realizing it.”

      “I went outside, but I didn’t see anything,” Bert said.  “Harry and I were talking about cigars and he offered me one.  I took it outside because you can’t smoke in pubs anymore, sadly.”

      “Did Harry go with you?” Fenella wondered.

      “He stopped in the loo on his way out, so he was a few minutes behind me.  I went back in and left him outside, after I’d finished my cigar because he wasn’t done with his.  I, um, needed the loo myself,” Bert replied.

      “Smoking is very bad for your health and for the health of everyone around you,” Olive said.  “I didn’t realize you were a smoker.  I hope you know that you can’t smoke in your room at any of the places where we’re staying.”

      “I smoke one cigar a year, on my birthday,” Bert told her.  “My father gave me my first cigar when I turned eighteen.  He was a chain smoker, of cigarettes and cigars, but I never developed a habit.  Harry was telling me about some special cigars he’d been given by a friend and he talked me into trying one.  He told me that he rarely smokes and that he had an entire box of the cigars to get rid of, so he was happy to give me one to try.”

      Olive nodded.  “So you and Harry both had ample opportunity to kill Rochelle,” she said tightly.

      Fenella winced.  The words seemed harsh, but it was clear that Olive was upset to learn that Bert had smoked a cigar.

      Bert laughed.  “If you want to put it that way, I suppose we did.  That’s assuming that Rochelle came wandering into the car park while I was out there having my cigar. And that I managed to kill her and then get back to calmly puffing away before Harry came out of the building.”

      “Did you go outside at all?” Daniel asked Olive.

      “Of course not,” she snapped.  “I had no reason to go outside.”

      “You weren’t with us when we first went into the pub, though,” Bert pointed out, a bit smugly.

      “I stopped to check my emails because I knew the reception in the snug wasn’t good.  There was a message there from the bed and breakfast in Ipswich that needed an immediate reply.  I wasn’t more than two or three minutes behind you,” Olive replied.

      “It was more like ten minutes,” Lily said.  “Because I came looking for you, remember?”

      “And you found me, right outside the door, calmly typing a reply to that email,” Olive said.  “Which is when I went inside and you stayed outside.”

      Lily nodded.  “I was going to confess all,” she said with a light laugh.  “I went out to find Olive and then I noticed one of the shrubs near the road.  I wasn’t sure what it was, but I wanted to check, so I stayed outside when Olive went inside.  I walked over to the shrub, realized it wasn’t anything special, and then followed Olive into the building.”

      Daniel frowned.  “And none of you noticed anything unusual at the rear of the car park?”

      “It was pretty dark,” Lily said.  “I wasn’t anywhere near the car park, either.”

      “I stopped right at the front door and didn’t go any farther,” Olive told them.

      “And I was at the back door, on the other side of the building.  Gordon told me that they preferred for people to smoke there, rather than outside the front door.  I could see the corner of the car park, but nothing more.”

      “We’ll just have to hope that one of the musicians saw something, then,” Daniel said after a moment.

      “It sounds as if you think Rochelle was killed by a random stranger,” Lily said.

      “At this point, I’m reserving judgment,” Daniel replied.

      “If it wasn’t something random, one of the other musicians must have done it,” Olive said.  “I didn’t care for the way that Louis looked at her.  Maybe he killed her.”

      “He’s on the list of possibilities,” was all that Daniel would say.

      “Harry seemed enamored of her, too,” Lily said.  “Is he on the list?”

      “Everyone in the pub tonight is on the list,” Daniel told her.  “As are the other members of the orchestra, the pub’s staff, people in nearby houses, et cetera.  April will start with the widest possible net and then slowly narrow her search as she gathers evidence.”

      “Can’t you be in charge of the investigation?” Olive asked.  “I didn’t like Inspector Lowe.”

      “I’m well out of my jurisdiction here,” Daniel said with a small grin.  “Besides, I found the body and I knew the victim.  I wouldn’t be allowed to be part of the investigation for that reason, anyway.”

      “You only just met the woman last night,” Olive scoffed.  “You couldn’t possibly have wanted to kill her after a single meeting.”

      “How can you be certain that I’d never met her before?” Daniel asked, raising an eyebrow.

      Olive flushed.  “You would have mentioned it.”

      “Not if I was planning to kill her.”

      “But you weren’t,” Olive insisted.

      “No, but someone else clearly was,” Daniel replied.

      “It might not have been premeditated.  Maybe it was just an accident.  Maybe she was struck by a car and then the driver panicked and drove away,” Lily suggested.

      “She wasn’t struck by a car,” Daniel told her.

      “What did happen?” Olive asked.

      “I can’t answer any questions about that, not until the police release that information,” he told her, his tone apologetic.

      “Then I’m going to assume she was struck by a car,” Olive said firmly.  “It was a tragic accident and I’m sure the driver will come forward eventually to confess to his or her mistake.  Now I’m going to bed.”

      “It wasn’t an accident, though, was it?” Lily asked in a low voice.

      Daniel shook his head.  “It wasn’t an accident.”

      “I knew her,” Lily said softly.

      “You knew her before yesterday?” Daniel asked.

      “I did, but I didn’t bother to mention it to Inspector Lowe.  It wasn’t anything important,” Lily replied as a tear slid down her cheek.

      “You’ll still need to tell the inspector,” Daniel told her.

      “Can’t I just tell you and you can tell her?” Lily asked.  “As I said, it wasn’t important.”

      “You can tell me and I’ll pass it along to the inspector, but I’d be very surprised if she didn’t want to hear the story from you, as well,” Daniel said.

      Lily shrugged.  “She was a student at one of the schools where I worked years ago.  I was a teacher’s aide and I worked with children with special needs.  She used to volunteer in the classroom during her lunch break, helping the children with their assignments or helping the teachers with displays, whatever she could do to be useful, really.”

      “She didn’t recognize you?” Daniel asked.

      “Oh, I don’t think so.  She didn’t say anything, if she did.  It was years ago now and I was only there a few days a week.  She may not have even known my name.  I was just one of half a dozen aides in the room, after all.  I remembered her because she was very patient with everyone and also because she used to bring her viola with her every day.  Once in a while, if the students weren’t busy, she’d play for them.  She was already incredibly talented.”  Lily stopped and then broke down in tears.

      Fenella got up and took the tissue box to Lily, handing her a tissue and then rubbing her back slowly.

      “She wasn’t at any school where I taught,” Olive said after a moment.

      “No, it wasn’t that school,” Lily agreed.  “I moved all over the place, working part-time at different schools and in different types of classrooms.”

      Bert shifted in his seat.  “I can’t imagine why the police would be interested in knowing that,” he said.  “There isn’t anything there that would have given you a motive for murdering the woman, after all.”

      “Except she could be being very selective about what she’s telling us,” Olive said.  “Maybe Rochelle was nasty to her or, I don’t know, did something horrible to her years ago.  Maybe Lily has been waiting all these years to get her revenge.”

      Lily looked shocked and then slowly shook her head.  “Of course I haven’t been doing any such thing.  She was a sweet girl who appeared to have grown into a lovely woman.  I had no reason to hurt her.  I was actually looking forward to reminding her that we’d met before, at some point.”

      “For the record, I’d never met her before,” Bert said firmly.

      “I hadn’t either,” Olive said quickly.  “I mean, I may have, in passing, when she was much younger, if she truly did go to school in the same area where I taught.  That’s simply because I went to so many orchestra concerts put on by the schools in those days.  All of the music teachers went to every concert at every school, so I probably heard her play at least a few times, without even realizing it.”

      “The plot thickens,” Bert laughed.  “Now two of the group shared a past with the victim.  I think I’m lucky I didn’t.”

      “Are you sure about that?” Olive asked.  “You played in a few orchestras in your younger days.  Maybe Rochelle was in one of them.”

      Bert shook his head. “I haven’t played in many years.  She was at least twenty years younger than I am, so she would have been a toddler when I was last in an orchestra.”

      “I’m sure you said something about playing in a few concerts about ten years ago,” Olive said, staring at the man.

      He shrugged.  “A friend of mine from back in the day needed an extra tuba for a few concerts at a school near my house.  I went along and stood in the back with my instrument, mostly pretending to play because I was so out of practice.  It was enough to satisfy the school and the students and my friend was happy, anyway.”

      “Ten years ago?” Daniel asked.

      “About that.  I can give you my friend’s name and you can ring him for all of the details, if it really matters.  I suppose it’s just barely possible that Rochelle was in the viola section of his orchestra, but I never really met any of the other musicians.  They were simply passing through, after all.  I had a drink with a few of them on the night between concerts and then I never saw any of them again.”

      Daniel pulled out a notebook and jotted down a few notes.  “I’ll take that name and a number for him, if you have one,” he said.  “I’m sure April will want to verify the story.”

      Bert took out his phone and scrolled through it.  He read out a name and a number and then put the phone away.

      “If Rochelle wasn’t in that orchestra, maybe some of the others were,” Lily suggested.  “Did you recognize Harry or Louis or Charlie or Kayla?”

      Bert shook his head.  “I didn’t recognize anyone last night, which isn’t to say that they definitely weren’t in the orchestra.  As I said, I only met a few people and that was ten years ago.  I can’t remember what I had for lunch yesterday, although I do remember that it wasn’t steak and kidney pie.”

      Fenella swallowed a laugh as Olive bristled.

      “I had that today,” Bert added.

      “How well do you know Charlie?” Lily asked Daniel.  “Is he on your list of suspects?”

      “I don’t have a list, officially, anyway.  This is April, er, Inspector Lowe’s case, not mine, but in answer to your other question, not well at all.  We were friends when we were in primary school, but I haven’t seen him since.  We didn’t keep in touch over the intervening years, but I will admit that I was looking forward to seeing him again when Olive told me he was going to be one of the musicians on our tour,” Daniel replied.

      “I still think it was Louis,” Olive said, getting to her feet.  “There’s something odd about him.”

      “There’s something odd about all of them,” Lily countered.  “Musicians aren’t the same as ordinary people.”

      Bert laughed.  “That might be why I gave it up,” he said.

      “I consider myself a musician,” Olive said, staring hard at Lily.

      “And you are anything but ordinary,” Daniel said with a grin.  He got to his feet and walked over to Olive.  “I’m sure today’s events have been upsetting, but I have confidence in Inspector Lowe and in her ability to solve this murder.  We may be delayed by a day or two, but I know we’re all looking forward to the rest of our tour.”  He gave Olive a brief hug that seemed to surprise her.

      “Thank you, dear,” she said when he stepped back.  “I think I need sleep more than anything else right now.  Tomorrow I shall have to start ringing around and trying to reschedule things.  With the orchestra stuck here, as well, we won’t be missing any concerts, anyway.”

      The others watched as she walked out of the room.

      “I’m exhausted, but I’m not sure I’ll sleep,” Lily said as she slowly stood up.

      “I’ll tidy up down here and then come in very quietly,” Fenella told her.

      Lily shrugged.  “I’m going to take a tablet.  My doctor keeps giving them to me every time I complain about my insomnia, but I hate to take them as they make me drowsy for days.  As we’ve no plans at all for tomorrow, I suppose I can afford to be drowsy, though.  Once I’ve taken my tablet, you may make as much noise as you like and you won’t wake me.”

      Daniel had begun collecting teacups and plates.  Bert handed Daniel his cup and then stood up.  “I’ll go up and get myself into bed so I’m not in your way,” he told Daniel.  “I won’t notice what time you come in, either, so take your time with the, um, tidying up.”  He winked at Fenella and then followed Lily out of the room.

      Fenella found herself blushing as she grabbed the rest of the teacups and headed for the kitchen.  Daniel followed, chuckling.  It only took them a few minutes to wash and dry the dishes.  Daniel put the last one away and then pulled Fenella into his arms.

      The kiss was magical, but Fenella could feel exhaustion creeping in as Daniel lifted his head.

      “You’re tired,” he said in a resigned tone.

      “I’m exhausted,” she replied.

      “Breakfast is at eight,” he reminded her as they headed for the stairs.

      “I’ll set an alarm this time,” she promised.

      Lily was snoring softly when Fenella let herself into their room.  She got ready for bed and then slipped under the covers.  I hope the snoring doesn’t keep me awake, was her last thought before her phone began buzzing insistently at seven the next morning.

      “I’m skipping breakfast,” Lily said as Fenella switched off the noise.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Quite.”

      Fenella took a shower and got dressed.  After putting minimal effort into her hair and makeup, she let herself out of the room.  Behind her, Lily was snoring again.

      “Good morning,” Daniel said, pulling her into an embrace as soon as she reached the sitting room.

      “Good morning,” she replied when he finally lifted his head.

      “Bert isn’t coming down for breakfast,” he told her.

      “Neither is Lily.  Where’s Olive?”

      Daniel shrugged.  “I haven’t seen her yet this morning.”

      They headed to the kitchen, where Harold was hard at work.

      “Olive is already in the dining room,” he told them.  “Where are the others?”

      “Lily and Bert aren’t coming down for breakfast,” Daniel told him.

      He grinned.  “I suppose I’ll have to eat all of the leftovers myself, then.”

      Olive was sitting at the table, sipping a glass of orange juice when they joined her.

      “Hello,” she said softly.

      “Are you okay?” Fenella asked.

      Olive shrugged.  “I’ve been better.  Harold and I have agreed to terms for extending our stay and I’ve managed to persuade the bed and breakfast in Shrewsbury to refund us, so I suppose that’s something.”

      “That’s a lot to have done before eight o’clock,” Fenella said.

      “What will you two be doing today?” Olive asked.

      Fenella looked at Daniel.  “I’m not sure,” she said.

      Daniel opened his mouth to reply, but just then, his phone buzzed.  He glanced at the screen and then looked at Fenella.  “Charlie wants to see me.  You’re welcome to come along, of course.”
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      “I don’t want to be in the way,” Fenella protested.

      “He specifically said to invite you,” Daniel told her.  “We’re meeting at a coffee shop in Chester at midday.  You can make your decision later, if you prefer.”

      Fenella nodded.  Of course she wanted to go along, but she didn’t want to seem too eager, especially in front of Olive.

      “Here we are then,” Harold said as he carried in three plates filled to nearly overflowing.  “I gave you all a bit extra as the others aren’t coming down until later.”

      “They’ve all been told that they won’t get any breakfast if they aren’t here at eight o’clock,” Olive said.

      Harold shrugged.  “I can probably be persuaded to make them each a little something.  I’d hate to think that they’d be going out to explore the city on empty stomachs.”

      “Well, you’re under no obligation to feed them,” Olive said stoutly.  “If I were you, I’d charge them an extra fee.  You did already make breakfast for them once, after all.”

      Harold nodded.  “That’s true.  I’ll have to think about it, I suppose.  Tonight, as you all come in, let me know what time you’ll each want breakfast tomorrow.  It seems as though all of your plans have had to be changed so I may as well make breakfasts for each person when he or she prefers it, rather than trying to make you all stick to a schedule.”

      “On tours such as ours, a schedule is vital,” Olive said tightly.

      “But as your tour has been interrupted, it will be easier for everyone if I can be more accommodating,” Harold said, giving Fenella a wink.

      Olive frowned, but didn’t reply.  Harold poured them each a cup of coffee before he left the room.

      “What are your plans for today?” Fenella asked Olive after a short silence.

      She shrugged.  “We were meant to be having a free morning and afternoon to explore Chester.  This evening, I was going to give a talk on one of the composers whose music we’re meant to be enjoying on our tour.  I had planned to speak about each of the composers in turn over the course of the fortnight.  Now  don’t know what to do.  I’ve already seen everything I’m interested in seeing in Chester.  I may just stay here and read a book.  As for tonight’s talk, well, I think it might be better if we wait until later in the tour for that.”

      Fenella tried not to look too happy.  “That’s probably wise.  I think we’re all too badly shaken by what happened yesterday to properly appreciate your talk,” she said.

      “Perhaps tomorrow we could have an outing to Chester Zoo,” Daniel suggested.  “I’ve heard good things about it.”

      “I rather feel as if zoos are meant for families with small children, don’t you?” Olive asked.

      “Not at all,” Fenella said firmly.  “I love spending a day at a zoo, especially one that I’ve not been to before.  It’s fascinating, seeing the animals and learning more about them and their natural habitats.  It can be very educational for adults, as much as children, plus they usually have popcorn and ice cream.”

      Olive smiled faintly.  “I suppose you could take the van and go.  I’m not really interested.  Bert or Lily might be, but I doubt it.”

      “We’ll talk to them later,” Daniel said.  “Is there any particular time we should be back here tonight?”

      “I’m meeting an old friend for dinner, actually,” Olive said.  “She rang me last night when she heard about the murder.  She knew we were in the area, but I’d told her that I didn’t have time to see her on this tour.  I expect to be back here by eight, at the latest, though.  Perhaps we could all meet in the sitting room at half eight for a drink and to talk about our plans for the next few days.”

      “That sounds good,” Daniel agreed.  He ate the last of his toast and then smiled at Fenella.  “Ready to go?”

      “Yes, let’s,” she said, feeling eager to get away from Olive even if she wasn’t really excited about spending another day in Chester.

      “It’s a lovely city,” she said as she and Daniel strolled toward the city center.  “I think I’d enjoy it a lot more if I didn’t feel trapped here, though.”

      “I know what you mean, and I’m sorry you feel that way.  There’s still a lot more for us to see here, and if we can go to the zoo tomorrow, that should be interesting.”

      “I’m excited about the zoo.  I can’t imagine why Olive thinks zoos are for children.”

      Daniel laughed.  “Who cares what she thinks?”

      “Good point.”

      They strolled through the city, laughing and talking until nearly noon.

      “Where are we meeting Charlie?” Fenella asked as Daniel looked at his watch.

      “Just a short distance away, luckily,” he replied.  “I should have been paying more attention to where we were, though.  We’re going to have to walk quickly.”

      Ten minutes later, they reached the café.  Daniel held the door open and then followed Fenella inside.  Charlie was sitting in a booth in the corner.  He waved, a tight smile on his face.

      “Hello,” Fenella said as she slid into the seat opposite him.

      “Hello,” he replied quietly.

      “How are you?” Daniel asked once he was seated.

      “I think I’m still in shock,” Charlie said, shaking his head slowly.  “I know you’re a police inspector, so you’re used to this sort of thing, but I’ve never had anyone I know get murdered before.  It’s, well, it’s overwhelming.”

      “I know how you feel,” Fenella told him.

      “Is this your first murder investigation, too?” Charlie asked.

      She shook her head, swallowing a nervous laugh.  “I met Daniel over a dead body,” she replied.  “And I’ve found a few more since that first one, too.  I’ve been fortunate, however, in that none of the men or women I’ve found have been friends of mine.”

      Charlie nodded and then blinked hard.  “That’s the hardest part.  Rochelle was a dear friend.  She’d been with the orchestra for over a year.  There are too many of us for me to think of every single member as a friend, but Rochelle was definitely a friend, maybe even more than a friend.”

      “Were you romantically involved?” Daniel asked.

      “What can I get you?” a waitress interrupted.

      Fenella quickly grabbed a menu from the pile on the table and read through it.  “Chicken and leek pie,” she said after a moment, “and coffee.”

      “Same,” Daniel said.

      “Yeah, same,” Charlie added.

      The waitress raised an eyebrow and then shrugged and walked away.

      Charlie sighed and then sat back on the seat.  “No, we weren’t romantically involved,” he told Daniel.  “That wasn’t for a lack of trying on my part, though.  I asked her out the first time I met her, after her first rehearsal with the orchestra.  She laughed and told me that she had a strict policy about getting involved with men from her work.  She would have dinner with me, but only the once, and I had to understand that she’d be having dinner with every other man who asked under the same terms.”

      “That seems an odd policy,” Fenella said.

      “It was genius, really.  Most of the musicians in the orchestra are single and the guys can be, well, persistent.  Rather than get asked out a dozen times a day by every guy she came across, and continually saying no, she simply said yes, but only under her terms.  We all agreed because most men have so much ego that we all assumed that, given that first opportunity, we’d be able to persuade her to give us a second one, as well,” Charlie said.

      “But she didn’t give any second chances?” Fenella asked.

      “Not as far as I know, and I’d know,” Charlie replied.  “If anyone had managed to get her to agree to a second date, he would have bragged about it for months.”

      “Unless he kept quiet because he and Rochelle actually cared about one another,” Fenella suggested.

      Charlie frowned.  “I suppose that’s possible, but I think it’s unlikely.  I never picked up a hint of anything going on between Rochelle and anyone else, anyway.”

      “And you and Rochelle were close friends?” Fenella asked.

      “As close as she would let me get,” Charlie said with a shrug.  “From what I could see, she kept everyone at a distance, which was probably a sensible precaution, knowing most of the men in the orchestra.”

      “Did she actually go out with every man in the orchestra?” Daniel wondered.

      “I’ve no idea.  We had our dinner and I did everything I could to charm her.  I brought her flowers and took her to a very expensive restaurant.  I told her funny stories and I made sure to listen when she talked.  I did everything that I could and at the end of the night, she gave me a kiss on the cheek and politely reminded me that we’d had our one night out and that it wasn’t going to be repeated.” Charlie sighed.  “I made it a point to not pay attention to what she was doing after that.”

      “Presumably, that all happened a year or so ago,” Fenella said thoughtfully as the waitress delivered their coffees.

      “It did, yes.  I was thinking the other day that I might try again, actually.  We’d become friends and I thought maybe I’d suggest that we have an anniversary date to celebrate it being a full year since our first night out,” Charlie told her.

      “You don’t know if she went out with Harry or Louis specifically?” Daniel asked.

      “She went out with Harry.  He’s one of the most persistent of the men in the group.  He’s usually very successful with women.  He told everyone he was going to get Rochelle into bed, even if he only had one night to make it happen.”

      “And did he?” Fenella demanded as Charlie stopped for a sip of coffee.

      “No, he didn’t.  They went to dinner and he got a kiss on the cheek, same as me.  He was pretty angry about it the next day, actually.”

      “How angry?” Daniel asked.

      Charlie looked at him for a minute and then laughed.  “Not angry enough to kill her over it, if that’s what you mean.  It was a year ago and it was a minor setback for a man who doesn’t have any trouble finding himself companionship.  He was angry because he’d expected her to fall for his charms and she hadn’t, but he was over it within days.  He and Rochelle even became friends after a while.  She used to give him advice about women.”

      “What about Louis?” was Daniel’s next question.

      Charlie shrugged.  “I don’t know Louis very well.  If he’d asked her, she’d have gone, but I’ve no idea if he asked.  He’s pretty shy around women.  Heck, he’s pretty shy around everyone, really.  I’m not certain he’d have worked up the nerve to ask, actually.”

      “Was there anyone else in the group who was less than happy about Rochelle’s single date policy?” Daniel asked.

      “I’m sure there were lots of guys who didn’t care for it, but I can’t imagine any of them being angry enough to kill her over it.  Anyway, as I said, that all happened a year or so ago.”

      “Maybe someone waited until more recently to ask her out,” Fenella suggested.  “Or maybe someone only joined the tour recently.”

      “The only new addition we’ve had in the past several months is Kayla.  Everyone else has been with the orchestra for six months or more and I’m still not certain why Kayla was added.”

      “What do you mean?” Daniel asked.

      Charlie waved dismissively.  “Nothing, really.  It isn’t my place to question the management.”

      Hoping she wasn’t going to have to drag the whole story out of the man, Fenella thought about what question to ask first.  “Was Kayla brought in to replace someone?”

      “No, she wasn’t.  She was simply added to the existing orchestra.”

      “That must have annoyed some people,” Daniel suggested.

      “Maybe.  A few of the violins weren’t happy, although they calmed down once we all realized that Kayla isn’t very good.  She’s definitely not going to be moving up in a hurry, which was a concern.”

      “So why hire her at all?” was Fenella’s next question.

      “The rumor is that she’s involved with someone in the management team, although I don’t know if it’s true or not.  One of the orchestra’s wealthiest supporters is from Berlin, though.  I wondered if he might have met Kayla there and then found her a spot over here so that she’d be closer to him.”

      “Wealthy and married?” Daniel guessed.

      “Oh, yes, of course,” Charlie agreed.  “As I said, though, I don’t know anything for certain.”

      “Chicken and leek pie for everyone,” the waitress announced, handing around plates full of the delicious-smelling meal.

      “Kayla and Rochelle seemed to get along well,” Fenella said once the waitress was gone.

      “From what I could see, they were friends,” Charlie replied.  “Rochelle was doing what she could to help Kayla settle in.”

      “Who decided on which orchestra members would be meeting with us?” Fenella asked as the idea popped into her head.

      Charlie flushed.  “I wish I could say that we were all eager volunteers, but that wouldn’t be strictly true.”

      Daniel frowned.  “What do you mean?”

      “The orchestra pays us a small bonus when we do things like meet with tour groups,” Charlie told him.  “I’d have met with you guys anyway, at least once, because of my connection with Mrs. Rose and because you were on the tour, but we were getting paid each time we met up with you.”

      “You get paid for every meeting?” Fenella asked.

      Charlie nodded.  “In this case, we were meant to meet with you at the pub that first night, just so that you could meet everyone.  After that, was the pub after the first concert, then a tour in Shrewsbury of the concert venue.  That probably would have just been one or two of us, as you’re such a small group.  Then we were to have drinks with you after each of the rest of the concerts that you attended.”

      “Presumably, you’ll still do those things,” Fenella said.

      “I don’t know.  The management announced this morning that all community outreach activities are canceled until further notice.  Maybe they’ll reinstate them once the murder is solved, though.”

      “So who selected the men and women who were meeting with our tour group?” Fenella asked.

      “The tour director, Josh Truesdale, usually takes care of such things.  Mrs. Rose will have contacted him when she was arranging everything to request whatever she wanted.  Once they’d worked out what she wanted, Josh would let us all know about the opportunity.  Because it’s a small group, the bonus offered wasn’t much.  I did wonder if anyone besides myself would apply.  Clearly, that wasn’t the case, though.”

      “Why would people apply if the bonus was so small?” Fenella wondered.

      “Besides the money, there are other benefits to taking part,” Charlie told her.  “For one thing, we’re all meant to do at least one community outreach program every year.  This one was much less demanding than some of them can be.  I did a program in a school once and it was exhausting.  We were there from eight in the morning until six at night and then we had a performance that evening.  I’ll never apply for a school outreach program again, that’s for sure.”

      “Any other benefits to doing our tour?” Daniel asked.

      “Well, nearly all of the meetings were going to be in pubs,” Charlie laughed.  “Besides the bonus, the orchestra paid for a round of drinks for us.  Usually, the group we’re talking with buys us a round, as well, sometimes two or three.”

      Daniel grinned at him.  “And we did just that, didn’t we?”

      “You did, and it was much appreciated,” Charlie laughed.

      “So you didn’t have any say in who else was in the group?” Fenella checked after she’d finished her last bite of lunch.

      “I talked Harry into applying, because I knew he’d be fun to have around.  I asked a few other friends, too, but neither of them was interested.  I didn’t discuss it with anyone else before the first night, aside from Harry.”

      “Did you know who else was going to be there that first night?” Daniel asked.

      “We were all given a list about a week ago, but I didn’t bother to look at it until just before I was heading to the pub that first night.  Then I rang around to see if anyone wanted to share a taxi to the pub.”

      “And did they?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “Yeah, Harry and I came together.  Louis drove himself and the women came together in another taxi.”

      “What happened in terms of transportation last night after the concert?” Daniel asked.

      Charlie sighed.  “There was a big accident out in front of the concert hall, which made a mess of traffic for miles around.  I met some of the other orchestra members at the back door and we grabbed a taxi to the pub.   Louis and Rochelle weren’t ready yet, so I left a message for them to follow us.”

      “No doubt you were at the pub well before Olive, Bert, and Lily arrived, then,” Daniel said.

      “At least half an hour, maybe more,” Charlie agreed.  “I had to buy my own second drink while I waited.”

      “Who arrived next?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel held up a hand.  “Let’s leave the investigating to the police,” he suggested.

      Charlie frowned.  “But that was why I wanted to talk to you.  You are the police, anyway.  Inspector Lowe seemed perfectly competent, but I’m sure you’ll do a better job, faster, because you know everyone involved.”

      “Inspector Lowe has the advantages of having spoken to everyone and having access to all of the forensics reports.  We need to leave everything in her hands,” Daniel replied.

      “But she seems to think that someone from the orchestra murdered Rochelle.  She’s interviewing every single member of it today,” Charlie protested.

      “She has to talk to everyone who knew the victim.  That doesn’t mean she thinks someone from the orchestra killed Rochelle,” Daniel explained.

      “Really?  It all seems to be a waste of time, though.  She should be searching for the killer.”

      “She is searching for the killer,” Daniel told him.  “Most victims are murdered by someone they know.”

      Charlie shivered.  “Not in this case,” he said stoutly.  “No one who knew Rochelle would have wanted to hurt her.  She was incredibly sweet and unbelievably talented.”

      “No professional rivalry there?” Daniel asked.

      “Oh, maybe a little bit, but if someone wanted her spot in the orchestra, that someone would have practiced more, not murdered Rochelle to get it,” Charlie insisted.

      Daniel shrugged.  “Inspector Lowe has to consider every possibility.  It would be useful to know what time everyone arrived at the pub.  Someone may have seen something, but I’m sure everyone gave full statements to the police already.”

      “We all talked to the police, at least,” Charlie said.

      Daniel frowned.  “If there’s something you didn’t tell the inspector, you should ring her and amend your statement.”

      “It isn’t anything.”

      “What isn’t anything?” Daniel asked.

      Charlie sighed.  “At rehearsal yesterday morning, Rochelle said something about Bert, the guy on your tour, that’s all.  I didn’t mention it to the police, because I didn’t want to get anyone in trouble.”

      “What did she say about Bert?” Daniel demanded.

      “Just that he’d put his hand on her knee under the table in the pub last night.  She pushed him away and that was the end of that.  It wasn’t anything.”

      “But the police need to know about it,” Daniel said.  “Ring Inspector Lowe and tell her.”

      “Can’t you just tell her for me?”

      “It’s already second-hand information, coming from you.  She’s going to want more details, anyway.”

      “There aren’t any more details.  It was just a random remark.  I said hello and asked her if she’d enjoyed our night at the pub and she said something about enjoying most of it, but not understanding why men behave the way they do.  When I questioned that, she told me about Bert.  That’s the whole story.”

      “Who else was around and might have overheard the conversation?” Daniel asked.

      “I don’t know, lots of people.  We were all taking our places and chatting.  The entire orchestra was there, but I wasn’t paying any attention to who might have been listening to the conversation.”

      Daniel frowned.  “Please ring Inspector Lowe and tell her what you just told me.  It’s probably not important, but it could be.”

      Charlie shrugged.  “I’ll ring her,” he said with a sigh.  “And now I should get back, although there’s nothing for me to get back to, really.  Rehearsals for today have been canceled.  Obviously, we aren’t traveling onwards tonight.  The rehearsal space we’ve used for the last few days has agreed to let us continue using it, but for once in my life I don’t feel as if I want to practice.”

      They all stood up and walked toward the door.  Outside, Charlie looked up and down the street.

      “What are you two going to do now?” he asked, sounding a bit desperate.

      “We don’t have any definite plans.  We’re just touring the city.  You’re welcome to join us,” Fenella replied.

      Charlie frowned.  “I don’t want to be in the way.”

      “You won’t be,” Daniel assured him.

      “If you’re sure, I’d love to tour the city with you,” Charlie said with a small smile.

      They were wandering around a large bookstore when Charlie’s mobile rang.  Several people frowned at him as he answered it.  He said a few words and then glanced at Daniel.

      “I’ll be right back,” he said before heading for the door.

      Half an hour later, he found Fenella and Daniel looking at the huge selection of candles and gifts.

      “Sorry about that,” he said.  “It was Harry.  He’s upset about Rochelle and he’s worried about the police investigation.”

      “What does he have to be worried about?” Daniel asked.

      Charlie looked around and then shrugged.  “Maybe we should have this conversation outside.”

      No one was buying anything, so they exited the store and found a bench in a small park nearby.  As they sat down together, Charlie exhaled loudly.

      “I can’t quite believe this is all happening,” he said after a moment.  “None of it feels quite real.  I keep thinking I see Rochelle every time a brunette walks past.  Are the police absolutely certain she was murdered?”

      “I believe so, but even if they weren’t, they’d be investigating the case as a murder,” Daniel replied.

      “So there’s still a chance that it was an unfortunate accident or that she had an allergic reaction to something or a heart attack or whatever?”

      “Until there is an official verdict, anything is possible,” Daniel agreed.

      “You don’t sound as if you mean that,” Charlie protested.

      “I’m fairly certain that Rochelle was murdered,” Daniel told him.

      Charlie nodded slowly.  “Harry had some trouble with the police a few years back.  He was with a different orchestra then, one that didn’t travel.  A new woman joined and they went out a few times.  The way Harry tells it, he really fell for her, but she wasn’t interested in seeing him again.”

      “I’m guessing the story doesn’t end there,” Daniel said after a long pause.

      “No, it doesn’t,” Charlie sighed.  “Harry admits that he became a bit obsessed with the woman, so much so that he began following her home from concerts and, well, watching her.  She ended up reporting his behavior to the police, which meant that he lost his job.  When he agreed to go quietly, she dropped all of the charges against him, but he’s sure that the information is still in his records somewhere.  Inspector Lowe will have access to those records, won’t she?”

      “She will.  The woman in question wasn’t Rochelle, was she?” Daniel asked.

      “Oh, no, not at all.  It was a woman called Hazel something or other.  Harry told me, but I’ve forgotten her surname.  He hasn’t seen her again since he left Leeds.  He doesn’t even know where she is or what she’s doing now.”

      “As long as he wasn’t doing something similar to Rochelle, he shouldn’t have anything to worry about,” Daniel said.

      “He wants to talk to you,” Charlie told him.  “He didn’t tell Inspector Lowe about Hazel and now he’s worried that he should have mentioned her.  He wants to talk to you, because you’re police, too.”

      “I’m not Chester police, though.  He needs to ring Inspector Lowe, as do you, remember?”  Daniel sounded frustrated.

      “Yes, of course, but Harry wants to talk to you first, before he rings Inspector Lowe.  It isn’t just him, though, everyone who was at the pub last night wants to talk to you.  I think they’re all feeling the same way that I do.  We’re all confused and upset.  Being involved in a murder investigation is incredibly foreign to us all.  Maybe you could answer some of our questions about how these things are conducted.”

      Daniel looked at Fenella and then shrugged.  “I’m happy to meet with anyone and everyone, but you all need to understand that I’ll be repeating everything I’m told to Inspector Lowe.  Nothing will be off the record, not during a murder investigation.”

      Charlie nodded.  “I’ll let the others know, but I’m sure they’ll still want to talk to you.  As I said, we don’t even know what’s going to happen next.  How long are we going to be stuck in Chester, for example?”

      “I’m afraid that’s a question I can’t answer,” Daniel told him.

      “I’m sure there will be plenty you can tell us, though,” Charlie said.  “Harry is going to arrange for us to have a private room at a restaurant near our hotel.”  He gave Daniel an address.  “Can you and Fenella be there at six?” he asked.

      Daniel looked at Fenella.  “Can we?”

      “Yes, but we have to be back at our bed and breakfast by half eight,” she reminded him.

      He nodded.  “I doubt dinner and our conversation will take more than an hour or so.  There’s very little that I’ll actually be able to tell them.”

      Charlie shrugged.  “We’ll all feel better if we feel as if we have a police inspector on our side, though.  Harry said he felt very much as if Inspector Lowe thought he’d killed Rochelle.”

      “You’re all suspects, of course,” Daniel reminded him.  “So are Fenella and I, for that matter.”

      “And everyone in your tour group,” Charlie added.  “Maybe Bert was upset at being rejected.”

      “Maybe.  I wonder if Rochelle mentioned his behavior to anyone else,” Daniel replied.

      “I hope that doesn’t mean that you don’t believe me about it,” Charlie said stiffly.

      “Not at all,” Daniel assured him.  “I just wonder if she gave anyone else more information about it, that’s all.  Murder investigations are all about gathering up every scrap of information and then analyzing them all.  That’s why the police need to know anything and everything that may possibly be connected to the case.  That’s why I want you to ring Inspector Lowe and tell her what you told me.”

      “I’ll ring her when I get back to my hotel room,” Charlie promised.  “Maybe she’ll be busy and I’ll be able to just leave a message.”

      “She may well be busy.  Murder investigations take up a great deal of time,” Daniel told him.

      “I’ll see you later, then,” Charlie said.  “I’m going to go and ring her now, before I talk myself out of it.”

      Daniel looked as if he wanted to say something, but Charlie turned and walked away before he could speak.

      “And on that note, I need to ring April,” Daniel said as Charlie disappeared from view.

      “Do you want to go back to the bed and breakfast to do that?  It’s noisy here,” Fenella said.

      Daniel looked up and down the street and then grinned at her.  “Maybe we could try the library,” he suggested, nodding toward the small building that was just across the road from them.

      The hustle and bustle of the city were left behind as they crossed into the nearly silent library.  Daniel went and had a word with one of the women behind the circulation desk. She frowned, then nodded and led him away, leaving Fenella on her own.  It only took her a few minutes to find a book that looked interesting.  She was absorbed in chapter three when Daniel found her.

      “Good book?” he asked in her ear, making her jump.

      She only just managed not to scream.  “Too good, clearly,” she whispered.  “I didn’t hear you coming.”

      “Do you want stay for a while, then?” he asked.

      She looked at the book and then shook her head.  “I’ll just make a note of the title and author.  I’m going to have to buy myself a copy.”  Using her phone, she took a picture of the book’s title page and then put it back on the shelf.

      “How was your conversation with Inspector Lowe?” she asked as they exited the building.

      “Good, she was grateful for the new information and actually seemed happy that we’re meeting with everyone later.  I think she believes that people will let their guard down with us and maybe someone will say something incriminating.”

      “We can but hope.”

      “We’ve already learned a few things that she hadn’t known.  Maybe we’ll hear something tonight that will be the key to the whole puzzle.”

      “I can’t believe that Bert behaved that way with Rochelle,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “What is wrong with men?”

      “We only have one side of the story and secondhand at that.  Maybe it was an innocent mistake.”

      “Yeah, because I often put my hand on my own knee, only to find that I’m actually touching a total stranger,” Fenella said.

      Daniel put an arm around her and then pulled her close.  “I hope you aren’t touching many strangers,” he said in a low voice.

      “Not too many,” she assured him before he kissed her.

      “What should we do until time to meet the others?” he asked when he lifted his head.

      She shook her head to clear it and then sighed.  “We could keep exploring the city or we could go back to the bed and breakfast and, well, I don’t know, hang out.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “If I thought we’d be able to sneak ourselves into one of the rooms together, I’d be tempted, but I’m sure Olive would find out.”

      “No doubt.”

      “City it is,” Daniel sighed.
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      Fenella and Daniel arrived at the designated restaurant a few minutes before six.  They were shown to a small, private room at the back.  The musicians from the orchestra were already there, standing together sipping wine and chatting.

      “Ah, there you are,” Harry said.  “Have some wine.  I’ve already had too much.”

      “We’ve only been here a few minutes,” Charlie said.

      “Ah, but that’s where I was clever,” Harry laughed.  “I started drinking at lunch and I simply didn’t stop.”

      “You’re brave, being drunk in front of a police inspector,” Kayla said.

      Harry laughed.  “I’ve nothing to hide.  Oh, wait, that isn’t true at all.  I’ve plenty I’d prefer to hide, but I’ve been told there are no secrets during a murder investigation.  Is that true, Daniel?”

      “Everything you share with the police helps to make their job easier, certainly,” Daniel replied.  “Murder investigations are complex and time consuming.  The less the police have to dig for information, the better.”

      “And they’ll have full access to my criminal past, won’t they?” Harry asked.

      “There’s a national database, so the police here should have access to anything in that database,” Daniel explained.

      “Maybe I should simply turn myself in,” Harry said with an exaggerated sigh.  He finished his glass of wine and poured himself another with an unsteady hand.

      “Turn yourself in?” Daniel echoed.  “Are you confessing to murder?”

      It can’t be that easy, Fenella thought as she took a glass of wine from Charlie.

      “Of course not,” Harry said.  “I didn’t kill Rochelle, but I’m sure, with my past, I’ll be on the top of the list of suspects.  Inspector Lowe is probably getting ready to arrest me as we speak.  All the more reason for drinking too much, I believe.”

      Daniel held up a hand.  “That isn’t how murder investigations work,” he said.  “Whatever you’ve done in the past, the police won’t arrest you for Rochelle’s murder unless they feel they have evidence to support your guilt.”

      “We should all sit down,” Charlie said loudly before Harry could speak again.  “Here,” he said, handing Daniel a glass of wine.

      Daniel took a sip of his drink and then slid into a chair.  Fenella sat down next to him and Harry took the seat opposite Daniel.  Kayla sat next to Harry with Louis on her other side and Charlie took the seat next to Daniel.

      “Isn’t this nice?” Harry asked sarcastically.  “Can you feel the desperation in the air?  We’re all convinced we’re about to be arrested at any moment.”

      “I’m more worried that I might be the next victim,” Kayla said.  “Rochelle’s murder doesn’t make any sense.  No one had any reason to kill her.”

      “It had to have been an accident,” Louis said.  “She must have fallen in the car park and hit her head or something.  The police will make a big fuss out of their investigation and then very quietly tell everyone they got it wrong.”

      “I hope you’re right,” Kayla said.  “I haven’t slept a wink since Rochelle died.”

      “Until we have the official verdict, anything is possible,” Daniel said.  “Having said that, I believe Rochelle was murdered.”

      “It had to have been something random, then,” Harry insisted loudly.  “No one who knew Rochelle would have hurt her.  She was lovely.”

      “Do the police have any idea of what the killer’s motive might have been?” Kayla asked Daniel in a low voice.

      He shrugged. “If they do, they aren’t sharing it with me, but I can think of a number of possible motives.”

      “Such as?” Louis demanded.

      “Let’s start with professional jealousy.  I’m told she was very good.  Who in the orchestra will benefit from her death?” Daniel asked.

      Harry laughed harshly.  “Josh will replace her with someone from outside the orchestra, rather than promote one of the other existing viola players.  None of them are good enough to take Rochelle’s place.”

      “That’s your opinion, anyway,” Charlie said.  “I think Chloe might move up.”

      “In the short term, maybe, but long term?  I’m pretty sure Josh will be looking elsewhere,” Harry replied.

      “Tell me about Chloe,” Daniel suggested.

      “She’s good but uninspired,” Harry told him.  “And she’s currently in hospital, having broken her ankle a few days ago.  She couldn’t possibly have murdered Rochelle.”

      “You’re certain she’s still in hospital?” Daniel asked.

      “She is,” Charlie interjected.  “In hospital in London, actually.  I spoke to her this afternoon.”

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.

      Charlie shrugged.  “We’re friends, nothing more.  She rang me when she heard about Rochelle and we talked for a few minutes.  We couldn’t talk for long because she had to get to therapy.”

      “And she’s the only one who might benefit professionally?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      “It’s difficult to say, really.  Josh will move people around to cover for Rochelle’s absence.  I’m sure he’ll be desperate to get Chloe back now, too.  No doubt the entire section will change around in various ways, but only Josh knows for certain what he’s going to do.  And he’s, well, mercurial.  There’s no way anyone could have killed Rochelle and been certain that they’d benefit professionally.  No one ever knows what Josh will do next,” Charlie told them.

      “So that’s one motive that doesn’t work,” Louis said.  “What else is there?”

      “Money,” Daniel replied.  “I don’t know how well paid you all are, but that might not even be a factor.  Maybe Rochelle was independently wealthy or maybe she was heir to a great fortune.  It’s even possible that she was unaware that she was in line to inherit something, but someone else knew and wanted to prevent it from happening.”

      “Unlikely,” Harry said.  “We used to talk about our families and how they dealt with our traveling all the time.  Rochelle was an only child and both of her parents died before she turned twenty.  She told me her music was the only thing that got her through those years.  As far as I know, she didn’t have any other family, either.”

      “Inspector Lowe will be doing her best to find Rochelle’s nearest relatives,” Daniel told them.  “Do any of you know whether she had a will or not?”

      “She did,” Kayla replied.

      “Did she?” Harry asked.  “How very adult of her.”

      Kayla shrugged.  “We were talking about families one night and she mentioned that her parents had passed away within a few weeks of one another.  Neither of them had had wills, which meant it took her ages to sort through everything and settle the estates.  She told me that she’d had her first will drawn up when she was twenty-one and that she’d amended it multiple times since.”

      “I don’t suppose anyone knows who did her legal work for her?” Daniel asked.

      Harry shook his head.  “Josh might know.  He seems to know everything about everyone.”

      “Not everything,” Harry muttered.

      “I don’t think Rochelle was killed over money,” Kayla said.

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

      “She had a stalker,” Kayla almost whispered.

      “A stalker?” Daniel asked.  “Did you tell Inspector Lowe about this?”

      Kayla flushed.  “Rochelle made me promise that I wouldn’t tell anyone, ever.  She said she was going to deal with it when the right opportunity arose.”

      “What did she mean by that?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “I don’t know.  I got the impression that it was someone from the orchestra and that she was going to tell him to leave her alone, when she had a chance, though.”

      “What did she tell you about the man?” Daniel asked.  Fenella could hear the frustration in his voice.  Kayla could hold the key to the entire murder investigation, but she hadn’t told April what she knew.

      “Nothing, really.  We were talking about men and I was complaining that every guy in the orchestra was trying to get me into bed.  She laughed and said something about it all sounding rather harmless, the things I was complaining about.  I, well, I got a bit angry, really, because I was upset by some of the things that had been said to me, but then she told me that I was lucky I wasn’t being stalked by a madman.”

      “Were those her exact words?” Louis asked.

      Kayla shrugged.  “Maybe not exact words, but something similar.  She told me that someone had been following her and leaving flowers for her in various places.  The whole thing sounded pretty creepy, really.”

      “What was creepy?” Daniel asked.

      “I think it was the flowers.  She told me that every time the group checked into a new hotel, there was always a single red rose waiting for her in her room, every single time, even when the rooms weren’t assigned until after we’d arrived somewhere.  Her stalker seemed to know where she was going to be staying before she did.”

      “How did she know that the flowers were for her?” Fenella wondered.

      “It was always a single red rose with a red ribbon wrapped around it,” Kayla told her.  “The ribbon had her name printed on it.”

      “Did she show you the roses or the ribbon?” Daniel asked.

      “No, never.  She just told me about them.  She tried to laugh it off, but I think she was starting to get a bit worried.  I suggested that she ring the police, but she said she thought she’d worked out who was behind the flowers and she wanted to speak to him before she did anything else,” Kayla said.

      Daniel frowned.  “But she didn’t tell you who she thought was responsible?”

      “No, she said she didn’t want to make an accusation, not when she didn’t have any evidence to support it.  She said she’d tell me all about it once she’d spoken to the man she thought was behind it.  She also said that she’d ring the police if it turned out that he wasn’t the one sending the flowers.”

      “Where do you even get ribbon with someone’s name printed on it?” Fenella asked.

      “There are several different companies that supply that sort of thing,” Charlie said.  “The orchestra had ribbons printed once.  Josh used them to tie up little gifts that we gave out at a special concert.  These days, you can have just about anything printed on nearly any material, for a price.”

      “So someone bought ribbon printed with Rochelle’s name on it, specifically to use when sending her flowers,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “That’s dedication,” Harry said.  “It makes my meager stalking efforts look even more lame than they actually were.”

      “Stalking efforts?” Kayla repeated.

      Harry flushed.  “Years ago, when I was young and foolish, I fell in love with a viola player in another orchestra.  She failed to appreciate my magnificence, unfortunately.  I spent some weeks, well, chasing her rather desperately.  In the end, I was asked to leave the orchestra and to leave her alone.”

      “A viola player?” Kayla asked with raised eyebrows.

      “It wasn’t Rochelle,” Harry said.  “And she wasn’t anything like Rochelle, either.  She was tall and blonde and….” He trailed off and shook his head.  “As I said, I was younger and dumb.  I thought that if I tried hard enough, she’d give me another chance.  I was mistaken.  There’s a very fine line between love and obsession and whether you’ve crossed it or not very much depends on how the other person feels about you.”

      Daniel nodded.  “Love can be obsessive, especially in the early days of a new romance.  As long as both parties feel the same way, that’s probably a good thing.”  He looked over at Fenella and then took her hand and squeezed it.

      “But if the obsession isn’t reciprocated, there can be a huge number of problems,” Harry said sadly.  He glanced at his wine glass and then took a large drink.

      “Do you think that Rochelle’s stalker killed her?” Kayla asked.

      “I think the police need to know about him and to investigate him thoroughly,” Daniel said.  “He definitely has to be a suspect.”

      “I have an appointment with Inspector Lowe in the morning,” Kayla said.  “I’ll tell her everything I know, but it isn’t much.”

      “If the police have a sample of the ribbon, they might be able to work out where it came from,” Fenella said.

      “I doubt they found any of it, at least not in Rochelle’s room,” Kayla said.  “She told me that she never kept the flowers or the ribbons.  They upset her, so she always got rid of them as soon as she found them.”

      “Maybe she was making the whole thing up,” Harry said, his speech slightly slurred.

      “Why would she do that?” Kayla asked.

      Harry shrugged.  “Attention, sympathy, boredom?  I don’t know, I just think it’s odd that she wouldn’t tell you who she thought was behind them and that she didn’t have any evidence to support her story.”

      “She didn’t need evidence.  Kayla isn’t the police,” Fenella said.  “I can totally understand why she’d have gotten rid of the flowers and ribbons every time she’d received them.  The whole thing is creepy and scary and she should have gone straight to the police the first time it happened.”

      “And now, without any evidence, the police will struggle to work out if it was really happening or not,” Louis said.

      “Again, they should talk to Josh,” Charlie said.  “He was in charge of hotel bookings.  Maybe someone was getting Rochelle’s room numbers from him.”

      “They’d almost have to have been,” Kayla said.  “If the flowers were there when Rochelle arrived in each city or town, Josh had to have been involved.”

      “And you’re certain she said they were already in the room when she arrived?” Daniel asked.

      Kayla frowned and then slowly shook her head.  “I’m not certain,” she said eventually.  “I can’t remember Rochelle’s exact words.  I’m sorry.”

      “It’s fine.  It’s more than we knew a few hours ago, anyway,” Daniel assured her.

      “I’ll sleep better tonight,” Charlie said.  “Rochelle must have been killed by her stalker.  It’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      “If she truly did have a stalker,” Harry said before emptying his glass.

      “Kayla, you believed her story, didn’t you?” Fenella asked.

      Kayla flushed.  “We were just talking, really.  I didn’t even think about whether she was telling the truth or not.  It didn’t matter, you know?  I was complaining about men and then she told me about her stalker.  I said I thought she should ring the police and she said something about not being able to stay in one place long enough to manage it.  She was laughing about it, as if it didn’t really matter in the slightest.  At the time, I thought she found the whole thing rather sweet and almost amusing, if a bit creepy.”

      “Sweet and amusing?” Charlie repeated.

      “We’re just ordinary people,” Kayla said.  “Viola players in obscure traveling orchestras don’t get stalkers.  Famous people get stalkers.”

      “That isn’t at all the case,” Daniel said.

      Kayla nodded.  “I’m sure it isn’t, but I don’t know if Rochelle saw it that way.  As I said, we were just chatting.  It didn’t seem at all important, really, not even after she was murdered.”

      “Let’s change the subject,” Daniel suggested.

      “I’m so sorry,” a man said from the doorway.  “I know you ordered several bottles of wine, but has anyone taken your food order yet?”

      “No,” Harry told him.  “We’re just getting happily drunk on empty stomachs.”

      The man flushed.  “This room isn’t used very often.  Everyone seems to have forgotten that you’re here.  I’ll take your order now, though.  I’m terribly sorry.”

      Fenella grabbed a menu and read through it quickly while the others were ordering.  By the time it was her turn to order, she’d found something she thought she’d enjoy.

      “I’ll put this in right away.  It shouldn’t be long,” the waiter told them as he headed for the door.

      “We need more wine,” Harry called after him.  “Another bottle of each, please.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure if the waiter heard the request or not.  He didn’t acknowledge it, which may have been because he felt that Harry had already had enough to drink.  Her wine glass was still half full, so she didn’t mind if they got more or not.

      “What shall we talk about?” Charlie asked Daniel a moment later.

      “I want to understand what happened at the pub last night,” Daniel said.  “I know you’ve all given statements to the police, but they won’t, obviously, share those with me.  I’m hoping maybe someone saw something that might help with the investigation.”

      “What do you want to know?” Charlie asked.

      “The order you left the concert venue and the order you arrived at the pub for a start,” Daniel told him.

      “We left together, mostly,” Kayla said.  “We all had to change clothes, but we didn’t waste any time.  We were eager to get to the pub.  I don’t know about the others, but I was looking forward to a drink or two and then an early night.  I had a lot of practicing I wanted to do before our next rehearsal.”

      “All work and no play will make Kayla a dull girl,” Harry said.

      Kayla flushed.  “All play and no work will make Kayla an unemployed girl,” she muttered.

      “As long as you’re shagging Josh, you’ll have a job,” Harry drawled.

      Kayla’s cheeks went bright pink.  “What do you mean by that?” she demanded.

      Harry shrugged.  “We all know you and Josh are, um, together.  Everyone has been talking about it.  Well, they were talking about it before the murder, anyway.”

      “Josh and I are nothing but friends,” Kayla said tightly.

      “Sure, we believe you,” Harry said sarcastically.

      “But we are,” Kayla nearly shouted.

      “Let’s not worry about that right now,” Daniel suggested.  “You all needed to change and then get to the pub, correct?  How did you all get here?”

      “Charlie told us to meet him at the rear entrance so we could all get a taxi together,” Harry said.  “No one wanted to drive, as we knew we’d be drinking.  Not everyone has a car, anyway.  I don’t, at the moment.”

      “Who does have a car?” Daniel asked.

      “I have one,” Kayla said.  “It’s nice to have it, but I try not to drive it more than I have to and I never drive when I know I’ll be drinking.”

      Harry laughed.  “Of course not,” he said with a knowing wink.

      “I have one,” Louis said.  “I prefer not to drive, as well, but I did drive last evening as the others had already left for the pub when I reached the back entrance.”

      “There was a communication error,” Charlie said.  “We needed two taxis, so I took off with Kayla and Harry and left a message with the security guy on the door to tell Louis and Rochelle to come in a second taxi.  Apparently, they never got the message.”

      Louis shook his head.  “There wasn’t any security guard at the door when I got there and I didn’t see Rochelle anywhere, either.  I assumed that everyone else had gone ahead.  Rather than pay for a taxi on my own, I decided to walk back to the hotel and get my car.  I wasn’t planning on having more than a single drink, anyway.  I was also very aware that I needed to get in some extra practice before our next rehearsal.”

      “So how did Rochelle get to the pub?” Daniel asked, looking from one face to the next.

      Charlie sighed.  “That’s just one of the great unknowns,” he said.  “I assume she got herself a taxi.  She didn’t have a car on tour.”

      “So Inspector Lowe will be doing her best to find that taxi driver,” Daniel said, almost to himself.  “Who arrived at the pub first?”

      “Kayla, Harry, and I were there before Louis and well before the first of your tour group members,” Charlie said.  “We went inside and settled in the snug to wait.”

      “Harry, I understand you went outside for a cigar,” Daniel said.

      Harry chuckled.  “There aren’t any secrets in a murder investigation, are there?  Yes, I’m guilty.  I have a terrible habit, although I don’t smoke often.  Cigars are something of a treat, albeit a treat that could well kill me.  Still, that’s often the case with the things we enjoy, isn’t it?”

      “Were you with Bert the entire time you were outside?” Daniel asked him.

      Harry looked at him for a minute and then slowly shook his head.  “I’m sure you’ve already had the story from Bert.  I was given a box of very expensive cigars for my last birthday.  A friend of mine knew that I indulged in one occasionally, so he thought he’d spoil me a bit.  Anyway, I’ve been trying to get rid of the stupid things ever since.  I enjoy them a great deal, but I truly don’t want to be a smoker, if that makes sense.  When Bert mentioned that he enjoyed the odd cigar, too, I saw the perfect opportunity to get rid of one.”

      “You carry them around with you?” Fenella asked.

      Harry chuckled.  “I have a silver cigar case.  Here, let me show you.”  He reached in his pocket and pulled out a small silver case.  “It was a gift from another friend, a female friend, actually, when we were something more than simply friends.”  He handed the case to Fenella.

      She turned it over in her hands.  His initials were engraved on the front.  On the back, the engraving read “With much love, Fiona.”  After a moment, she passed it to Daniel, who flipped it open.  The case had room for six cigars, but there were three empty slots.

      “As you can see, I haven’t replaced the ones that Bert and I smoked, yet,” Harry said as Daniel passed the case back to him.  “The box is in my flat in London and I haven’t been back there in several weeks.  We have a short break coming up in another month.  I’ll refill the case during that break.”

      “Do you all have permanent homes somewhere?” Daniel asked.

      Charlie shrugged.  “I still use my parents’ address as my home address,” he said.  “My bills go there and my car is registered to that address.  I stay with them when we aren’t touring.  I can’t see the point in paying for a flat that I’m only going to use a few weeks each year.”

      “I use my mother’s address,” Louis said.  “For the same reasons Charlie gave.”

      “When I said I had a flat in London, I may have been overstating things slightly,” Harry said.  “What I have in London is a dear friend who is kind enough to let me use her address as my own.  She also keeps several boxes of my things for me, in exchange for a tiny sum of money and an unlimited number of tickets to my concerts.”

      “I don’t actually have a permanent address,” Kayla sighed.  “Most of my post still goes to my address in Germany.  I really must get everything sorted, but I’m rather busy at the moment.”

      Daniel nodded.  “Sorry to take things off on a tangent.  I was just curious.”

      “Here we are,” a woman announced from the doorway.  Two men carried in trays full of plates of food.  It only took them a moment to distribute them.

      “Is there anything else?” one of them asked.

      “Another bottle of the same white and another bottle of the same red,” Harry said.

      The waiter hesitated and then nodded.  “Right away,” he said.

      “I’m feeling rather too sober,” Harry said sadly.  “All this talk about cigars has made me want to smoke, as well.”

      “You were telling us about going out for a cigar with Bert,” Daniel reminded Harry a few minutes after everyone had started eating.

      “Oh, yes, he went outside, but I stopped in the loo on my way.  Then I went out and smoked my cigar.  We were at the side of the building, opposite the entrance, which is where we were told to smoke,” Harry replied.

      “You didn’t see anything or anyone while you were outside?” Daniel asked.

      “What, like a man hiding in the darkness with a knife in his hand?” Harry asked, laughing.

      “Or anything at all out of the ordinary,” Daniel replied.

      Harry shook his head.  “I talked with Bert for a few minutes, and then he finished and went back inside, complaining about the cold.  I still had a few puffs to go, so I stayed where I was until I’d finished as well.”

      “When did you arrive at the pub?” Daniel asked Louis.

      He looked startled and then sighed.  “I’m sorry, I should be getting used to answering that question, shouldn’t I?  I wasn’t paying any attention to the time, though, I’m afraid.  The concert ended and I changed my clothes and then walked to the back door.  I thought I’d find the others there, but when I didn’t see any of them, I decided, as I said earlier, to take my own car.  I didn’t exactly rush back to the hotel, but I didn’t dawdle, either.  It was damp and cold, after all, although I did have a coat.  Once I got back to the hotel, I freshened up in my room and then drove over to the pub.”

      “Did you arrive before the tour group members or after?” Daniel asked.

      “Before,” he said.  “But not much before.”

      “So the four of you were already at the pub when Lily, Bert, and Olive arrived?” Daniel checked.

      “Yes, but Bert and Lily arrived several minutes before Olive,” Charlie told him.  “And then Lily went back out again, I’m not certain where.”

      Daniel nodded.  “And I believe you went out to ring Rochelle?”

      Charlie flushed.  “I thought you said the police weren’t sharing our statements with you?” he asked.

      “Someone else mentioned it to me,” Daniel said.

      “It must have been Bert or Lily,” Charlie said.  “It doesn’t really matter, though.  I’m not trying to hide what I did.  I felt responsible, as I’d told everyone to meet at the back entrance, and then I’d left without Rochelle and Louis.  When Louis arrived and told me that the security guard hadn’t passed along my message, I thought I should ring Rochelle.  I wanted to be certain that she was on her way and to apologize for the confusion.”

      “But she didn’t answer?”

      “No, she didn’t,” Charlie said.  “And I’ll feel guilty about that for the rest of my life.”

      “It wasn’t your fault,” Fenella said firmly.

      Charlie shrugged.  “I still feel responsible.  I should have waited for Rochelle and Louis, but I really wanted a drink.”

      “We all really wanted a drink,” Kayla said.  “Harry and I are just as guilty.  I believe I was the one who suggested that we just go without the others and let them catch up later.”

      “None of us could have imagined…” Harry began.

      “No, of course not,” Daniel said when he stopped short.

      “No one ever imagines anything that horrible,” Louis said.  “For what it’s worth, I wasn’t upset about you leaving.  I just assumed you’d gone on ahead and that I should make my own way to the pub.  I knew I’d taken a bit longer than I should have, getting changed and taking care of the things that needed doing.”

      “Kayla, did you go outside at all while you were at the pub?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      She started to shake her head and then sighed.  “Not exactly, but I didn’t go right inside, either.  I told Harry to order me a drink and then I rang someone quickly.  I was probably only about three minutes behind them.”

      “More like ten,” Harry laughed.  “I very nearly drank her drink for her.”

      Kayla shrugged.  “It didn’t seem that long, but it might have been ten minutes, I suppose.”

      “And Louis, did you go back outside after you arrived?” Daniel asked.

      He shook his head.  “No, but I know that doesn’t prove anything, as I arrived by myself.  The car park was mostly empty and I didn’t see anyone until I went inside.”

      “With the number of people coming and going, you’d have thought we’d all have been tripping over one another,” Charlie remarked.

      Daniel nodded.  “The killer seems to have had some very good luck,” he said.  “It’s just remotely possible, though, that someone did see something but hasn’t realized it yet.  Please, all of you, think about everything that happened when you were outside.”

      The mood, after Daniel’s request, was somber.  Fenella finished her food and her glass of wine and then looked at her watch.

      “We’re supposed to be back at the bed and breakfast in fifteen minutes,” she reminded Daniel.

      He frowned.  “I don’t want to be late.”

      “You’re still afraid of Mrs. Rose,” Charlie laughed.  “I don’t blame you.  I’m still afraid of her, too.  You should go now, before you get into trouble.”

      “I don’t think I answered any of your questions, though,” Daniel protested.

      “We’re okay,” Kayla told him.  “It was helpful to talk to you, anyway.  I think we’re all going to be talking to Inspector Lowe tomorrow.  Maybe she’ll be able to tell us when we’re going to be allowed to leave, at least.”

      “I wouldn’t count on it,” Daniel replied.  “Not unless she’s had a breakthrough in the case.”

      “Fingers crossed, then,” Kayla said.

      Daniel gave Charlie money to pay for his and Fenella’s meals and then they headed for the door.

      “Ask the waiter to send in those bottles of wine,” Harry called after them.

      Daniel didn’t bother to reply.

      Once they got outside, he looked at Fenella.  “Do you want to walk very fast or grab a taxi?” he asked.

      “Let’s walk fast.  I ate too much dinner.”

      “You were pretty quiet in there.”

      “I didn’t want to interrupt anyone.”

      “I hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to ring April while we walk.  She’s going to want to speak to Kayla right away.”

      Fenella nodded.  Daniel punched the numbers into his phone and then took her hand with his free one.  They walked back to the bed and breakfast hand in hand while Daniel reported everything that they’d learned over dinner to April.  It was almost romantic, Fenella told herself, swallowing a sigh.
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      “April is going to go and interview Kayla tonight,” Daniel told her when he’d finished the call.  “She seems convinced that the stalker is the key to the case.”

      “She may be right.  I mean, stalkers are scary.  I feel sorry for Rochelle.”

      “If she was telling the truth,” Daniel said.  As Fenella opened her mouth to argue, he held up a hand.  “I don’t necessarily mean Rochelle.  We’ve no evidence that Kayla was telling the truth, either.  She may have made up the entire story.”

      “Why would she do that?”

      “To divert suspicion from herself or someone she wants to protect,” Daniel suggested.

      “She wouldn’t protect a murderer, would she?”

      “I’ve no idea.  I hope not.  At this point, I’m trying to think of a way to meet Josh Truesdale, though.  April agreed that he probably knows more than anyone.  She’s spoken to him once, of course, but he’s first on her list for tomorrow.”

      “So where does that leave us?” Fenella asked as they approached the entrance to the bed and breakfast.

      “Ready for a lovely conversation with our traveling companions,” Daniel said.  “Don’t say anything about what we learned from the musicians.”

      “Okay,” she agreed as he held the door open for her.

      “Ah, there you are,” Olive said.  “They’re here, finally,” she called into the sitting room.

      Fenella glanced at her watch.  It was eight thirty-five.

      “Sorry we’re late,” Daniel said.  “The service at the restaurant was unbelievably slow.  We sat for nearly twenty minutes before they took our order.”

      “You should have left,” Olive said.  “I would have left.”

      “I thought about it, but I was worried that we’d struggle to find anywhere else to go that wouldn’t also be busy.  It was a nice place, too, just slow,” Daniel replied.

      Olive shrugged.  “We’re all in the sitting room, talking about what we’re going to do tomorrow.”

      “Hello,” Fenella said brightly as she walked into the sitting room.

      Lily and Bert were sitting across from one another.  They were both staring straight ahead, as if deliberately ignoring one another.

      “Hello,” Lily said.  “How was your day?”

      “It was nice,” Fenella replied.  “How was your day?”

      Lily shrugged.  “Rather long and equally tedious.  I’ve nothing against Chester, but I do feel as if I’ve been here long enough.”

      Bert made a noise.  When Fenella looked at him, he shrugged and then went back to staring straight ahead.

      “We were thinking of going to Chester Zoo tomorrow,” Fenella told them both.

      “If everyone wants to go, we could take the van,” Daniel added.  “Otherwise, Fenella and I will take a taxi, so that you’ll have the van at your disposal.”

      “You’re welcome to take the van anyway,” Olive said.  “I don’t plan to use it tomorrow.  I’m meeting a former student for coffee in the morning and then having lunch with another young man whom I once taught.”

      “How was your dinner today?” Fenella asked.

      Olive frowned.  “Disturbing actually.  Philomena brought back some memories that were quite upsetting for me.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said.  “Does anyone want tea?”  Although she’d only lived in the UK for just over a year, she’d already learned to appreciate that tea was the universal cure for just about everything.

      “Yes, I do believe I do,” Olive said.

      Fenella took the kettle into the kitchen and filled it with fresh water.  When she got back to the sitting room, she switched it on and then opened a box of biscuits.  By the time she’d passed them around, the kettle had boiled.

      “Thank you, my dear,” Olive said when Fenella handed her a cup of tea.  “This is just what I needed.”

      “What did you do all day?” Fenella asked Bert as she handed him his teacup.

      “Nothing much,” he said, glancing at Lily and then down at his cup.

      “There’s nothing much to do,” Lily complained.  “I may go with you to the zoo tomorrow, just for a change of scenery.”

      “I’m told it’s a very nice zoo,” Olive said.  “I won’t be going, of course, but you may enjoy yourselves.”

      She sounded so doubtful that Fenella nearly choked on her tea.  “I’m really looking forward to it,” she said firmly.

      “It has to be better than simply sitting around here all day,” Bert snarled.  “I’ll come along.”

      “Then maybe I won’t,” Lily said quickly.

      Bert looked at her and then rolled his eyes. “If you really want to go and don’t want me along, say so,” he told her.

      She shook her head.  “I didn’t mean that at all.”

      He chuckled.  “That’s exactly what you meant, but never mind.  I’m going to the zoo.  You may suit yourself.”

      Lily opened her mouth and then pressed her lips together.  After a moment, she took a deep breath and then a sip of her tea.

      “Philomena reminded me that I once taught young Rochelle,” Olive said in the silence.

      Fenella nearly dropped her teacup.  “I’m sorry, but what did you say?” she asked.

      “I once taught Rochelle,” Olive replied.  “I’d completely forgotten about her, but Philomena taught at the school as well and she remembered the name.”

      “When was this?” Daniel asked.

      “Many years ago now, when Rochelle was in year five, I believe.  She was some years younger than you are, so you probably didn’t know her.  She was only in the school for a few short weeks, maybe a month,” Olive explained.

      “That isn’t long,” Fenella said.

      “No, her father had some sort of job that required a good deal of traveling.  She’d been in school in the US, I believe, just before she came to us.  She arrived in the middle of the year and then he was transferred again within a month or two.  Philomena remembered her because she was very talented in maths.  She was talented in music, as well, of course.  When Philomena reminded me about her, I remembered all too well what had happened when she’d come to take a lesson from me.”

      Fenella forced herself to sip her tea and then shoved an entire biscuit in her mouth.  There was no way she was going to ask Olive the question that Olive was so clearly waiting to be asked, even if she had to eat a dozen biscuits to keep it from coming out.

      “What happened?” Lily finally asked after a short pause.

      “Oh, she’d been taking lessons in the US for years and years.  She was considerably more advanced than the other boys and girls in the class.  I could have taught her something, of course, but not within a group setting, which was the only option we had.  I had to suggest that she seek private lessons elsewhere, I’m afraid,” Olive said.

      “Did you think she’d have a career in music, then?” Bert asked.

      “It’s impossible to predict such things at such a young age, but I did tell her, at the time, that if she kept up with her practice, she might manage it.  She had some natural talent, of course, but she’d also had the advantage of early lessons.  Often, as children get older, their interests change.  I did wonder if she’d be as dedicated to the viola when she was a teenager as she was at nine.”

      “Clearly, she never lost her love for the instrument,” Fenella said.

      “Philomena was disappointed, actually.  She actively encouraged Rochelle to consider a career in maths or engineering.  Both fields need more women,” Olive told them.

      “I’m surprised you didn’t remember her when you met her the other night,” Lily said.  “Especially as she was still playing the viola.”

      Olive sighed.  “I feel terrible about not recognizing her,” she sighed.  “I have to hope that she didn’t remember me, either, otherwise she may have felt snubbed.  I made such a fuss over Charlie and she was just as much a former student of mine, even if it had only been for a short time.”

      “Surely, she’d have said something if she’d remembered you,” Fenella said.

      “I hope so,” Olive replied.  “I wish that she had.  Maybe we could have talked and she would have confided in me.”

      “Confided what?” Daniel asked.

      “Her troubles, of course.  Clearly, there was something badly wrong in her life.  Perhaps, if she’d have confided in me, I could have kept her from being murdered,” Olive replied.

      Daniel slowly shook his head.  “I don’t know about that.  Thus far no one has suggested any possible motive for Rochelle’s murder.  If she did have problems, she was keeping them to herself.”

      “It had to have been a man,” Lily said.

      “I don’t believe there has been any official determination on that yet,” Daniel replied.

      Lily shook her head.  “I don’t care what the police say.  It had to have been a man who killed her and left her for dead on the ground in a car park.”

      “Women can be just as deadly as men,” Fenella said, thinking back through some of the cases in which she’d been involved.

      “I think it was one of the men from the orchestra,” Lily continued as if she hadn’t heard Fenella.  “One of them probably asked her out and got turned down.  Men have fragile egos.”  She looked pointedly at Bert as she said the last sentence.

      He glared at her for a minute.  “It could have been a woman,” he snapped.  “Maybe Kayla was jealous of her for some reason.”

      “Kayla is younger and prettier,” Lily argued.

      “But considerably less talented,” Bert pointed out.  “Maybe she was jealous of Rochelle’s talent.”

      “They didn’t play the same instrument so they weren’t in competition for placement in the orchestra,” Olive said.

      “That doesn’t mean Kayla wasn’t jealous of her anyway,” Bert argued.

      “It was Louis or Harry,” Lily said stoutly.  “I won’t include Charlie, as Olive would be able to tell if he’d done it.”

      “Charlie was a well-behaved child,” Olive said.  “He may not be a perfect adult, but he isn’t a killer.”

      Daniel looked as if he might argue, but he took a sip of tea instead.

      “I think it was Louis if it was one of the orchestra members,” Bert said.  “Harry’s a good guy.”

      “You’re just saying that because he gave you a cigar and bought a round of drinks last night,” Olive suggested.

      Bert shrugged.  “Louis barely spoke to us at either of the pub nights.  The quiet ones always need watching.”

      “Daniel, what do you think?” Olive asked.  “Who killed Rochelle?”

      “I have no idea,” Daniel said.  “Working that out is Inspector Lowe’s job, not mine, thankfully.”

      “But you must have some suspicions,” Olive pressed him.  “You’ve met all of the suspects.”

      Daniel shook his head.  “There are dozens of suspects whom I haven’t met, including most of the rest of the orchestra and its management.  I don’t envy Inspector Lowe having to talk to all of them.”

      “It feels as if the killer was probably someone who was at the pub last night,” Olive said.  “Who else knew where to find Rochelle?”

      “Maybe someone else from the orchestra gave her a ride to the pub,” Fenella suggested.

      “And then killed her before she could go inside,” Bert added.

      “We’re back to wondering about a motive, then,” Lilly said.

      “We could speculate all night, or we could get some sleep,” Daniel said, getting to his feet.  “I’m tired and I want to get an early start tomorrow.  The zoo opens at nine, so we should leave here by half eight.”

      “Breakfast will be ready at eight,” Olive told him.

      “We all need to get some sleep, then,” Lily said with a sigh.  “It was lovely having a lie in this morning, I must say.”

      “But you made a good deal more work for Harold,” Olive said.

      “I’ll have to be down for eight tomorrow, if I’m going to the zoo,” Lily replied.  “Now that we’ve discussed it, I’m almost looking forward to it.”

      Only almost, Fenella wondered.  She stood up and began to collect teacups and saucers.  Daniel helped and after a moment, Lily did as well.  They carried everything into the kitchen and then Fenella quickly did the washing up.  By the time they were finished, Bert and Olive had disappeared.

      “They must have gone upstairs,” Lily said.  “I’m going to go and get ready for bed.  Please give me twenty minutes or so before you come up,” she told Fenella with a wink.

      Fenella grinned at her.  “I can do that,” she said.

      “Twenty minutes isn’t very long,” Daniel said as he pulled her into his arms.

      “It’s long enough,” she replied after their first kiss.  “We’re both tired and we have to be up early tomorrow.”

      His reply was another kiss.  When he finally lifted his head, Fenella noted that nearly half an hour had gone past.

      “Time for bed,” she said softly.

      He sighed.  “I feel as if I’m nineteen again, snogging with my girlfriend and hoping my parents don’t wake up.  I’m too old for this.”

      “It’s only another week and a half,” Fenella told him.  “We’ll do better with our next vacation.”

      “We can’t do much worse,” he muttered as he followed her up the stairs to the bedrooms.

      In the corridor, he gave her another quick kiss.  “See you at breakfast,” he whispered as she let herself into her room.

      Lily was in bed, reading a book.  She looked up and smiled at Fenella.  “You look as if you’ve been very thoroughly kissed, anyway.  He seems a good man.  After the murder investigation is done, you should drag him away from here and have a proper holiday.”

      “There’s a thought,” Fenella said.  She got ready for bed and then crawled under her covers.

      “Bert and I had a bit of a disagreement today,” Lily told her as Fenella reached for her bedside lamp.

      “Oh?”

      “We went to lunch together and he was being rather a pest to the waitress.  I told him that he was behaving badly.  He didn’t agree.  I told the waitress that I was sorry that he didn’t realize that his behavior was inappropriate.  She laughed and told me that lots of old men seemed to think she should be flattered by their attention, but that she was quite happy with her girlfriend.  Bert looked shocked and then finished eating and rushed out of the place.”

      “Shocked because the waitress had a girlfriend, or shocked because she’d basically called him old?”

      Lily laughed.  “I’m not quite certain which thing shocked him more, but he seems to be blaming me for the whole unfortunate episode.  I wanted you to understand in case things are difficult between us tomorrow.”

      “I wonder if he’ll tell Daniel his own version of events.”

      “There’s a thought,” Lily said.  “I’d quite like to hear his version, actually.”

      “I’ll see what I can find out,” Fenella laughed.

      “And now we should get some sleep.  I’m actually very excited about the zoo, but I didn’t want Olive to know.  She seems to think that zoos aren’t appropriate for people my age.”

      “Yes, she questioned why anyone without small children would want to go to a zoo, which I think is quite sad really.  Small children don’t truly appreciate what they’re seeing, anyway.”

      “I know you’d rather be sleeping with Daniel, but I’m quite enjoying sharing a room with you,” Lily said.  “Good night.”  She switched off her lamp.

      “Good night,” Fenella replied, doing the same.

      As her alarm began buzzing the next morning, Fenella realized how much she missed Katie.  While she often complained about being woken by the animal every day, Katie’s gentle nose taps were definitely better than the insistent buzzing from her mobile phone.  She switched it off and got ready as quickly as she could.  Lily was just getting up slowly as Fenella headed out of the room.

      “I was hoping you might be down early,” Daniel said as he pulled her into an embrace.

      “Did you sleep well?” she asked him after a while.

      “Reasonably well, anyway.  Bert wanted to talk last night, though.”

      “Really?  What did he have to say?”

      “He and Lily had something of a falling out.  I believe he thought he could get me on his side in the matter.”

      “What did he tell you?”

      “That they went to lunch and had a very attractive waitress.  He made a few comments to her, you know, as men do, and Lily told him he was behaving badly.”

      “As men do?”

      “His words, not mine,” Daniel said quickly.  “He thought I’d agree, of course.  He was disappointed when I gave him a short lecture on sexual harassment and the law.  What was acceptable thirty, twenty, or even ten years ago is no longer tolerated, and for good reason.  I’m not sure if he’ll be joining us at the zoo today or not.”

      “Lily will be delighted if he doesn’t come along.”

      “He may be too bored to give up the chance to get away.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I don’t care one way or the other.  He just better be careful what he says in front of me.”

      Daniel pulled her into another embrace.  “I’m pretty sure he’ll be very careful in front of all of us now that I’ve spoken to him.  What he’ll do when he gets back home is another matter, of course.”

      “Breakfast will be ready in fifteen minutes,” Olive announced as she walked into the sitting room.  “Where are Lily and Bert?”

      “I got ready first and left Lily heading for the shower,” Fenella told her.  “I’m sure she’ll be down any minute now.”

      “Bert was getting up when I came down,” Daniel added.  “He should be here in plenty of time for breakfast.”

      “I hate to make Harold wait, you understand,” Olive fussed.

      They have fifteen minutes, Fenella thought.  Harold won’t even have started cooking yet.

      “Are you still planning on going to the zoo today, then?” Olive asked as she poured herself a cup of coffee.

      “Yes,” Daniel replied.  “The forecast suggests that the rain will stop soon.”

      “It’s raining?” Fenella asked.  She hadn’t bothered to look out her bedroom window.  Now she crossed to the foyer and opened the front door.  A light rain was falling and the skies were dark.

      “It will be fine,” Daniel assured her.  “There are plenty of things to do indoors, even if the rain continues.”

      Fenella nodded.  She hadn’t actually looked to see what there was to do at the zoo, but it had to be better than spending another day wandering around Chester, especially in the rain.  “Do you know if they have red pandas?” she asked Daniel.

      “I can check,” he replied.  He pulled out his phone.  A moment later, he smiled at her. “Yes, they do.”

      “They’re my favorites for some reason,” Fenella said.  “The ones at the wildlife park on the Isle of Man are adorable.”

      “I thought you preferred wallabies,” he said.

      She shook her head.  “I like wallabies, too, but I prefer red pandas.”

      “We’ll make sure we see them, then,” Daniel said.

      “What’s your favorite animal?” she asked.

      He shrugged.  “I’ve never really thought about it.  I loved elephants when I was a small child.”

      “There are elephants, right?”

      “Yes, right near the entrance.  I’m sure we’ll see them.”

      “They’re rather difficult to miss,” Olive said dryly.

      Fenella laughed.  “That’s very true.”

      Daniel and Fenella spent several minutes looking at the Chester Zoo website while they waited for the others to join them.  By the time breakfast was ready, Fenella felt almost like a child again, eagerly anticipating the day ahead.  Lily and Bert came down, one after the other, just before eight.

      “What animals are you most interested in seeing?” Fenella asked Lily over breakfast.

      “Oh, goodness, I hadn’t given the matter any thought,” Lily replied.  “I’ve always been fond of giraffes, I suppose.  Do they have giraffes?”

      “Yes,” Fenella replied.  “Bert, what about you?”

      He shrugged.  “I don’t much mind, really.  I’m only going because I’m tired of Chester and need a change of scenery.  I don’t suppose the zoo has a pub?”

      “They do and I thought it would be the best place for us to have lunch,” Daniel told him.  “The food court and the cafés will probably be full of families with small children.  There may be fewer of them at the pub.”

      “As long as there’s lager, I don’t mind children,” Bert said.

      Lily rolled her eyes at Fenella.

      “When everyone is ready, we’ll meet at the van,” Daniel said.  “It is raining, but it’s supposed to stop soon.  I don’t know if you want to bring umbrellas or not.”

      Fenella went back upstairs to comb her hair and put on her rain jacket.  While an umbrella might be nice in the rain, she decided that she’d rather not have to carry it around all day, so she left it behind.

      “I’m not taking my umbrella,” Lily said.  “It’s too much bother.”

      “That’s what I thought, as well,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel was standing next to the driver’s door of the van when they walked out of the house.  He was holding a large umbrella over his head.

      “I’ll probably leave it in the van,” he said as Fenella approached.  “But it’s handy right now.”

      Bert came out a moment later and they all climbed into the van.  Daniel handed Fenella his phone. “I’ve set it up to give us directions right to the car park,” he told her.  “The website suggested that it was best to just follow their signs, though, so help me watch for them, please.”

      In spite of a few wrong turns, they arrived at the zoo in good time.  The rain was more of a gentle drizzle as Daniel pulled the van into the car park.

      “Do you want to stay together or separate?” Daniel asked as they walked toward the entrance.

      “Oh, let’s stay together,” Lily suggested.  “At least for a short while.”

      “Don’t care either way,” Bert said.  “You two probably want to be alone, though, don’t you?”

      Fenella and Daniel exchanged glances.  Yes, Fenella shouted in her head.  “It doesn’t matter,” was what she actually said.

      Daniel took her hand and gave it a squeeze.  “Let’s see how the day goes,” he suggested.  “Maybe we can split up after lunch.”

      “Didn’t realize we were staying that long,” Bert muttered as they reached the ticket window.

      Daniel insisted on paying for all of the tickets.  From there, they made their way inside the zoo.

      “Elephants,” Fenella said happily as she spotted the huge beasts.  She pulled on Daniel’s hand, rushing him forward to see the animals.  There were three of them wandering around, seemingly ignoring their audience.

      “You can come back later and hear a talk about them,” Lily said, looking up from the informational leaflet they’d been given at the ticket window.  “There are several different talks about various animals throughout the day.  I may try to get to a few of them, actually.”

      “Yawn,” Bert said.

      Daniel and Fenella walked slowly as they watched the elephants grazing.  The next enclosure was full of rhinoceroses, playing in the mud.

      “What about the giraffes?” Lily asked as the little group meandered along.

      “I think they’re back the other way,” Fenella said.  She took out the map she’d shoved in her pocket and studied it.  “Yes, they’re back that way.  We can go and take a look, though.”

      “What did you want to see?” Lily asked.

      “The red pandas, but they’re quite some way away,” Fenella told her.

      “I’ll go and look at the giraffes on my own,” Lily said.  “You go and find your pandas and whatever else you want to see.  Shall we meet for lunch?”

      “Midday at the pub?” Daniel asked.  He showed Lily the pub’s location on her map.

      “I’ll see you at midday,” she said before strolling briskly away.

      “Where’s that pub?” Bert asked a few minutes later.

      Daniel showed him where to find it on the map.

      “Yeah, good, I’m going to go and see what time they open.  I’m already getting tired from all this walking,” Bert said.  “I’ll be there at midday, anyway.”

      He walked away before Daniel could reply.

      “Do you think he’s just being nice, letting us have some time alone together?” Fenella asked.

      “I think Lily may have been being nice.  I think Bert wants a drink.”

      Fenella sighed.  “It’s a lovely day, really, and a beautiful zoo.”

      “It is a nice zoo,” he agreed.  “Let’s see what else we can find.”

      Time seemed to fly past as they visited dozens of animal enclosures.  When they finally reached the red pandas, Fenella fell in love with them all over again.

      “They are very cute,” Daniel agreed as they wandered into a gift shop.  A short while later, they emerged with their shopping.  Fenella was now the proud owner of a stuffed red panda.

      “I’m going to call him Chester,” she told Daniel.  “I just hope Katie likes him.”

      “We’ve only seen half the zoo and it’s time to meet the others for lunch,” Daniel said.

      “I hope they aren’t bored and ready to leave.  I really want to see the rest.”

      “I do, as well.  Maybe we could put them in a taxi if they really want to leave.  Would that be terribly rude?”

      Fenella chuckled.  “Probably, especially as they aren’t getting along well.  It would be a long and frosty taxi ride, I think.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Fingers crossed they’re having fun, then.”

      “I’m pretty sure Bert won’t be having fun,” Fenella replied.

      She was wrong, however.  When they reached the pub, they found Bert settled in a corner watching a snooker tournament on the television.

      “Ah, is it time for lunch?” he asked.  “Join me here.  I’ll have them turn the sound down, but I’ll still be able to keep an eye on things.”

      Fenella and Daniel took seats across from the man as he waved to the waitress.

      “Can you turn it down while we’re having lunch?” he asked.  “I’ll want it back up after they’ve gone, though, as I’m sure they’ll want to see more of the zoo and I’m quite happy here.”

      The woman nodded and walked away.  A moment later, the commentary on the television got noticeably quieter.

      “Service here is excellent,” Bert said happily.  “And the food smells good, too.”

      Lily walked in a moment later.  “Sorry I’m late.  I was chatting with one of the keepers about the giraffes and I completely lost track of time.”

      “You’ve been looking at the giraffes all morning?” Bert asked.

      “Oh, no.  I visited them and then I went and saw dozens of other animals before returning to the giraffes.  The keeper was there, giving them their lunch, and we started chatting.  I nearly had to run to get here in time.”

      Over lunch, they chatted about the animals they’d seen.  Bert remained largely silent, one eye on the television throughout.  Daniel suggested pudding and Fenella found herself agreeing when she spotted the chocolate cake on the menu.

      “That was amazing,” she said a short while later as she pushed her empty plate away from her.

      “Everything was very good,” Lily agreed.  She glanced at her watch and grinned at them.  “I do hope we aren’t leaving right away.  There’s a proper talk about the giraffes in forty minutes and I’d hate to miss it.”

      “We’ve only seen half the zoo so far,” Daniel replied.  “Fenella and I aren’t in any hurry to leave.”

      Bert laughed.  “I’m quite happy here, watching the snooker and having another drink or two.  I’ll meet you at the exit to the car park at five, shall I?”

      “Does that work for everyone?” Daniel asked.

      Lily nodded.  “There are half a dozen animal talks this afternoon.  I’d be more than happy to hear every one of them.”

      “You know I’m not going to complain,” Fenella laughed.  “Anyway, Chester wants to see all the other animals.”  She held up her stuffed red panda and had him nod at everyone.

      Lily laughed.  “He’s adorable.  I do hope he doesn’t accidentally climb into my suitcase instead of yours.”

      After some minor squabbling over the bill, Fenella, Daniel, and Lily got up to go.  When Fenella glanced back, Bert was waving to the waitress again.

      “Imagine coming to the zoo and doing nothing but sit in the pub,” she said to Daniel.

      “He’s happy and he’s not complaining about being stuck here when he’d rather be back in Chester.”

      “True, but it’s still rather sad.  He’s missing out on so much.”

      There was a large section called “The Islands” that they had yet to explore, so they headed in that direction.  Some exotic birds along the way caught Fenella’s attention.

      “Oh, another gift shop,” Fenella said happily, dragging Daniel into the building.

      “What else did you want?” he asked.

      “I want to find a stuffed giraffe for Lily.  I know she was just teasing about taking Chester, but I think she’d love a stuffed giraffe and I doubt she’d ever buy one for herself.”

      They had a large selection of giraffes in several different sizes.  Fenella finally settled on one that was slightly larger than she’d intended.  “I had to buy him.  He had the friendliest face,” she told Daniel as they walked back outside.

      “He’s lovely,” Daniel agreed.

      Fenella knew he was simply indulging her, but she didn’t care.  She took his hand and gave it a squeeze.  They walked along, hand in hand, for several minutes.  As they reached the entrance to the islands exhibit, she stopped short.

      Ahead of them, a pretty blonde was laughing and chatting with a tall, dark-haired man.  She said something that made him smile.  Fenella watched as the man bent down and kissed the woman.  That was more than just friendly, Fenella thought as the man straightened.  But what was Kayla doing at the zoo?
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      “Should we avoid them or talk to them?” Fenella asked Daniel in a whisper.

      “They’re far enough away that you don’t have to whisper,” he hissed back, winking at her.

      She laughed.  “That doesn’t answer my question.”

      “What do you want to do?”

      “I want to find out who that man is.”

      “I have my suspicions.”

      “So do I.  Josh Truesdale, right?”

      “That would be my guess, but it’s only a guess.  Let’s go and say hello.”

      Daniel kept behind the other couple, deliberately strolling from side to side as if he hadn’t noticed them.  Fenella was starting to get impatient when he steered her across the path to see a baby tiger, leading her to the railing right next to Kayla.

      “Isn’t he adorable?” Fenella cooed as the baby came into view.

      “I believe it’s actually a baby girl,” Kayla said.  She glanced over at Fenella and then looked shocked.  “I didn’t expect to see you here,” she said, pulling away from her companion and taking a step toward Fenella.

      “Kayla?  Hello,” Fenella replied.  “I wasn’t expecting to see you here, either, but it’s a perfect day for visiting the zoo, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, perfect,” she muttered, looking down at the ground.

      “Kayla?” the man with her said questioningly.

      “Sorry, this is Fenella Woods and Daniel Robinson.  They’re part of that tour group that Olive Rose arranged.  Is she here somewhere, too?” Kayla asked.

      “No, she had other plans for today,” Fenella replied.  “Lily and Bert came with us, though.  Lily is around somewhere.  Bert is in the pub.”

      “There’s a pub?” Kayla’s friend asked.

      Fenella smiled.  “It does very good food, too.  It’s nice to meet you.”

      He nodded.  “I’m Josh Truesdale, since Kayla didn’t bother to mention that.  It’s nice to meet you, too.”

      “Josh and I are, well, friends,” Kayla said.  “We thought it might be nice to get away from everything for a few hours, that’s all.”

      “No one else from the orchestra came with you?” Daniel asked.

      Kayla flushed.  “No one else wanted to come,” she said, staring at the ground.

      Josh laughed.  “No one else knew we were coming, either,” he said.  “Look, we both know that people are talking about us.  Perhaps it would be easier if we simply acknowledged that we’re a couple.”

      “Except then everyone will think that I only got my place in the orchestra because of you,” Kayla argued.

      Josh shrugged.  “Let them think what they want to think.  I know how talented you are and once you’ve had a chance to really learn the music and settle in, everyone else will see how talented you are, too.”

      “And until then, they’ll all think the worst of me,” Kayla sighed.

      “Why do you care?” Josh asked.

      She shook her head.  “Let’s just try to be discreet for a while longer, okay?  You two won’t tell anyone you saw us together, will you?”

      “Of course not,” Fenella said.

      “I’m speaking to Inspector Lowe every day,” Daniel said.  “I’m going to mention it to her, but I assume she already knows that you two are in a relationship.”

      Kayla and Josh exchanged glances.

      “Maybe not exactly,” Kayla sighed.  “Please don’t tell her.  I spent hours with her last night, trying to remember exactly what Rochelle said about her stalker.  I don’t want to be questioned yet again.”

      “She’s trying to solve a murder,” Daniel reminded her.

      “I know and I’m really sorry that Rochelle is dead, but I can’t see what my relationship with Josh has to do with the murder,” Kayla argued.

      “Probably nothing, but as I’m sure I said before, every bit of information is part of the puzzle.  Where were you the night of the murder?” he asked Josh.

      “You’re a police inspector, aren’t you?  You’re used to asking people questions and getting answers,” Josh replied.

      Daniel nodded.  “And you’re under no obligation to speak with me,” he admitted.  “I shouldn’t have even asked, really, but having found the body, I can’t help but be curious about the murder.”

      “I didn’t know you found the body,” Kayla said.  “Was she, did she look, I mean, was it awful?”

      “I don’t think she suffered,” Daniel said.

      Kayla nodded.  Josh put a hand on her shoulder.

      “I’m happy to answer your questions, actually,” he said after a moment.  “Let’s go somewhere quiet and chat, shall we?”

      “There’s a coffee shop nearby,” Fenella said, pulling out her map.  “Okay, it isn’t all that nearby, but I think it’s the closest thing.”

      They walked together back through the exhibits.  Kayla kept her eyes on the ground in front of her.  Josh chatted easily with Fenella and Daniel about the animals and the weather.  The coffee shop was busy, but Daniel found them a table in the corner that was slightly out of the way.

      “What does everyone want?” Josh asked.

      They all requested coffee.

      “Victoria sponge, if they have it,” Kayla added, giving Josh a small smile.

      He nodded.  “For everyone?” he asked.

      Even though she’d just had chocolate cake, Fenella couldn’t say no.  Daniel agreed, as well.  When he tried to give Josh some money, Josh waved it away.  “I’ll get this,” he said before he headed for the counter.

      “He seems very nice,” Fenella said as Josh was swallowed up by the crowd at the counter.

      “He is very nice,” Kayla told her.  “He’s attractive, smart, funny, kind, financially solvent, almost perfect in every way, except he’s my boss and I hate that everyone thinks he gave me my job because we’re together.”

      “How did you get your job?” Fenella asked.

      Kayla sighed.  “I met Josh at a party and he suggested that I audition.  I was still living in Germany, but was back in the UK on holiday.  The orchestra world isn’t all that large, and I knew a few people who were already in his orchestra.  Anyway, we met and we talked.  I told him that I wanted to get back to the UK.  He suggested that I audition for an opening that he had for a viola player.  There wasn’t any reason not to try, so I auditioned and I got the job.”

      “That seems straightforward enough,” Fenella said.

      “I’m going to go and give Josh a hand,” Daniel said.  He nodded toward the counter and Fenella glanced over.  Josh was trying to balance two very full trays by himself.

      “It seems straightforward, except there wasn’t really an opening in the viola section,” Kayla told her.  “If I’m honest, I’m not up to the standard of the rest of the section, either.  I hate to admit it, but Josh only gave me the job because he wanted to go out with me.”

      “And that would have been difficult if you’d still been in Germany.”

      “It would have been impossible.  The thing is, we’re taking the relationship slowly.  We aren’t even sleeping together, although I’m sure no one believes that.  He’s a really nice guy and we could have a great future together, if we can get past all the whispers and innuendoes.”

      “Josh said people will talk less once you’ve learned the music better.”

      “If I can learn it,” Kayla sighed.  “The standard here is higher than it was at my previous orchestra and I’m struggling.  It’s impossible to take lessons while traveling, of course, but I am working with a few of the others in the section.  They’re trying to help me as much as they can.  Right now I’m contemplating quitting, though.”

      “Don’t do that,” Josh said as he put a tray down on the table.  “You’re going to be great.  I know you are.”

      Kayla shrugged.  “I’m trying.”

      Daniel put his tray down and then he and Josh passed around teacups and plates with large slices of cake on them.  Once everyone was settled, Josh sat back and smiled at Daniel.

      “You have questions for me, then?” he asked.

      “I’m sure Inspector Lowe has questions for you,” Daniel replied.  “When did you last speak to her?”

      “Last night, after she spoke to Kayla.  The things that Kayla told her about Rochelle’s stalker meant that she wanted to speak to me, too.”

      “I’m sure,” Daniel replied.  “Did Kayla tell you what Rochelle said about her stalker when Rochelle first mentioned it?”

      Josh sighed.  “She did and, with hindsight, I should have done something about it.  At the time, it seemed barely significant.  I’m sure you can imagine how many men and women in our orchestra have relationships with one another.  We’re traveling together ten or eleven months of the year, keeping long and odd hours and rarely staying in one place for more than a week.  It’s very difficult for anyone to meet a potential partner outside of the group, really.”

      “Relationships are one thing, stalking is another,” Daniel replied.

      “Of course, but I’m afraid I didn’t see the harm in someone sending flowers to someone else.  Rochelle called it stalking, but as Kayla told it, she was pretty offhand about it.  Kayla seemed to think that Rochelle knew who was sending the flowers and wasn’t concerned.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I believe the worrying part was that whoever was sending the flowers knew which room Rochelle would be in at every stay along the way.”

      “That isn’t difficult to find out,” Josh said with a shrug.  “Room assignments are made by our administrative staff and all of the information is kept in a central database.  Everyone in the organization actually has access to that database, although I doubt most of the musicians are aware of what all they can see.”

      “You should get better security,” Daniel suggested.

      “We will now,” Josh agreed.  “The musicians all have their own individual login details.  Rehearsals are scheduled through the system and that’s how they see the details for when they get paid, as well.  We also allow them all to see the entire tour schedule as it’s booked, so they know where they’ll be and when.  Included in that section are the details on each of the hotels we’ll be using and once we have the information from the hotel, room assignments are added.  It’s never been an issue before.  As I said, I don’t know that the musicians are even aware that they have access.”

      “How do they get their room assignments, then?” Fenella asked.

      “At every location, we book one room that will act as an administrative office for the time we’re in that location.  It’s set up at least a day before we’re due to arrive, and someone is available in that space twenty-four hours a day during our stay, should anyone need anything.  One of the jobs done from that office is passing out room keys for everyone.”

      “So each musician can collect his or her key on arrival?” Daniel checked.

      “Yes, many of our musicians prefer to drive themselves from location to location, although we do provide transportation for those who don’t drive themselves.  Having a fully staffed office at the hotel means we don’t have to worry about what time anyone will arrive.”

      “Is it possible that someone from that office staff has been providing the stalker with Rochelle’s room numbers?” Daniel asked.

      “I’m not going to say no, because I’m sure such requests are commonplace.  As I said, everyone arrives at different times.  I’m sure many of the musicians, when they arrive, ask for the room numbers of their closest friends within the group.  I know the section leaders always request the room numbers for everyone in their section.  It was never something that we worried about.”

      “But you will now,” Daniel said firmly.

      Josh nodded.  “Actually, when Kayla told me about Rochelle’s flowers, I made a point of talking to all of my staff, instructing them not to give out Rochelle’s room number to anyone, but that was before I knew that the information was accessible within the database.  If the flower sender was clever, he or she didn’t need to ask anyone for Rochelle’s room number.”

      “Were the flowers sent or simply left in the room by the stalker?” Fenella asked.  “You said they had personalized ribbons, right?  They couldn’t have come through a delivery service with those, could they?  Having said that, if they did come through a delivery service, the stalker didn’t even need to know Rochelle’s room number.  He or she could simply have had the flowers delivered and let the hotel work out where to deliver them.”

      “Except the hotel probably wouldn’t have known,” Josh told her.  “At most places, we book a block of rooms and we keep the list of names and room assignments.  The hotel gets a list of names, but isn’t really interested in who is assigned to which room.  If anyone rings for any of the musicians, the call gets transferred to our office at the hotel and we deal with it.”

      “And if someone sent flowers to one of the musicians?” Daniel asked.

      “They’d be delivered to our office and we’d notify the appropriate musician to come and collect them.”

      “And Rochelle’s flowers didn’t come through your office?” Fenella checked.

      “I talked to the office staff yesterday and no one remembers ever seeing any flowers for Rochelle,” Josh said.

      “How was the stalker getting them into her room, then?” Fenella demanded.

      “There are any number of ways for someone to get into another person’s hotel room,” Daniel told her.  “In many hotels, master keys are far too easily available.  The stalker might have asked a passing cleaner to put the flowers in the room, at least once in a while.  He or she could have delivered them to the front desk with a room number already on the card.  I’m sure the hotel would have bypassed Josh’s office in that instance and simply delivered the flowers to Rochelle’s room.”

      Fenella shivered.  “You make it sound easy.”

      “It is easy,” Daniel replied.  “Rochelle could have made it more difficult, if she’d made a fuss about it, but by not telling anyone what was happening, no one did anything to try to stop it or to try to work out who the flowers were from.  Now that Inspector Lowe knows about them, she’ll be doing what she can to find the man or woman, who may or may not have had something to do with Rochelle’s death.”

      “The stalker killed her.  That’s the only thing that makes sense,” Kayla said. “No one else had any reason to hurt her.”

      “Was there any professional jealousy in the viola section?” Daniel asked Josh.

      He sighed and then slowly shook his head.  “There’s always professional rivalry in a group like ours.  Musicians are artists, which means they can be temperamental and overly sensitive.  Honestly, though, the viola section was one of the least troublesome sections in the orchestra.  Rochelle was clearly the best player in the section and Chloe, the second-best player, isn’t particularly ambitious.  She’s just happy doing what she loves.”

      “What about the rest of the players?  I understand Chloe is in hospital right now.  Maybe someone else saw getting rid of Rochelle as a their chance to move up fast,” Daniel suggested.

      “That isn’t how it works,” Josh told him.  “We’ll be moving people around temporarily, to fill the gaps, but we’ll be looking outside the orchestra for a proper replacement for Rochelle.  She was incredibly talented and I don’t think anyone else in the viola section can play on her level.  As far as I know, the players are all aware of that, as well.”

      “So who do you think killed Rochelle?” Fenella asked Josh.

      He looked surprised.  “I’ve no idea,” he said.  After a moment, he sighed deeply.  “I hate to say it, but it does seem as if her stalker is the most likely suspect.  I wish I would have taken what Kayla told me more seriously.  I can only promise that, in future, we will investigate such things thoroughly.”

      “Do you have any idea who might have been stalking her?” Daniel asked.  “That’s a question for either of you, really.  You knew Rochelle and worked with her every day.  You also know everyone else in the orchestra.  Is there anyone whose behavior suggested that he or she was obsessed with her?”

      Kayla and Josh exchanged glances.  After a moment, Kayla swallowed her last bite of cake and pushed her plate away.

      “I didn’t even taste that,” she said as she picked up her teacup.  After emptying the cup, she put it back down and looked at Daniel.  “I don’t want to start throwing accusations around.”

      “Rochelle was murdered.  If you have suspicions, the best thing you can do for her is share them with the police,” Daniel replied.  “I can understand you not wanting to talk to me about your suspicions, but I do hope you’ve shared them with Inspector Lowe.”

      “I don’t want to get anyone into any trouble,” Kayla sighed.

      “I would hope you aren’t including the killer in that statement,” Fenella said.

      Kayla shook her head.  “Of course not.  I want the killer behind bars, obviously, but we still have no idea what happened to Rochelle.  If some random mugger attacked Rochelle for her jewelry and then accidentally killed her, I won’t be helping anything by throwing around unsubstantiated accusations.”

      “Kayla’s very sensitive to the sort of gossip you’re asking her for,” Josh said.  “At the moment, we’re both being discussed throughout the orchestra.  I don’t truly mind, but it’s making Kayla’s life difficult.  Surely, you can understand why she’d be unwilling to gossip about the others.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “I’m not asking for idle gossip, I’m asking for your opinions on the other members of the orchestra.  If someone was obsessed with Rochelle to the point where he or she murdered her, then there were probably some clues.  Hopefully, someone noticed those clues and will share what they saw or heard with Inspector Lowe.”

      “Harry flirts with everyone.  He stares and winks and pats your arm when you speak with him.  I believe he’s asked me out at least a dozen times since I’ve been with the orchestra, even after everyone found out about me and Josh.  When I mentioned it to Rochelle, she just laughed and told me he was harmless,” Kayla said.  “I could go on and on, about just about every other man in the group, and even a few of the women.  There’s a lot of flirting and banter and innuendo and I’m sure some bed hopping and whatnot, as well.  None of it ever felt like anything dangerous.”

      “You mentioned Harry,” Daniel said.  “What about Charlie and Louis?  They were in the group at the pub that night.  Could either of them have been Rochelle’s stalker?”

      Kayla shrugged.  “I know Charlie a little bit.  He seems nice and he only asked me out once.  He didn’t get upset when I turned him down, either, which made a nice change.  Louis is one of the few guys that hasn’t asked me out, at least not yet, although now that everyone is talking about me and Josh, maybe he won’t bother.  To be honest, I’m not certain he’s interested in women or anyone, really.  He seems pretty obsessed with his violin.”

      Daniel nodded.  “They aren’t the only suspects, of course, and we’ve nothing to tie the stalker to the murder, either, as far as I know.”

      “I’ve had a lengthy discussion with Inspector Lowe about several of the men in the group,” Josh said.  “We do have a few who’ve had issues in the past, not with stalking, but with having problems when relationships have ended badly.  As far as I know, though, Rochelle never had a relationship with anyone in the orchestra, well, aside from me.”

      Kayla’s jaw dropped.  “What did you say?”

      Josh shrugged.  “I told Inspector Lowe the whole story, so I may as well tell everyone, although I’d prefer it not get back to the rest of the orchestra.  When Rochelle first joined, we had a short relationship.  When I say short, we went out maybe half a dozen times, that’s all.  We were both keen to keep it quiet, so she went out with other guys during the month or so that we were together.”

      “You slept with her,” Kayla said flatly.

      Josh sighed.  “We were both adults and both single.  There wasn’t any reason not to sleep with her.”

      “You told me you’d never been involved with any of your musicians before me,” Kayla said.

      “I meant seriously, emotionally involved,” Josh replied.  “Rochelle and I were just having a bit of fun together.  She was adjusting to life in a traveling orchestra and I had just come out of a long-term relationship.  We had some fun and neither of us was particularly disappointed when things fizzled out.”

      “Is that what happened?  Things fizzled out?” Kayla demanded.

      “If I remember correctly, Rochelle chose to end things,” Josh admitted.  “I’d have kept seeing her, no strings attached, but she decided that she didn’t enjoy having to hide our relationship.”

      “Are you not permitted to be involved with musicians in the orchestra?” Fenella wondered.

      “The company doesn’t have a rule against it, but it can make things awkward, as Kayla and I are finding out now.  Rochelle was new and she was concerned that people would think she was only advancing as quickly as she was because of her relationship with me.  I didn’t care about her enough to argue, which sounds horrible now that I’ve said it,” Josh said, wincing.

      “I think I know what you mean, anyway,” Daniel told him.  “This was a year or so ago?”

      “About that, yes,” Josh agreed.

      “And Rochelle never mentioned a stalker or mysterious flowers to you while you were together?” Daniel asked.

      Josh frowned.  “There was something, once, towards the end of the relationship.  She thanked me for leaving a flower in her room and I had to admit that I hadn’t done it.  I suggested that she had a secret admirer and we both laughed about it.  I never gave it another thought, not even when Kayla told me about the stalker and the flowers Rochelle had been getting.  If that flower was from the same source, the stalking started a long time ago, though.”

      Daniel nodded.  “It’s starting to seem that way, anyway.”

      “I should have paid more attention to what she said back then,” Josh sighed.  “It didn’t seem important.”

      “Do you know if she had a will?” Daniel asked.

      Josh blinked several times.  “Sorry, whiplash from the sudden change of subject.  Did Rochelle have a will?  I believe she did, actually.  Her parents had both passed away without wills and she was very concerned with where her money and possessions would go if she did the same.  I believe she used the same firm of solicitors in London that the orchestra uses for all of its contracts.”

      “Did you mention that to Inspector Lowe?” Daniel asked.

      “She didn’t ask,” he told him.

      “Someone needs to get in touch with the solicitors and find out if they’re keeping her will for her,” Daniel said.

      “She couldn’t have had much to leave anyone,” Josh said thoughtfully.  “I can’t see her will providing any motive for her murder.”

      “Maybe someone wanted her instrument,” Kayla suggested.  “It was probably the most valuable thing she owned.”

      “You could be right about that,” Josh agreed.

      A loud buzzing sound startled everyone.

      “That’s my phone,” Josh sighed.  He pulled out the device and answered it.  After a moment, he stood up and walked a few steps away from the table.

      Fenella watched as he nodded his head, pacing back and forth for several minutes. When he turned back around, he was frowning.

      “What’s wrong?” Kayla asked as Josh sat back down.

      “We’re stuck here for at least two more days,” he told her.  “The inspector won’t even consider letting us leave until the inquest is completed and that isn’t going to happen until the day after tomorrow.”

      “What are we going to do to fill the time?” Kayla asked, sighing deeply.

      “The management office has arranged for a rehearsal tomorrow afternoon,” Josh said.  “They’ve hired a space on the opposite side of Chester and will be providing bus transportation from the hotel to the venue.”

      “No one wants to practice right now,” Kayla said.

      “I know, but once we are permitted to leave, we’ll have shows to perform.  The management had another idea, too.”

      “That sounds ominous,” Kayla replied.

      “Immediately following tomorrow’s rehearsal will be a memorial service for Rochelle,” Josh said.

      Kayla shook her head.  “That’s a horrible idea.  I don’t want to attend.”

      “But you will, because you were Rochelle’s friend,” Josh told her gently.

      “I’ve been mourning for her my own way.  A formal service with the entire orchestra feels wrong, at least at this stage, when we don’t know if the person who killed her might be sitting somewhere in the group,” she protested.

      “Maybe he or she will be moved to confess during the service,” Josh said.  “That happens on the telly, anyway.”

      “Unfortunately, that only happens on the telly,” Daniel told him.  “Which isn’t to say that you shouldn’t invite Inspector Lowe to the service.  I’m sure she’ll want to be there.”

      “You want to be there, too, don’t you?” Josh asked.

      Daniel shrugged.  “Yes, of course.  I’m not expecting a confession, but such things often bring to light new evidence.”

      “I’ll ring Olive later today and suggest to her that you all come along to the rehearsal and the service,” Josh said.  “That way it isn’t obvious that I’ve invited a police inspector along.  Besides, our contract with your tour group includes rehearsals and we haven’t managed to let you sit in on one yet.”

      “What time tomorrow?” Daniel asked.

      “The rehearsal is at two and should take about two hours.  The service will begin immediately after and we should be done by five, in time for dinner and then drinks at a pub somewhere,” Josh said.

      “I’m not going back to that pub,” Kayla said sharply.

      “There are hundreds, maybe thousands of pubs in Chester,” Josh told her.  “I’m sure we’ll be able to find one after the rehearsal tomorrow.”

      “The rehearsal isn’t the problem,” Kayla muttered darkly.

      Josh patted her hand and then stood up.  “The zoo is going to close in half an hour,” he said.  “We still have animals we wanted to see.”

      Fenella frowned.  She hadn’t seen everything she’d wanted to see, either.  She gathered up the cups and plates into a neat pile at the center of the table, only vaguely aware of having actually eaten her cake and drunk her tea.  Daniel helped her as Josh and Kayla left the café.

      “We’re going to have to speed walk around the rest of the exhibits,” Daniel said as they got outside.

      “I can do that,” Fenella told him.

      She was out of breath, but happy when they reached the spot where they were meant to be meeting Lily and Bert.  Bert was sitting on a bench, staring at his mobile.  Lily rushed up a moment later.

      “Sorry, I was just getting one final look at the giraffes,” she explained.

      “I thought you might like one to take home,” Fenella told her as she handed the older woman the bag from the gift shop.

      Lily opened the bag and looked inside.  When she pulled the stuffed giraffe out of the bag, she looked slightly confused.  “I’m a bit past the age for cuddly toys,” she said.

      “I thought, since you were so fond of Chester, that maybe you’d like a friend of your own,” Fenella explained.  “If you don’t care for him, I’m sure one of your grandchildren would appreciate him.”

      Lily nodded slowly.  “He is rather charming, isn’t he?” she said as she dropped him back into the bag.

      “How was the snooker?” Fenella asked Bert.

      He launched into a lengthy explanation of one of the games.  Fenella couldn’t follow anything that he was saying, but she nodded occasionally as they walked back to the van.

      “That was fun,” Lily said when Bert paused for a breath.  “We should do something else tomorrow.”

      “The orchestra is rehearsing in the afternoon,” Daniel told her.  “We’re going to be permitted to come and hear them practice.”

      “That should be fascinating,” Lily said.

      “They’re having a memorial service for Rochelle after the rehearsal,” Daniel added.

      “We can skip that, can’t we?” Bert asked.

      “I suppose everyone will have to make up his or her own mind about that,” Daniel replied.

      Fenella navigated on the way back to the bed and breakfast.

      “What about dinner?” Lily asked as he pulled into the parking lot.

      Daniel glanced at Fenella.  “We don’t have any plans,” he said after a moment.

      “I’ve heard good things about the fish and chip shop at the top of the road,” Lily said.  “We could walk there.  It’s a pleasant enough evening.”

      “Who told you about the fish and chip shop?” Bert asked.

      “Harold mentioned it to me,” Lily replied.

      “How does that sound to you?” Daniel asked Fenella.

      “It’s fine.  I don’t mind what we do, really,” she said.

      “I need to freshen up,” Lily said.  “Should we meet in the sitting room in half an hour, maybe?”

      Fenella followed the other woman up the stairs.  It only took her a few minutes to comb her hair and touch up her makeup.  After pacing around the room for a short while, she decided to wait for the others in the sitting room.

      “I wasn’t expecting to see you here,” she exclaimed as she walked into the room and found Olive sitting on one of the couches.

      “My plans changed,” Olive told her.  “I wasn’t certain when you would be back from the zoo, but I thought we might all have dinner together, unless you already have plans.”

      “We were all going to walk over to a nearby fish and chip shop.  You’re welcome to join us, of course.”

      Olive frowned.  “That wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, but it will do, I suppose.”

      Fenella told Olive about the zoo while they waited for the others.  The food was every bit as good as Harold had promised.

      “I’m glad we walked.  I need the exercise now,” Fenella laughed as they headed back toward the bed and breakfast.  “I ate far too many chips.”

      “They were good, though,” Lily said.

      The sound of an orchestra surprised them all.

      “It’s my mobile,” Olive explained.  She pulled out her phone and looked at the screen.  “We’ve been invited to a rehearsal tomorrow, followed by a memorial service for poor Rochelle,” she said after a moment.
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      “We don’t have to stay for the memorial service, do we?” Bert asked.

      “Of course we do,” Olive said firmly.  “We’d met the poor woman.  The least we can do is attend her service.”

      “You’d taught her,” Bert said.  “Of course you should be there, but I only spoke to her once or twice.”

      “Regardless, as part of this tour, you should be there,” Olive told him.  “We’re to be at the rehearsal venue at three o’clock.  The rehearsal is actually starting at two, but Josh feels that they’ll need the first hour on their own.  The memorial service is at four.”

      “How long will it take to get to the venue?” Daniel asked.

      “I’ve no idea.  I have the address, though,” Olive said.

      When they were back at the bed and breakfast, Olive gave Daniel the address and he put it into his phone.

      “The hall is about twenty-five minutes away,” he said.  “We should plan to leave around half two.”

      “If I’m not here, leave without me,” Bert said.

      Daniel was still doing something on his phone when it buzzed.  He glanced at the screen and then tapped out a message.

      “Right, then, does anyone want tea and biscuits?” Olive asked.

      Fenella didn’t want tea and biscuits.  She wanted expensive chocolate and wine, but those things weren’t available.  At least some of the biscuits were covered in chocolate, she thought as she followed Olive into the sitting room.  The others all took chairs as Olive put the kettle on.  Fenella sat down on one of the couches and smiled at Daniel as he sat down next to her.

      He put an arm around her and then leaned close to her ear.  “We’re meeting with April tomorrow morning at nine,” he whispered.  “She wants to talk about everything and everyone.”

      “With both of us?”

      “Yes, with both of us.”

      “Keeping secrets?” Olive asked as she crossed the room with a plate full of biscuits.

      Daniel smiled.  “Just making plans for tomorrow morning.  Fenella and I are going to go and spend some time with one of my distant cousins who lives in the area.”

      “Why?” Bert asked.

      “It’s a really long story,” Daniel warned him.  “Do you want to hear the whole thing or an abbreviated version?”

      “I don’t really want to hear any version,” Bert said with a sigh.  “I don’t know why I asked.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “Let’s just say visiting Stanley wouldn’t have been high on my list of things to do in Chester, but as we’re stuck here at the moment, I seem to have run out of excuses to avoid him.”

      “And you’re dragging poor Fenella along because you want her to suffer, too?” Lily asked.  “Fenella, you are more than welcome to spend the morning with me.  We could do some shopping and have lunch somewhere extra nice.”

      “Thank you, but I’m looking forward to meeting Stanley.  Everything Daniel has told me about him makes him sound like quite the character,” Fenella replied.

      “That’s Stanley,” Daniel said, laughter in his eyes as he looked at Fenella.

      The kettle boiled and Olive made tea for everyone.  Fenella nibbled her way through a couple of chocolate-covered biscuits, but they weren’t at all what she really wanted.  The tea was also disappointing.  The group chatted about the weather and the zoo and nothing much for what felt like a great many hours, but wasn’t more than a single one.

      “Tomorrow is going to be a long day,” Daniel said, getting to his feet eventually.  “Memorial services are always emotionally draining, even if the deceased was only an acquaintance.”

      “Yes, of course,” Olive said.  “We should all have an early night.  Breakfast will be at eight, of course.”

      “I’m not coming down at eight,” Bert snapped.  “If I have to go to the memorial service, and I’ve still not agreed to go, then I shall have a slow start and a quiet morning here.  There’s no good reason for me to have breakfast at eight, not if I’m not expected anywhere until half two.”

      “I’ll be down at eight,” Lily said quickly.  “Perhaps we could find something with which to fill the morning,” she said to Olive.

      “Let’s discuss it over breakfast,” Olive suggested.  “I shall probably have to ring half a dozen or more people tomorrow as it appears as if we’re going to have to change our stay in Gloucester next.”

      A short while later, after the dishes had been washed and the sitting room had been tidied, Daniel walked Fenella to her door.

      “Good night,” he said.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      “I’ll try to be down a little early,” she promised.

      He nodded.  “Me, too.”

      The kiss made her knees weak and left her determined to plan a proper vacation with the man sooner, rather than later.

      Lily was reading in bed when Fenella let herself into their room.  The stuffed giraffe was tucked up under her arm.  Fenella got ready for bed and then crawled under the covers with Chester.  She’d packed a handful of paperback books herself, so she dug one out and began to read.  When she was yawning more than she was turning pages, she put the book away.

      “I need sleep,” she told Lily.  “You stay up as long as you like, though.  I’m more than tired enough to sleep with your bedside light on.”

      Lily chuckled. “I was hoping you’d say you were tired soon.  I just need to finish this chapter and then I’ll be putting out my light, too.”

      When Fenella’s alarm buzzed the next morning, she sat up, feeling disoriented.  She’d been dreaming about Katie, convinced that she could feel the kitten, snuggled up under her hand.  When she pulled back the covers, she found Chester lying right where Katie had been in her dreams.

      “You’re less work than Katie, anyway,” she whispered before she set him on one of the pillows and climbed out of bed.  She was in the sitting room at quarter to eight.  Daniel was already there, reading a newspaper.

      “Anything interesting in the headlines?” she asked, peeking at him over the paper.

      “Not a thing,” he said as he pulled her into his lap.

      “I do beg your pardon,” Olive said loudly some time later.

      Fenella jumped up, her cheeks bright pink.  She had no idea how much time had passed as she’d been completely caught up in the kiss.

      Daniel got to his feet slowly, grinning at Fenella as she ran a hand through her hair.  “Good morning, Olive,” he said.

      “Breakfast will be ready any minute now,” Olive told them.

      They followed her into the dining room where Harold greeted them with coffee and orange juice.  He delivered breakfast a few minutes later, as Lily came into the room.

      Fenella ate quickly, anxious to get away from everyone else as soon as possible.  Daniel matched her pace and the two were finished while Olive and Lily were still discussing their options for the day.

      “We need to get going so we aren’t late,” Daniel said as he got to his feet.  “We’ll be back before half two, though, ready for this afternoon.”

      “Fenella will want to change, of course,” Olive said, looking pointedly at Fenella’s dark trousers and cream shirt.

      “Yes, of course,” Fenella said, wondering what was appropriate to wear to the memorial service.  If only Mona was here, she thought as she followed Daniel out of the dining room.

      “I think you look lovely,” Daniel told her.  “No doubt Olive only approves of black for memorial services, though.”

      “I’m sure I’ll be able to find something appropriate,” Fenella said.

      They headed outside and Daniel took off at a brisk pace.

      “Where are we going?” Fenella asked after a few minutes.

      “We’re meeting April at the nearest police station,” he told her.  “She thought that would be the best place for our conversation.”

      “A police station?”

      “She is a police inspector.”

      “Yes, I know, but I’ve never been in a police station that’s had comfortable chairs.”

      Daniel grinned.  “We don’t want our visitors getting comfortable.”

      “Clearly not.”

      The station was only a short distance past the pub they’d visited on their first day in the city.  Fenella glanced at it as they walked past.

      “If someone was going to be murdered, I’d have expected it to be at that pub, really.  It isn’t nearly as nice as the other one.”

      “If the murder had been completely random, I might agree with you, but I don’t think it was random.”

      “Why not?”

      “For a start, random murders are rare and in this part of Chester, almost unknown.  There were a great many people going in and out of the pub that night, as well.  If someone was looking for a target, it’s likely that he or she would have chosen somewhere quieter.  Lastly, I just feel as if Rochelle knew her killer.  If I’m honest, I’m convinced the killer was her stalker, but if it were my case to investigate, I’d be ignoring how I felt.  As it isn’t my case, I can go with my feelings.”

      “I wonder what April is feeling.”

      “We’re about to find out, although I wouldn’t be surprised if she doesn’t share that information with us.”

      Fenella nodded.  April was the inspector in charge of the case.  She had to be more careful than Daniel did about what she said.

      The station was small and set back from the road.  They walked past a neatly parked row of marked cars to the front door.  Daniel held it open so that Fenella could walk inside first.

      “Can I help you?” the woman behind the desk asked, looking up from a magazine.

      “We’re here to see Inspector Lowe,” Daniel told her.

      “Is she expecting you?”

      “Yes.”

      Looking surprised, the woman reached for the phone in front of her.  She punched in a single number.  “Couple here to see you,” she said after a moment.  As she put the phone down, the door behind her swung open.

      “Daniel, Fenella, hello,” April said.  “Come on back.”

      She raised a section of the counter to let them walk through and then lowered it again.  “I’m the office on the left,” she told them as Fenella hesitated in the doorway.

      It opened into a very short corridor with three doors opening off of it, two on the right and one on the left.  Fenella walked into the office on the left and looked around.  It wasn’t a huge office, but it was larger than she’d been expecting.  There was a small wooden desk along the back wall.  The chair behind it looked reasonably comfortable.  The two chairs in front of the desk looked better than Fenella had dared hope.  They were cushioned, at least.

      “Have a seat,” April told them as she shut the door behind them.  “I thought we’d be more comfortable here than at my other office at the main station.  It’s almost cozy here.”

      “This is the nicest chair I’ve ever sat in within a police station,” Fenella told her.

      April laughed.  “Have you sat in many chairs in police stations?” she asked.

      “Far too many.  It was an experience I’d never had when I lived in the US, but one that’s becoming almost familiar now.”

      “Daniel, don’t you have comfortable chairs in your office?” April asked, her tone teasing.

      He shook his head.  “Not for visitors.  My chair is quite nice, but I spend hours in it, typing up reports.”

      April rolled her eyes.  “The bane of my existence,” she sighed.  “I probably only invited you here today because if I wasn’t talking with you, I’d have to write up a dozen reports on everything I’ve learned in the past few days.  I’d much rather talk to witnesses than write reports.”

      “I think we all feel that way,” Daniel laughed.

      “So, where shall we begin?” April asked.  “I’m not going to record this, but I might make a few notes.  I want you to talk freely in here.  Speculate wildly about who might have killed Rochelle, gossip about everyone’s love lives, tell me what Bert or Lily talk about in their sleep, whatever you have.  Forget that I’m a police inspector and let’s just talk as if we were friends, discussing the case, okay?”

      “I’m not sure I can forget you’re a police inspector, but I always speculate wildly with Daniel, anyway,” Fenella told her.

      “Where do you want to start?” Daniel asked.

      “The stalker,” April said.  “Is Kayla telling the truth about what Rochelle told her?  Your opinion, Fenella?”

      Fenella stared at her.  “Um, I don’t know,” she said after an awkward pause.  “I didn’t doubt her at the time, and I can’t see why she’d make up something like that.”

      “To create another suspect for the police and to divert suspicion away from one of the existing suspects,” April suggested.

      “If she made up the stalker, then she must be protecting Josh,” Fenella replied.

      “Or herself,” Daniel suggested.

      “Where was Josh the night of the murder?” Fenella asked.

      April smiled.  “I can’t share that information with you, but I will tell you that he doesn’t have an unbreakable alibi.”

      “Why would he kill Rochelle?” was Fenella’s next question.

      “He told us yesterday that he’d had a relationship with her.  Maybe it didn’t end as amicably as he’s claiming,” Daniel suggested.

      “Or maybe there was a stalker, and it was Josh,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Also a possibility,” April agreed.

      “No one else in the orchestra mentioned the stalker?” Fenella asked.

      April shook her head.  “I won’t tell you what was in any of the statements that we’ve taken, but I can tell what isn’t in them.  No one else mentioned a stalker or Rochelle receiving flowers.”

      “Josh remembered her saying something about flowers,” Fenella said.

      “Almost too conveniently,” April suggested.

      Fenella sighed.  “Didn’t Rochelle have any friends in the orchestra?  Surely she would have confided in someone when the flowers first started appearing in her room.  She told Kayla all about it, and they’d only just met.”

      April shrugged.  “Apparently, she had several acquaintances, but no real friends.  I’m not sure if she truly did decide to confide in Kayla or if Kayla made up the entire story.”

      “If she did, then she and Josh have to be the most likely suspects,” Fenella said.

      “Which is why we have to work out if she was telling the truth or not,” April replied.  “I’m going to say a few words about the stalker at the memorial service.  It’s my one chance to talk to everyone in the orchestra at the same time.  I’m certain, if there was a stalker, that someone else heard something about it over the past year.  I just have to get that person to come forward now.”

      “You think Rochelle mentioned it to someone and that someone just didn’t tell you?” Fenella asked.

      “If Rochelle just made an odd, off-hand comment about flowers in her room, whoever she was speaking with may not have realized the significance.  What I’m hoping I can do is find one or two people who can confirm Kayla’s story.  If I can, then I’ll focus the investigation on the stalker.”

      “How will you find him?” Fenella asked.

      “It could have been a woman,” Daniel said.

      “Him or her,” Fenella amended herself.

      “We’re going to start with the ribbon.  Rochelle is just unusual enough of a name that we might be able to track down the company that printed the ribbon.  While we’re trying to pin that down, we’re also going to talk to florists in the various cities that the orchestra has visited in the past year.  I doubt we’ll find a florist who remembers a customer buying a single rose, but anything is possible.  Lastly, we’re going to talk to staff at the various hotels the orchestra has used in the past.  We might find a cleaner who was helpful enough to put a flower in Rochelle’s room when asked by a passing stranger.”

      “It all sounds as if it will be a lot of work,” Fenella said.

      “It will be a tremendous amount of work and may lead nowhere, which is why I’m really hoping we might get more information from the others in the orchestra.  Someone might know more about the ribbon, or remember a specific hotel stay where Rochelle definitely received a flower.  Every little bit of information will help us narrow down our search.”

      “Even with more information, that sort of search is going to take a long time,” Daniel said.  “You’re going to have to let the orchestra continue on its tour soon, aren’t you?”

      April nodded.  “Although the management is currently saying all the right things about wanting to do everything it can to help us find Rochelle’s killer, they are starting to lose patience.  They’re losing money and rescheduling concerts is apparently quite difficult.  I don’t think I’ll be able to keep everyone here for more than another day or two after today.”

      “Does that include the tour group?” Daniel asked.

      “Mrs. Rose has been very understanding, but once the orchestra moves on, she’s going to be eager to move on as well.  The whole point of the tour is to follow the orchestra, after all,” April replied.

      Fenella sighed.  “It seems wrong to leave Chester without the murder solved.”

      “So we have twenty-four hours to solve the case,” April told her.  “I’m hoping that making the stalker common knowledge will generate a few leads.  The evidence at the scene is all proving useless, which suggests that our killer was either smart or lucky.”

      “Or a bit of both,” Daniel said.  “From what we’ve been told about people coming and going from the pub, I’d say the killer was definitely lucky.  I can’t imagine how he or she managed to kill Rochelle in the short amount of time they would have been alone together behind the pub.”

      April frowned.  “This isn’t to leave this room,” she said sternly.

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “Oh?”

      “According to the autopsy, Rochelle had taken or been given some powerful sleeping tablets.  They may have been enough to render her unconscious as much as an hour before her death, but he can’t be certain.  It’s possible that she was knocked out and then brought to the pub, dumped on the ground, and then stabbed.  The killer would have needed a bit of luck, but when we did a reconstruction, the whole thing only took three minutes.”

      “That suggests that the killer brought Rochelle to the pub in a car,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe, if the drugs truly did knock her out.  It’s possible they simply made her very tired or made her feel a little dizzy.  She may still have managed to get herself into a taxi to the pub,” April replied.

      “But you haven’t found the taxi,” Daniel said.

      “No, we haven’t found the taxi,” April agreed.

      “Louis was the only one who drove himself,” Fenella said after a moment.  “He seems as if he might be a good candidate for the stalker, too.  He’s quiet and, well, I can see him stalking someone, which is a horrible thing to say, really.”

      “We’re looking at him very closely, but several other members of the orchestra saw him leave after the concert.  He mentioned to one of them that he was going back to the hotel to get his car.   That same witness watched him walk away, towards the hotel.  She’s certain that he was alone, which raises the question of where he and Rochelle crossed paths.”

      “Where was she when he left?” Daniel asked.

      “No one seems to know that,” April replied.  “She was behind Charlie, Harry, and Kayla, because they all left together and Louis claims he didn’t see her and assumed she’d gone with the others.  He could be lying, of course, but no one saw them together after the concert.”

      “Did anyone see Rochelle at all after the concert?” Daniel asked.

      “That’s an interesting question, actually,” April said.  “No one was looking for her specifically, of course, aside from maybe the others who were meant to be going to the pub with her.  Several witnesses have said that they’re sure they saw her at a distance or in passing, but I haven’t found anyone who’ll admit to actually speaking with her once the concert had finished.”

      “So she could have disappeared as soon as the curtains closed,” Fenella said.

      “That’s one possibility,” April agreed.  “Or she could have simply kept to herself, changing her clothes before heading out.  Someone suggested that she was unhappy about something that had happened during the concert, that she’d missed a few notes or something, so maybe she simply didn’t want to talk to anyone.”

      “How did she get the drugs?” Daniel asked.

      “I wish I knew,” April replied.  “She hadn’t been prescribed them.  I know that for certain.  I was told that she always drank a lot of water after shows.  She didn’t want to drink during the concerts because there weren’t breaks, but once a concert finished, she used to drink a bottle or two of water almost immediately.”

      “And everyone in the orchestra knew that?” Fenella asked.

      “Enough people mentioned it that I assume it was common knowledge,” April replied.  “If someone would have handed her a bottle of water as she walked off the stage, she probably wouldn’t have thought twice about drinking it.”

      “That still doesn’t explain where she went after the concert, though,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “Let’s go at this from a different angle,” Daniel suggested.  “Let’s talk about the suspects, at least the ones Fenella and I have met.”

      “I’ll give you a name and you tell me your thoughts, then,” April said.  “Charlie?”

      “No clear motive.  Also, he arrived by taxi with Kayla and Harry.  All three of them must be less likely candidates because they arrived together without Rochelle,” Daniel said.

      “Charlie admitted to going outside to ring Rochelle.  What if he reached her and arranged to meet her in the car park?” April asked.  “Maybe she arrived, slightly confused and drowsy and walked right into Charlie with a knife?”

      “I suppose it’s possible, but I believe the killer had something to do with the drugs, and, therefore, with getting Rochelle to the pub.  It seems unlikely that the drugs and the stabbing are unrelated.”

      “Does that mean you’re ruling out Harry and Kayla, too?” April asked.

      Daniel shrugged.  “If I were in your position, I would be keeping everyone on my list, but as I’m merely an interested party, I’m inclined to believe that Harry and Kayla are also unlikely because of their arrival with Charlie.”

      “Even though they all went outside alone at some point in the evening?” April reminded him.

      “It’s how they got Rochelle to the pub that I can’t work out,” Daniel said.  “It seems much more believable that she arrived there in Louis’s car, for example.”

      “Or Josh’s car?” April asked.

      Daniel nodded.  “He’s on my list.”

      “He may have had a better opportunity than anyone,” April said.  “And he could have killed Rochelle and then simply driven himself back to his hotel without anyone realizing he’d gone anywhere after the concert.”

      “It sounds as if he’s high on your list,” Fenella remarked.

      “He is high on my list,” April told her.  “If he’d told me about the flowers back when I first questioned him, the ones from her alleged stalker, he might not be as high.  Now I’m questioning the entire stalker story, which makes me wonder why Kayla would lie and that leads me back to her wanting to protect Josh.”

      Fenella nodded.  “No doubt Rochelle would have been happy to accept a ride from him to the pub, too, if he’d offered.”

      “His excuse about everyone having access to everyone else’s room numbers was convenient, too,” Daniel said.  “When Kayla told us that Rochelle kept finding flowers in her room when arriving in new places, it made me suspicious of Josh, who would have been one of only a few people who would have known the room assignments in advance.  He managed to explain that away, as well.”

      “I’m trying to find someone at the orchestra’s administration department to discuss that with,” April said.  “I’d prefer it if someone else would confirm that the database Josh referred to really was available to the entire orchestra.”

      “He said they’d be making changes now, which implies that they haven’t changed things yet.  It should be easy enough to check what he claimed,” Daniel said.

      “I may have to get a computer expert to take a look,” April replied.  “It’s just possible that Josh has recently changed things to make it appear that everyone could see room assignments, even if that wasn’t the case in the past.”

      “That’s definitely a job for an expert,” Daniel said.

      “Let’s talk about your little tour group, just briefly,” April said.  “Bert is a pest who doesn’t respect women.  Is that a motive for murder?”

      “Maybe he knew Rochelle before this tour,” Fenella suggested.

      April nodded.  “A possibility, for sure, although he denies it.  He did admit to putting his hand on Rochelle’s knee the night they met and making a few inappropriate suggestions to her, as well.”

      Fenella sighed.  “He seems like a nice man, really.  I don’t understand it.”

      “He’s on my list, but only just.  The entire tour group was together after the concert until we reached the pub.  No one had a chance to find Rochelle and give her drugs, anyway,” Daniel said.

      “Didn’t Bert use the restroom before we left the concert venue?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel nodded.  “He did, actually, but he wasn’t gone for long.”

      “And there’s still the question of how Rochelle got to the pub,” April added.  “She wasn’t in your van, anyway.”

      “No, definitely not,” Daniel agreed.

      “Which means Olive and Lily are also unlikely,” April said.

      “Very unlikely,” Daniel agreed.  “I can’t imagine a motive for Lily, can you?” he asked Fenella.

      She shook her head.  “I can’t really imagine one for Olive, either, even if she did teach Rochelle many years ago.”

      “Lily knew her years ago, too,” Daniel said.  “And she didn’t mention that fact to April.”

      “I don’t think she was hiding it,” Fenella replied.  “I just don’t think she thought it was important.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “Regardless, I can’t imagine how any of them could have done it.”

      “Each of them went outside alone at some point before the body was found,” April reminded him.

      “The timings don’t work,” Daniel argued.

      “They do, actually.  We did a complete reconstruction, casting each person at the pub as the killer.  Any one of the people there that night could have met Rochelle in the car park, stabbed her, and then walked back into the pub.  Some had more opportunity than others, but it all comes down to what time Rochelle arrived and what she did once she got there,” April said.

      “I keep thinking that Rochelle had to have been killed just before we arrived,” Fenella said.  “Otherwise, the body would have been found sooner, wouldn’t it?”

      “That’s something else we did with the reconstruction,” April replied.  “The body was off to one side at the back of the car park.  From the road and from the pub’s entrance, it couldn’t be seen at all.  The men having their cigars at the back door wouldn’t have been able to see it, either, not unless they walked several feet away from the door.  Louis’s car was parked close to the front door.  He could possibly have seen the body, if he’d looked in the right direction, as he got out of his car, but he claims he was rushing to get inside because he suspected that the others were already there.”

      “Which makes sense,” Daniel said.

      “Beyond all of that, I spoke with Gordon at the pub and he told me that there had been a large lorry parked in the back of the lot for much of the evening,” April continued.

      Daniel snapped his fingers.  “I remember seeing it when we dropped off the rest of the tour group,” he said.  “I had to turn the car around in the car park and it was a bit tight because the lorry was taking up several spaces.  That’s why we didn’t see the body earlier and why things looked different when we got back.”

      “And because they looked different, you wanted to get a better look,” April suggested.

      “I suppose so,” Daniel said.  “As we approached the pub, something felt off somehow, which meant I was scanning the area.  That may just be because I’m a police inspector and I’m always scanning the area, though.”

      “You spotted the body on the way to the pub’s entrance?” April asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “I spotted something that looked out of place.  It wasn’t the body, though, just something flapping in the wind at the back of the car park.  The lighting was bad, but it caught my eye.  It was Rochelle’s coat, but I didn’t realize that until later.”

      April nodded.  “I believe that leaves us with two main suspects, Louis and Josh.  Everyone else at the pub that night comes further down the list.  Any additional comments?”

      “There are dozens of other people in the orchestra who could have been responsible,” Daniel suggested.

      “We’re narrowing them down, actually, but you’re right, there are quite a few people from the group who are lacking alibis.  Many of them claim to have not known where Rochelle was meant to be going that night, though.”

      “Which is probably true for most of them,” Daniel said.

      “Exactly,” April replied.  “The memorial service should be interesting.  I really hope I’ll be able to find a few more people who knew about Rochelle’s stalker.  Otherwise, Josh moves to the top of my list.”

      “If there truly was a stalker, Louis will be top of the list then?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, although he won’t be the only person on the list,” April replied.  “And on that note, I’m afraid I’m going to have to end things.  I have a dozen orchestra members to speak with before the rehearsal this afternoon and I have to make sure I know what I want to say about the stalker, as well.  I’ll see you both at the rehearsal later.”

      Fenella and Daniel got up as April got to her feet.  The inspector escorted them back through the small lobby to the door.

      “Thank you for coming in,” she said as she opened the door.  “It’s always interesting to get other perspectives on cases.”

      Outside, Fenella took several deep breaths, feeling oddly giddy to have been let out of the police station.
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      “That was interesting,” Daniel said as he took Fenella’s hand.  They began to walk back toward the city at an easy pace.

      “I thought Josh seemed nice yesterday.  Now I’m doubting everything he said.”

      “He did manage to tell us quite a few things that could be important, if they’re true,” Daniel said.  “I wonder what will happen this afternoon, after April talks to the orchestra.”

      “I hope she finds others who knew about the stalker.”

      “You think Louis killed her?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’ve barely spoken to the man.  Maybe I’ll make more of an effort to get to know him later today.”

      “I’d rather you didn’t,” Daniel said, squeezing her hand.

      “I won’t do anything stupid, just chat with him at the pub, that’s all.”

      “We can chat with him at the pub,” Daniel replied, putting emphasis on the first word.

      She smiled at him.  “What shall we do now?”

      “Let’s find somewhere for lunch,” he suggested.  “It’s a little early, but I’m already hungry.”

      They ate lunch at a café near the center of the city and then slowly walked back to the bed and breakfast, doing a bit of shopping along the way.  It was only a few minutes past two when they reached the bed and breakfast.  Olive was pacing in the sitting room.

      “Oh, there you are,” she exclaimed.  “Lily is upstairs, freshening up, but I’ve no idea where Bert has gone.  I’m starting to get worried.”

      “He has twenty-three minutes to get back before we’re meant to be leaving,” Daniel said.  “Let’s not worry for another twenty minutes or so.”

      Olive nodded, but she didn’t stop pacing.  Fenella went up to her room and changed into black pants and a dark grey sweater.  When she’d packed them, she hadn’t planned on wearing them together.  She looked rather somber, she thought as she studied herself in the mirror.

      “I wish I’d thought to bring black,” Lily sighed.  “I ended up going into the city this morning and buying myself a new pair of trousers, just for today.  I’ve a dozen pairs of black trousers at home, of course, but I didn’t think to bring any with me on our tour.”

      “I’m not sure why I packed these, really.  It just seemed a good idea at the time,” Fenella told her.

      The pair walked back down to the sitting room together.  Olive was still pacing, but she stopped for a moment as the others entered the room.

      “Thank you for wearing something appropriate,” she told them both.  “It’s important that our little group not look out of place at the memorial service.”

      “I hope I’ll do,” Daniel said as he walked into the room.

      Fenella felt her heart skip a beat as she looked over at Daniel’s dark grey suit.  He looked incredibly handsome.

      “I can’t believe you brought a suit on holiday,” Lily said.

      “I was planning to take Fenella out for a fancy meal or two while we were away,” Daniel explained.

      Fenella smiled at him.  “That would be nice,” she said.

      “Most of your meals are included in the price of the tour,” Olive said.  “Obviously, things are in a bit of a mess at the moment, but once we get back to our schedule, nearly every meal will be prearranged and prepaid.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “Maybe we’ll miss one in favor of a romantic meal for two.”

      Olive frowned.  As she opened her mouth to reply, Bert strolled into the room.  He was wearing a pair of light grey pants with a brown shirt.  Fenella looked away, biting her tongue and waiting anxiously to see what Olive would say.

      “That shirt doesn’t work with those trousers,” Olive snapped. “Go and change your shirt.”

      Bert raised an eyebrow.  “The only other dress shirt I brought is white.  I thought this would be better for a memorial service.”

      “You can’t wear brown with grey,” Olive said.

      “Then I’ll have to wear a white shirt to the memorial service,” Bert countered.

      “I may have a shirt that will work,” Daniel interjected.

      “I doubt anything of yours will fit me,” Bert replied.  “I’ll try it, though,” he said quickly before Olive could speak.

      The two men left the room.  They were back only a few minutes later.  Bert was now wearing a dark grey shirt.  It looked a bit tight, but it would do.  Fenella could almost see Olive counting to ten in her head before she nodded once and then looked at Daniel.

      “I hope you don’t mind driving,” she said.

      “Not at all,” he replied.

      Fenella sat next to him and navigated to the venue.  There were only a few cars parked in front of the large building.

      “Where is everyone?” Fenella asked.

      “Josh arranged for buses for most of the orchestra,” Olive said.  “He didn’t want to have to worry about anyone getting lost.  We’re miles away from their hotel.”

      “And ours,” Lily said softly.

      The door to the building was locked.  Daniel pulled out his phone and texted someone.  Olive did the same.

      “April is already here,” Daniel told Fenella in a low voice.  “She says we haven’t missed much.”

      “Josh is on his way to let us in,” Olive announced a moment later.

      “Ah, good afternoon,” Josh said brightly as he pulled the door open.  “Come in, come in.”

      They walked into a large lobby.  Josh locked the door behind them.  “We don’t want any uninvited guests,” he muttered as he took a few steps away from the door.  As the little group moved to follow him, he stopped and turned to face them.

      “You need to understand that this is our first rehearsal since Rochelle’s untimely death.  It’s a difficult time for everyone in the orchestra.  Musicians are very sensitive people and some of them are struggling with their concentration this afternoon.  Perhaps it would have been better to have the memorial service on a different day, or before the rehearsal, maybe.  As it is, I don’t want you to be surprised if you hear a lot of mistakes.”

      He spun back around and began to walk toward a door at the back of the lobby.  Everyone else followed him through the door and into another, larger space.  The stage looked to be a temporary structure.  It had been placed as far from the door as possible.  Several uneven rows of folding chairs faced the stage.  The conductor was stepping down from the stage as they entered.

      “I’m done,” he shouted at Josh as he dropped his baton on the music stand behind him.  “No one can focus.  This is a waste of my time.  Have one of the juniors take them through their scales or something.  I’ll be back at four.”

      He stormed out of the room, muttering something about violins and tubas.

      Josh frowned.  “Nick, can you take over?” he called.

      A man sitting in one of the folding chairs got to his feet.  “Sure, should I just do scales, then?”

      “No, try a few of the practice pieces we did last year,” Josh suggested.  “Everyone should still have the music.  It might be nice to do something completely different but still familiar.”

      Josh led Fenella and the rest of the group to a row of chairs and waved them into seats.  “We’ll arrange for you to sit in on a proper rehearsal once we’re back on the road,” he promised as Nick approached the stage.  “Today won’t be a true representation of what we can do.  I am sorry.”

      Fenella sat back in her seat and watched as Nick spoke to the musicians.  Everyone flipped through pages and pages of music, presumably looking for the right piece.  When she got tired of watching the confusion on the stage, she glanced around the room.

      April was sitting toward the back with a pair of uniformed constables.  There were about half a dozen other people scattered throughout the chairs.  Before the music started, the conductor who’d just left quietly returned to the room and slid into a seat at the very back.  Fenella touched Daniel’s arm and nodded toward the man.

      “Do you think he’ll be upset if they aren’t doing scales?” Fenella whispered.

      “I’ve no idea, but we’re about to find out.”

      Nick raised his arms and took a deep breath.  When he lowered them, the music started.  Several minutes later, Fenella was relieved when it stopped.

      “That was horrible,” Bert said loudly.

      “It’s a piece we haven’t done in several months,” Josh said quickly.  “Everyone is out of practice, obviously.  Perhaps an older piece wasn’t the best idea.”

      Over the next half hour, Nick seemed to be doing his best, but he may have been the only person on the stage who was trying.  The musicians all seemed to be distracted or upset and the sound that they produced was almost painful to hear.

      “Let’s just stop there for today,” Josh said finally.  “I want to leave time for our guests to ask questions.  Olive, do you have any questions for Nick or the orchestra?”

      Olive smiled tightly.  “I appreciate that this a rehearsal and not a proper show, but I’m amazed at how unfocused everyone is today.  You’re going to have to put on a show soon, maybe even later this week.  If we were paying customers, I think I’d demand my money back.”

      Josh nodded.  “Everyone is allowed a bad rehearsal now and then.  It’s unusual for the entire orchestra to have that bad rehearsal on the same day, but these are unusual times.  I hope you all realize that, once we get back on the road, you’re going to have to step up your professionalism.  We’re all devastated to have lost Rochelle, but we still have concerts to perform and the men, women, and children who come to see us aren’t interested in excuses.  They’ve paid for a professional orchestra’s performance and they deserve to see one. Understand?”

      A few people nodded, but Fenella didn’t think most of them seemed interested in what Josh was saying.

      “Anyone else have questions?” Josh asked, slightly desperately.

      “Is the blonde in the front row single?” Bert asked.

      As Fenella, Lily, and Olive all frowned at him, he held up his hands.  “I was simply trying to lighten the atmosphere in here, that’s all.  It was a joke.”

      Josh smiled nervously.  “Does anyone have any serious questions?” he asked.

      “How many hours a day does a musician practice?” Lily asked.

      Josh turned toward the orchestra.  “Anyone want to answer that?” he asked.

      A forty-something brunette in the violin section stood up.  “I practice for about three or four hours each day, outside of rehearsals.”

      “She says,” someone called.

      A few people in the orchestra laughed.

      Josh turned around.  “We expect our musicians to practice for at least a few hours each day, more when we’re working on new material, but we don’t do that while we’re traveling.  We set our concert program before we start each tour and we try not to make too many changes to the program once we’re on the road.”

      Lily asked a few more questions about how the touring orchestra worked while Fenella sat back and watched the musicians.  Kayla looked bored as she sat with her instrument on her lap.  Charlie seemed to be having a whispered conversation with the man standing next to him.  Harry was sitting back with his eyes half-closed.  Louis was running his fingers over his violin strings very gently.  From where she was sitting, Fenella couldn’t tell if this action was making any noise or not.  When Josh clapped his hands together, Louis jumped and then frowned.

      “Right, I think we’ll stop there for today,” he announced.  “Everyone should put instruments away and then take seats for the memorial service.  Please leave the stage in an orderly fashion.”

      The words were barely out of his mouth when musicians began streaming off the stage, waving instruments and cases and shouting back and forth to one another.

      “I’d hate to see them being disorderly,” Fenella whispered to Daniel.

      He nodded.  “I wonder if there are enough chairs for everyone.”

      It quickly became apparent that there weren’t anywhere near enough chairs in front of the stage.  Several of the orchestra members began taking chairs off of the stage and arranging them into additional rows.

      “Remember how many chairs you’ve moved,” Josh called over the chaos. “We’ll have to put them all back when we’re done.”

      A few minutes later, the musicians were all seated in clusters around the room.  Josh said something to Olive and then headed for the stage.  He stopped and spoke to several different people along the way, including April.  When he reached the stage, he stepped up onto it and then turned and looked out at the room.

      “This is very difficult,” he said after a long pause.  “We’re a family, here, at least in my eyes.  Losing Rochelle has been something akin to losing a sister.  We worked hard together, all of us, and now we all have to come together to mourn our loss.”

      A whisper went through the crowd, but Fenella wasn’t certain what was being said.  After a moment, Josh continued.

      “A formal memorial service is being planned by Rochelle’s family.  Once that’s finalized, we’ll work with individuals who want to attend to try to make that possible.  For today, though, I want this to be our memorial service, our chance, as a group, as a family, to celebrate Rochelle and what she meant to us.  I’d like to invite every single member of the orchestra to step forward and say a few words about Rochelle.”

      Fenella exchanged glances with Daniel.  If every member of the orchestra spoke, they’d be there for a long time.  Bert muttered something under his breath as the first musicians made their way to the stage.

      For several minutes, various men and women each said a few words about Rochelle.  The comments were easily categorized.  Most of the men talked about how attractive she’d been and most of the women mentioned her kindness.  Nearly everyone said something about how talented Rochelle had been.  Fenella was doing everything she could to stifle a yawn when Charlie took his turn.

      “Rochelle was fun to be around and I was delighted when she joined me as a liaison with Mrs. Rose’s tour group recently.  I was looking forward to spending more time with Rochelle and getting to know her better.  I already knew she was the most talented musician in the orchestra, of course.  For that, if nothing else, she will be terribly missed,” he said.

      Several minutes later, it was Kayla’s turn.

      “Rochelle was one of the first people I met when I joined the orchestra, and I hope that we were becoming friends.  We talked a lot about the different challenges that our job entailed and I really respected her and her incredible talent.  I’m going to miss her terribly.”  She had tears running down her cheeks as she walked back to her seat.

      “She was very talented,” Louis said when it was his turn.  “I used to watch her fingers as she played, trying to work out how she could play so beautifully.  I, that is, she was very talented.”  Louis rushed back to his chair, his face bright red.

      Fenella looked at Daniel and raised an eyebrow.  He shrugged.  “Could indicate obsessive behavior, or he could just be odd.”

      “Probably both,” Fenella replied.

      A short while later, Harry spoke.  “Yeah, Rochelle was talented and beautiful and I really fancied her,” Harry said, flushing.  “I mean, I really cared for her and I, well, I’m going to miss her.”  He stomped back to his seat.

      When the last person had spoken, Josh returned to the stage.

      “I’d like to thank each of you for taking the time to speak today.  I know we’re all going to miss Rochelle.  I still can’t quite imagine the orchestra without her, if I’m honest.  I have a few more things to say, but Inspector Lowe asked for a few minutes to speak first.”

      April walked to the stage as a low murmur went through the crowd.

      “What does she want to say?” Olive demanded.  “She never even met Rochelle.”

      “Good afternoon,” April said with a solemn nod. “We’re doing everything in our power to work out what happened to Rochelle Richards.  We’ve recovered a great deal of evidence from the scene and our crime scene specialists are doing everything they can to extract as much information from every scrap as possible.  What I need now is help from all of you.”

      Another murmur went through the crowd.

      “I have two different things I want each of you to consider,” April continued after a moment.  “The first is what happened to Rochelle after the concert.  You were done performing and eager to get away.  Maybe you had exciting plans for the night or maybe you were just going back to the hotel to sleep.  Whatever, I want you to think back through everything that happened from the time you left the stage until you left the concert hall.  If you saw Rochelle, even at a distance, even just in passing, I want you to come and talk to me.”

      Daniel leaned close to Fenella.  “I hope she brought a dozen constables to take statements after this.  I’m sure nearly everyone will remember something now.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Let’s just hope someone remembers something relevant.”

      “The second thing I want you all to think about is a bit different,” April continued.  “I’ve been told that Rochelle had a secret admirer, someone who gave her flowers on a regular basis.  Obviously, if that’s the case, we want to find that person.  He or she must be incredibly upset to have lost Rochelle and we want to make certain that help with bereavement is made available.  I’m also interested in speaking to this person, as I believe he or she knew Rochelle better than anyone else did.  I think he or she may know something that might be the key to Rochelle’s murder.  If Rochelle ever mentioned receiving flowers or said anything about this person, please come and speak with me.”  She stopped and took a deep breath.

      “It’s hard to make stalking sound harmless,” Daniel whispered.  “But she doesn’t want to let the stalker know she thinks it was stalking.”

      “It was stalking.”

      “But the stalker probably doesn’t think so.”

      Fenella shrugged and turned her attention back to April.

      “If you saw or heard anything unusual concerning Rochelle over the past year, please come and talk to me,” April said.  “I’m going to leave things there for the moment, but I urge you all to seriously consider what I’ve said.  We’re going to solve the case, one way or another, but we might solve it faster with your help.”

      April nodded at Josh and then walked back to her seat.  Josh cleared his throat and then faced the crowd again.

      “Please, if you know anything, talk to Inspector Lowe,” he said.  “We all want Rochelle’s killer found and put behind bars.  If it was a random act by a stranger, well, maybe someone here saw something, either at the concert venue or elsewhere.  Please, tell the police everything that you know.”  He inhaled and then exhaled slowly.  “If anyone else would like to say a few words, you’re all more than welcome,” he said, looking at Olive.

      Olive flushed and got to her feet.  She walked slowly to the stage and then had a loudly whispered conversation with Josh.

      “I wasn’t expecting you to say that,” she said.

      “I’m sorry.  You don’t have to speak, but I thought you might want the opportunity.”

      Olive nodded.  “I haven’t spoken in front of such a large group in a very long time.  I may be too nervous to speak.”

      “Just do your best.  Everyone will understand.”

      Olive turned around and looked out over the crowd.  “For those of you who don’t know me, I was a teacher for a great many years.  I taught primary school, which meant teaching just about everything, but my real love was for music.  I taught beginners in violin, flute, clarinet, viola, and percussion.  It was tremendously rewarding for me and I’m delighted that Charlie Butler was once one of my students.”

      She paused and after a moment, a few people clapped in a lackluster fashion.  Olive beamed.

      “After I retired from teaching, I found that I wanted to immerse myself in music and to travel, so I combined the two activities and began to arrange musical tours around the world.  This tour, following your wonderful orchestra, is my first UK tour.  My little tour group and I were delighted to have had the opportunity to hear your concert the other evening and we were thrilled to have had the chance to meet some of the talented men and women who make up the orchestra.  Charlie was kind enough to join us for drinks on our first evening in Chester, and he brought along a few of his friends, as well.”

      “Does she not know that they were being paid to come along?” Fenella asked Daniel.

      “She must know.  The cost is part of the tour,” Daniel whispered back.  “She’s probably just trying to make it sound better.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “The other musicians must know that they were being paid to be there.”

      “We were happy to meet Harry Greene, Louis Renshaw, Kayla Cross, and, of course, Rochelle Richards.  I was especially delighted to have a chance to see Rochelle.  She’d once been a student of mine, very briefly, many years ago.  She was already incredibly talented, by the time I met her, and I’m afraid I could do very little to help her advance.  It was a real pleasure seeing her again, though, and learning that she’d continued to love her music.”

      “That isn’t really how it happened,” Fenella protested quietly.

      “I don’t know that it matters,” Daniel replied.  He put his arm around her.  “It’s a memorial service, not a courtroom.”

      Fenella nodded and then turned her attention back to Olive, curious what else the woman would say, and how true it would be.

      “Watching you all perform at your concert was an incredible experience, one that I’m certain no one in my tour group will ever forget,” Olive continued.  As she launched into a lengthy review of one of the pieces that the orchestra had played, Fenella leaned against Daniel and shut her eyes.  Just when it seemed as if Olive would never stop talking, she stopped for a breath and Josh stepped forward.

      “Mrs. Rose, thank you for your lovely tribute,” he said.

      Olive bristled and then glared at him.  “I’m not quite finished.  I just have a few more things to add.”

      Josh smiled.  “Of course,” he said, taking a small step backwards.

      “As I was saying,” Olive said loudly.  “I was especially impressed by the brass section in the second piece that you performed.”

      Josh coughed loudly, earning himself an angry look from Olive.

      She looked back at the crowd and then smiled tightly.  “I don’t want to bore all of you,” she said.

      “Too late,” Daniel whispered.

      Fenella turned her laugh into a cough and was surprised when many others began coughing as well.

      “I’ll simply conclude by saying that I hope the police find Rochelle’s killer quickly.  Her loss will be felt by everyone in this orchestra and also by anyone who was fortunate enough to have heard this orchestra or heard Rochelle play at any time in her far-too-brief life.  I did consider canceling the rest of our tour, out of respect for Rochelle, but I truly believe that that is the last thing she would want us to do.  Rochelle loved music and wanted to share her love with the world.  You need to continue to perform and we need to continue to give you an audience, in Rochelle’s memory.”

      A few people clapped lightly.  Olive took a step backwards and then quickly stepped forward again.

      “Our little tour group will be gathering at a pub tonight at seven to celebrate Rochelle’s life.  Everyone in the orchestra is welcome to attend.  Obviously, we expect our little tour liaison group to be there, but everyone is welcome.  I’ve forgotten the name of the pub, but Josh knows.”

      Josh nodded.  He gave the name and address of the pub.  “A bus or van will be available to transport anyone interested in attending,” he added.  “No one should drink and drive, obviously.”

      “Oh, of course not,” Olive said.  “We’ll all be arriving by taxi, I suppose.  Whatever, it would be lovely to see you all there.”  She took a step backwards and then bowed awkwardly.

      “Thank you so much for your kind words about Rochelle,” Josh said as Olive made her way back to her seat.  “Does anyone else want to say anything?” he asked, glancing around the room.

      Lily stood up and walked to the stage.  “I won’t talk for long,” she said, glancing at Olive.  “But I wanted to tell you all a very quick story about Rochelle when she was younger.  It doesn’t even involve her viola.”

      Fenella listened as Lily told everyone about the school where she’d worked and young Rochelle coming in to work with the children with special needs.

      “She was a kind young lady who, I’m certain, turned into a kind and caring adult,” Lily concluded.  “Thank you for letting me share that memory.”  She wiped a tear from her eye as she walked back to her seat.

      “Anyone else?” Josh asked, clearly hoping the answer would be no.  After a long pause, he nodded.  “Okay, then, thank you all for staying for the service and for your hard work in rehearsal today.  Tomorrow, we will be rehearsing at nine.  If you do go out drinking tonight, I suggest you still take care to get a decent night’s sleep.  If tomorrow’s rehearsal isn’t a vast improvement on today’s, there will be repercussions.”

      A few people muttered under their breath as Josh stepped off the stage. That seemed to be what everyone was waiting for.  Within minutes, the room was nearly empty.  Olive looked around in surprise.

      “Where did everyone go?” she asked.

      “The bus was waiting outside,” Josh explained.  “It isn’t large enough for everyone, but no one wanted to wait for it to make a trip and then come back.”

      “So they’ve all squeezed themselves on?” Daniel asked.

      “A few people have stopped to speak to Inspector Lowe,” Josh replied, nodding toward the policewoman.

      “Let’s hope she finds out something interesting,” Daniel said.

      “We need to get some dinner before we head to the pub,” Olive said as they headed for the door.  “I’m told there’s a nice French restaurant not far from here.”

      “Does that sound good to everyone?” Daniel asked.

      No one objected, so Daniel put the address into his phone when they reached the van.  Fenella navigated to the nearby restaurant.

      “We can’t possibly seat a party of your size without a booking,” they were told at the door.

      Olive frowned at him.  “We’ve just come from a memorial service for a very dear friend.  We’re all devastated and hungry.  Perhaps you could suggest someplace that would be welcoming to us?” she said with tears in her eyes.

      The man hesitated and then sighed.  “Let me see what I can do,” he said.  A few minutes later, they were led to a table in the back of the room.

      “This is nice,” Fenella said as she looked around.  It would have been romantic, if she and Daniel had been alone.

      The food was excellent.  They shared a bottle of wine, which meant no one drank too much before their trip to the pub.  Daniel stuck to water.

      “If we do take a taxi to the pub, I’ll have a drink or two there,” he told Fenella.

      “We should definitely take a taxi,” she replied.  “We all need a few drinks after today.”

      “I don’t want to drink too much, just in case April gets in touch.  I’m really hoping she learned something useful after the service.”

      “That would be good news.”

      Daniel drove them all back to the bed and breakfast.  Fenella freshened up and then joined him in the sitting room.  He was on his phone when she arrived.  When he ended the call, he grinned at her.

      “That was April.  Her appeal at the memorial service seems to have done some good.”
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      “What has she learned?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel led her across the room to stand next to the windows.  “I don’t want to be overheard,” he explained.  “April wouldn’t tell me much, anyway, but she did say that she’s spoken to other people who knew about Rochelle’s stalker.  No one knew much, but Rochelle had mentioned the flowers to one or two of the other women in the orchestra.”

      “Does that move Josh lower down the list of suspects?”

      “Unless he was the stalker,” Daniel suggested.

      Fenella frowned.  “There is that, of course.  I’m more inclined to think it was Louis, though.”

      “The stalker could have been a woman,” Daniel reminded her.

      “But the only woman from the orchestra who I’ve met is Kayla, and she only moved to the UK recently, so that rules her out.  I know there are dozens of men and women in the orchestra who could have been the stalker and who could have murdered Rochelle, but if the killer was actually someone I’ve met, I suspect Louis.”

      “April is doing what she can to narrow down the list of suspects.  Apparently, several of the men and women had dinner together at the hotel after the concert.  That eliminates at least twenty of the orchestra members from the list of suspects.”

      “I’m going to try to talk to Louis tonight,” Fenella said.  “Maybe he’ll say something he shouldn’t, if he’s asked the right questions.”

      Daniel frowned.  “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      “We’ll be in a public place and you’ll be sitting right next to me.  I’m not going to come right out and ask him if he was stalking Rochelle or if he killed her, but I might ask him how he’s feeling now that she’s gone.”

      “While that might be effective, it also might…”

      “Hello, hello,” Olive said as she walked into the room.  “I’ll ring for a taxi, shall I?”

      “Don’t bother,” Daniel said.  “I’ll drive.  I don’t often drink alcohol anyway.  It isn’t compatible with my job, really.”

      “Are you certain?” Olive asked.  “After that memorial service, I feel as if I need a drink.”

      “I’m certain,” Daniel assured her.

      “I’m not late,” Bert said loudly as he walked into the room.

      “Hardly surprising, considering we’re off to the pub,” Olive replied, smiling tightly at the man.

      He chuckled and then turned to Daniel.  “Did the police solve the murder yet?  How much longer can they keep us here, anyway?  This was meant to be a touring holiday and we’ve not seen anything but Chester.”

      “I haven’t heard that the case has been solved,” Daniel replied.  “I don’t believe that we’ll be kept here for much longer, though.  Inspector Lowe understands that the orchestra has to get back to its commitments and if they’re allowed to leave the area, she’ll have to allow us to go as well.”

      “I must speak to Josh,” Olive said.  “He wasn’t certain where they’d be going next, as they’ve had to cancel so many concerts.  We might have to go to Taunton from here.  I do hope the inspector makes up her mind quickly.  I’ve so many arrangements to make.”

      “Let’s get to the pub,” Daniel said as Lily joined them.  They walked out to the van.  The pub was only a short drive away.

      “If you did want to drink, we could walk back to the bed and breakfast from here,” Fenella remarked as she got out of the van.

      “I can’t walk that far,” Bert grumbled.  “Not after half a dozen pints, anyway.”  He chuckled as he headed for the pub’s entrance.

      Daniel slid an arm around Fenella.  “I truly don’t mind not drinking,” he told her.  “Especially if you’re going to stir up trouble.”

      “I don’t intend to do anything of the kind,” Fenella protested as they followed the others into the building.

      The main room of the pub was dimly lit.  A dozen tables were scattered around the room and about half of them had customers sitting at them.  The long bar along the back wall had a row of stools in front of it.  Nearly every stool was taken.  As the group walked into the room, Fenella felt as if everyone in the place turned to stare at them.

      “Ah, good evening,” Olive said.  “We’re the orchestra tour group.  We booked your private room for the evening.”

      The man behind the bar shrugged.  “Door on the left,” he said.  “I’m the only one here.  You’ll have to order at the bar.”

      Olive frowned and then turned and walked to the door.  She pushed it open and disappeared into the room.  The others followed, aside from Bert, who headed for the bar.

      The room was small, with a long wooden table at the center.  A dozen wooden folding chairs surrounded the table.

      “It’s dark in here,” Lily complained.

      “And those chairs look ghastly,” Olive snapped.  “We should take our business elsewhere.”

      “This is where we arranged to meet the musicians, though,” Daniel pointed out.

      “Yes, but it’s, well, not ideal,” Olive replied.

      “We’ll have to make the best of it,” Fenella suggested.

      Olive nodded slowly.  “Someone will have to go to the bar to order,” she said slowly.

      “I can do that,” Daniel offered.  Once everyone had told him what was wanted, he walked out to the bar.  Bert came in as he left.

      “Horrible chairs,” he muttered as he dropped heavily onto one.

      Fenella sat down a few seats away from him as Olive and Lily sat on either side of Bert.  They were still waiting for Daniel when Charlie walked into the room.

      “Not as nice as the other place, but without the bad memories,” he said as he glanced around the room.

      “Did you bring everyone with you?” Olive asked.

      “Josh brought all of us,” Charlie replied.  “Everyone else stopped at the bar, but Josh is getting something for me.  I wanted to get in here in case you were worried we weren’t coming.”

      “Who all came, then?” Fenella asked.

      “Everyone from the other night, plus Josh, oh, and Inspector Lowe,” Charlie told her.

      As Charlie sat down next to Olive, Daniel appeared with a tray of drinks.  He passed them around and then took the tray back to the bar.  Over the next several minutes, the rest of the group trickled in, drinks in hand.

      Fenella made helpful suggestions to everyone about where to sit as they came into the room, carefully leaving the seat next to hers empty.  When Louis finally wandered in, looking a bit lost, she waved him over.

      “Sit here,” she suggested.  “I feel as if I haven’t had a chance to speak with you at all.”

      He frowned, but took the seat next to hers.  Inspector Lowe was the last to arrive.  She was carrying a drink, too, but Fenella was pretty sure it wasn’t anything alcoholic.

      “For tonight, I’m just April,” she said as she sat down next to Daniel.  “This isn’t official police business.”

      “So nothing we say here can be used against us?” Kayla asked with a giggle.

      “Not exactly,” April told her.  “But I will take into consideration the fact that everyone is drinking.”

      “Cheers to that,” Kayla said, downing half the contents of her glass.

      “Take it easy,” Josh said softly.

      Kayla frowned at him, but put her glass down.

      “Did you learn anything useful after the service?” Daniel asked April.

      April smiled, as everyone in the room seemed to focus on her.  “I can’t share anything specific, but I can tell you that we’re certain now that someone was, well, for lack of a better word, somewhat obsessed with Rochelle.  That someone put flowers in her room at each stop along the tour.”

      “How did he get her room number every time?” Harry demanded.

      “We’re still investigating that,” April replied.  “And it may not have been a man, either.”

      Harry blinked.  “You think some other woman was in love with her?”

      “It’s a possibility,” April said.

      Harry thought for a minute and then shrugged.  “Whoever it was, he or she put flowers in Rochelle’s room regularly?”

      “We believe so,” April said.

      “When did it start?” Harry asked.

      “We’re still working on pinning that down, but we have reason to believe that it started not long after Rochelle joined the orchestra,” April told him.

      “That’s a long time for someone to be admiring her from afar,” Harry said thoughtfully.

      “He wasn’t admiring her,” Kayla snapped.  “He was stalking her.”

      “That’s not a word we’re using, not yet anyway,” April said.

      “What other word is there?” Kayla demanded.  “Someone was putting flowers in her room, which means he or she was tracking Rochelle’s every move.  That’s stalking.”

      April shrugged.  “We’re still investigating.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Too bad the person sending the flowers wasn’t tracking Rochelle’s every move on the night she died.  He or she might have seen who killed her.”

      Kayla glared at her.  “The stalker killed her, of course.  That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      “Ready for round two?” Josh asked.  He got to his feet and pulled out a small notebook.  After he’d taken drink orders from everyone, he left the room.

      “I feel sorry for whoever was sending Rochelle those flowers,” Fenella said in a low voice to Louis.  “I’m sure he wasn’t actually stalking her.”

      “Who knows?” Louis replied.

      “He must have really cared about her,” Fenella said after a moment.  “He must be devastated by her death.”

      Louis nodded.  “I’m sure he is, or she,” he added quickly.

      “Yes, of course, but flowers sound like something a man would do.  Flowers are so romantic and sweet.  I’m sure Rochelle loved receiving them,” Fenella said.

      “Who knows?” Louis said again, shrugging.

      Around the table, people starting talking quietly with one another as everyone waited for Josh to return with the drinks.  When he finally got back, tray in hand, Daniel jumped up to help him.  It only took the men a few moments to pass around the drinks.

      “So where are we with the investigation?” Harry asked April.

      “I think we’re making real progress now that we know about Rochelle’s secret admirer,” April told him.  “It won’t take us long to track him or her down.  We have several different avenues to explore there.”

      Fenella was watching Louis as the woman spoke.  Maybe it was just her imagination, but she thought April’s words made him look worried.

      “Such as?” Louis asked.

      “Oh, we can speak to florists and shops in each of the cities and towns where the orchestra performed.  I’ve been told that there was something unique about the flowers and their presentation, so that gives us another area to investigate.  Additionally, we can check Rochelle’s room here in Chester for fingerprints.  We took fingerprints from every member of the orchestra, so now we simply have to see if anyone other than Rochelle was ever in her room.”

      “I was,” Kayla laughed.  “We had a drink together one night.  It was just the once though.  I suppose it’s a good thing I can’t have been the stalker, isn’t it?”

      “You’ll have constables talking to staff at every hotel the orchestra has used in the past year, won’t you?” Daniel asked.  “I’m sure you’ll be able to find at least one person who saw someone lurking outside of Rochelle’s room or maybe even let someone into her room to leave the flowers.  It probably seemed harmless enough, romantic even.”

      “We’ve already spoken to a cleaner at a hotel in Leeds who may have seen something,” April replied.  “I’m going to go and talk to her tomorrow, actually.  If she can describe the man she remembers seeing in the corridor outside Rochelle’s room, we may have the case sewn up before tomorrow evening.”

      “We were in Leeds over two months ago,” Louis said.  “Surely, you can’t trust the memory of a random cleaner after two months.”

      April smiled at him.  “If it were just her word, it might be a problem, but the hotel has video cameras in every corridor.  The cleaner is going to do her best to pin down the date and time and then we’re going to go back through the video footage to see what we can find.”

      Louis nodded.  “And some poor guy who was wandering around lost will get arrested for murder,” he suggested.

      “Not at all,” April replied.  “It’s just another piece of the puzzle, that’s all.  No one will be arrested until I’m quite certain I’ve found the killer.”

      “Which could take ages,” Harry said.  “Meanwhile, we’re stuck here, not performing, unable to concentrate at rehearsals, and miserable.”

      “I’m sorry about all of those things, but my priority has to be finding Rochelle’s killer,” April told him.

      “I hope you weren’t ever lost in a corridor in a hotel in Leeds,” Fenella whispered to Louis.

      “I’m sure I was,” he said glumly.  “I’ve a terrible sense of direction.  I tend to get lost in every hotel we use.  No doubt that will be seen as suspicious now.”

      “How well did you know Rochelle?” she asked.

      He shook his head.  “I keep to myself, mostly.  My music is my obsession, but I’d much prefer to be able to play it by myself.  Sadly, I’m not talented enough to command audiences for solo performances.  As I have to eat, I have to play in an orchestra.”

      “Surely, you have friends in the orchestra,” Fenella said.

      “I don’t see much point in making friends with the men and women with whom I travel,” he countered.  “Any one of us could quit at any time, after all.”

      Fenella frowned.  The more she spoke to Louis, the more convinced she was that he was the stalker, and probably the killer, as well.  Getting him to say something he shouldn’t, however, was proving difficult.

      “Do you remember the hotel in Leeds?” she asked after a moment.

      “They’re all much the same,” was the reply.  “I’m sure it was large, with long corridors that all looked exactly alike.  As I said, I get lost in nearly every hotel we visit.”

      “It was lucky for April that they had cameras,” she remarked.

      “If whatever the cleaner saw actually has anything to do with Rochelle’s murder,” Louis said.

      “I’m sure, once she starts looking, that she’ll find others who may have seen things,” Fenella said.  “Lots of hotels probably have cameras now, too.  I’m surprised the pub didn’t have them, really.”

      “We’re losing all of our privacy,” Louis said.  “No one seems to mind, though.  I think it’s quite horrible.”

      “But it makes us all safer,” Fenella countered.

      “Does it really?”

      “If April can find Rochelle’s killer through the hotel’s cameras, then yes.”

      Louis shrugged.  “She’s more likely to find a video of me wandering up and down the corridor, looking confused.”

      “And you can’t have been the secret admirer, or else you’d be a lot more upset about Rochelle’s death.”

      “What do you mean?” Louis asked.

      “I mean, I’m sure whoever was taking the time to give flowers to Rochelle week after week, month after month, for a full year must have been deeply in love with her.  That person must be almost inconsolable now.  Maybe April should be looking at each of the orchestra members, trying to work out who is truly upset about Rochelle’s death.”

      Louis sighed.  “I don’t really understand how police investigations work.”

      “Different inspectors work in different ways, of course,” Fenella said.  “Who do you think killed Rochelle?”

      Louis looked stunned and then slowly shook his head.  “It must have been someone passing by the pub.  She must have arrived by taxi.  Maybe the taxi driver killed her.”

      “I can’t believe everyone left her behind at the concert venue,” Fenella said.

      Louis flushed.  “I assumed she was with the others.  Charlie told us to meet at the exit.  It’s not my fault he and Harry and Kayla left without us.”

      “You told me that you wanted to get your own car,” Kayla said as she looked over at Louis.

      “I did no such thing,” Louis snapped.

      “Right after the concert, when I was going to change, you said that you were going to go back for your car and that we should go without you,” Kayla insisted.

      Louis shook his head.  “That isn’t true,” he said firmly.  “I never saw you after the concert.  I didn’t speak to anyone.  I went and changed and then went looking for you and Charlie and Harry.”

      “Except I told Charlie we should just go, because you said you were going to drive yourself.  I told him that I was sure you’d give Rochelle a ride,” Kayla countered.

      “I never told you any such thing,” Louis nearly shouted.

      “Let’s not worry about it,” Josh said.  “Clearly there was some misunderstanding somewhere.”

      “A misunderstanding that got Rochelle killed,” Kayla said.

      “What are the police doing about finding her taxi driver?” Harry asked.

      “We’ve spoken to every taxi firm in the city.  No one picked up a fare at the concert hall that night.  We don’t have ridesharing in the city yet, but I understand it’s coming,” April said.

      “If she didn’t get a taxi, how did she get to the pub?” Harry asked.

      “Someone from the orchestra gave her a ride,” Kayla replied.  “And then killed her.”

      “We’re working through the entire orchestra, looking for someone who might have given her a ride,” April said.  “Many of the members have alibis, though.  Fortunately for me, several of them went to dinner together after the concert.”

      “I still think she should be looking for someone who’s devastated,” Fenella said softly, hoping only Louis would hear her.  “Maybe Rochelle wasn’t even murdered.  Maybe it was a horrible accident.  I can’t imagine how the person who loved her enough to get her flowers over and over again must be feeling.”

      “I’m sure we’re all sad,” Louis said.

      “I just hope her admirer had a chance to tell Rochelle how he felt before she died,” Fenella added.  “Maybe even had an opportunity to find out if Rochelle returned his feelings.”  She was so convinced that Louis was the stalker, that she’d stopped suggesting that the stalker could have been female.  Louis didn’t seem to notice.

      “Maybe she didn’t return his feelings,” he said in a low voice.

      “After getting flowers for a whole year?  Surely that was enough to make her care about the man,” Fenella argued.

      Louis shrugged.  “Maybe she laughed or maybe she tried to be kind and that was even worse.  Maybe she was upset because, well, just because and then she wouldn’t listen.”

      “Maybe you know more about what happened than you’ve told me,” April said to Louis.

      He looked over at her and then slowly shook her head.  “I was just imaging all of the possibilities,” he said.  “I wasn’t there, of course.  I was in the pub with the others when she was killed.”

      “Are you certain about that?” April asked.

      “I hope she wasn’t lying there, dead, when I arrived,” he told her.  “I think I would have noticed.”

      “There was a large lorry parked in front of where the body was left,” April told him.  “You arrived before the lorry left the car park.  You wouldn’t have seen the body when you parked.”

      Louis shrugged.  “I don’t know anything else.”

      April nodded.  “I’m going to be talking with each of you again tomorrow,” she said.  “We may have the camera footage from Leeds by that time.  I may also have tracked down the source of something that was unique about the flowers.”

      “The ribbon?” Kayla asked.

      April frowned.  “We aren’t going to talk about that,” she said firmly.

      Louis stood up.  “I’m not feeling very well,” he said.  “I’m going to head back to the hotel now.”

      “You came in a taxi, didn’t you?  I can give you a ride,” Daniel offered.  “No one else is ready to leave.  It won’t take me long to get you back to the hotel.”

      Louis looked as if he wanted to argue, but after a moment, he sighed.  “Sure, why not?” he said.

      “It was nice talking with you,” Fenella said.  “I hope I’ll have a chance to get to know you better during the rest of the tour.”

      After a long moment, Louis nodded and then headed for the door.  Daniel followed.  As they left the room, Kayla sighed.

      “I thought he’d confess when I said he’d told me he wanted to drive himself to the pub,” she said.

      “That wasn’t in your statement,” April said.

      “No, because it isn’t true,” Kayla sighed.  “I was just hoping to upset him to the point where he’d snap and confess to being Rochelle’s stalker.  Once he admits to that, you’ll know that he killed her.”

      “First of all, lying about something fundamental to the investigation is a very bad idea,” April said sternly.  “Second of all, we’ve no evidence that Louis was Rochelle’s stalker and we’ve no evidence that her stalker is the person who killed her.  You’re making a lot of unwarranted assumptions.”

      “I’m sure it was him,” Kayla countered.  “He’s creepy and odd and he used to stare at Rochelle all the time.”

      “Are you prepared to put that into a statement?” April asked.

      “Sure, why not?” Kayla replied flippantly.

      “Because if you put it in a statement, you’re practically accusing Louis of murder,” Josh told her.  “You should be very careful what you say about the man.”

      “I don’t like him.  He’s creepy and I do remember seeing him staring at Rochelle.  She told me she knew who her stalker was.  Maybe I should remember that she named him,” Kayla said.

      “Ms. Cross, whatever you believe about the man, making false statements to the police is a very bad idea,” April said.  “You’re on record as stating that Rochelle told you that she knew who was leaving the flowers in her room, but that she never told you that person’s name.  I suggest you think very carefully before you amend that statement.”

      “But I’m positive that Louis was the stalker and that he killed her,” Kayla said.

      “Based on what?” Fenella asked.

      “Just everything,” Kayla replied.

      Fenella frowned.  She was just as convinced that Louis was the killer, but she had nothing more solid to base her belief on than Kayla did.  She just felt certain that the man was behind the stalking and the murder.

      “I think we’ve done enough speculating for tonight,” April said.  “Let’s talk about something more pleasant.”

      The group was chatting about the weather and UK politics when Fenella’s phone buzzed.

      Sorry, but I won’t be back for a while.  I’m fine, the message from Daniel read.

      As Fenella frowned at her phone, April’s mobile began to ring.  The inspector answered the call, getting to her feet and leaving the room as she spoke.  When she stuck her head back through the door a few minutes later, she was frowning.

      “I need to go.  Mrs. Rose, you and your group will probably need to get a taxi home.  Good night,” she said before she rushed away.

      “What’s happened?” Olive demanded.  April wasn’t there to answer, so Olive turned to Fenella.  “What’s happened?” she asked.

      “I’ve no idea,” Fenella told her.  “Daniel texted that he can’t get back right now, but he’s fine.”

      “Louis must have tried to kill him,” Kayla said loudly.  “Maybe he realized that Daniel had worked out that he killed Rochelle, so he tried to kill Daniel.”

      “Or maybe they were in an accident,” Harry suggested.  “That seems more likely, really.”

      “Anyone want another round?” Bert asked.

      Another drink was the last thing that Fenella wanted.  Daniel had told her that he was fine, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t worried about him anyway.  As the group around her debated whether or not to have another round, she tried to think.  As Josh started taking orders again, she got to her feet.

      “I’m going back to the bed and breakfast,” she said.  “I’m too worried about Daniel to make polite conversation.  I’ll see you all in the morning.”

      Several people spoke behind her as she walked out of the room, but she didn’t pay them any attention.  She set out from the pub at a brisk pace, determined not to cry until she was safely back in her room.  As she walked, she argued with herself.  She had no reason to cry.  Daniel had said that he was fine.  That didn’t stop a few tears from streaming down her cheeks as she sped along the sidewalks, however.

      Back at the bed and breakfast, she let herself in and then went to her room.  After changing into comfortable clothes, she went down to the sitting room and filled the kettle.  The last thing she wanted was tea, but making it gave her something to do.  She was pacing in circles when the kettle boiled, and once she’d filled her cup, she left it on a table and kept pacing.

      “My dear, are you okay?” Olive asked some time later as she and the rest of the tour group walked into the room.

      “I’m fine,” she replied mechanically.

      “Have you heard anything else from Daniel?” Lily wondered.

      “No, but I’m sure he’ll be here soon,” she said, lying to both Lily and herself.

      Bert waved.  “I’m off to bed,” he said loudly.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      Olive and Lily wanted to wait up with her, but Fenella persuaded them to go to bed.  “Whatever has happened is probably official police business, which means Daniel won’t be able to tell us anything when he does get here,” she told them.  “Get some sleep.  You can hear it all in the morning.”

      An hour later, she had another text.  Should be there within the hour.  Sorry.

      Ninety-six minutes after that, Daniel walked into the sitting room.  He was pale and looked exhausted.

      “What happened?” she demanded as she rushed toward him.

      He pulled her into an embrace, holding her tightly as if he didn’t want to let her go.  Eventually, she pulled back an inch.

      “Are you okay?” she asked softly.

      “I’m better now,” he replied.  “Louis is in hospital.  They don’t think he’s going to make it.”

      “What happened?”

      “Traffic was heavy.  We were making our way through the city center when he suddenly unfastened his seatbelt and grabbed the wheel.  He drove us straight into a stone wall.  The airbag did its best, but as he wasn’t buckled in, it couldn’t do much.”  Daniel shuddered and then pulled Fenella close again.

      She didn’t speak as he took several deep breaths.  “I’m sorry,” she whispered after a minute.

      “He was pretty seriously injured in the crash.  I slammed on the brakes and did everything I could to prevent it from happening, but it was so unexpected.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “It wasn’t your fault.  You could have been killed, too.”

      Daniel nodded slowly.   “He didn’t mean to kill me, though.  He said as much after the crash.  Before the crash, he’d, well, he’d confessed to being Rochelle’s stalker and to her murder.  Once he started talking, he couldn’t seem to stop.”

      “I was certain he’d done it,” Fenella said.

      “He was in love with her, of course.  It took him a year to work up the courage to tell her and when he did, she was kind, but not encouraging.  He decided that she needed convincing.  He made some sort of arrangement with her to meet after the concert that night, and then he slipped her a water bottle full of sedatives.  He told me that he just wanted her to sleep until after he was done at the pub.  He wanted time alone with Rochelle, but he didn’t want anyone else to know about it.  For what it’s worth, I don’t believe that, but I don’t know that it matters.”

      “He kidnapped her from the concert venue, then?”

      “He gave her the drugged water and then, after she’d had a few sips and was getting sleepy, tucked her up in a storage cupboard that he’d found.  Then he went and got his car.  By the time he got back to the venue, nearly everyone else had gone.   The storage cupboard was right next to one of the doors, so he simply went in and got her and then drove away.”

      “And no one saw him?” Fenella asked.

      “He was very lucky.  He even said that he knew he’d been lucky, but I think he’d put a lot of time and effort into the planning, too,”

      “Then what happened?”

      “Apparently, he dumped her in the boot of his car and drove over to the pub.  When he got out, she started knocking on the boot and screaming.  When he opened the boot, she tried to get away and he accidentally stabbed her.”

      “Accidentally?”

      “That’s his version of events, anyway,” Daniel said.  “I recorded it all on my phone so April has it.  If Louis does recover, he may well deny everything.”

      “Where does that leave everything else?”

      “April is going to ring me tomorrow morning.  It’s just possible that we’ll all be cleared to leave Chester by the afternoon.”

      “So we can go back on tour with the orchestra,” Fenella sighed.

      “Maybe.  Or maybe we can do something else,” Daniel said, pulling her into another embrace.
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      “You’re home,” Mona said as Fenella walked into her apartment a week later.

      “I’m home,” she agreed, looking around the room she’d come to love.

      “How was your romantic fortnight with Daniel?”

      Fenella sighed.  “Okay, then bad, then awful, then wonderful.”

      “Tell me everything,” Mona demanded.

      “Let me get Katie and I’ll do just that.”

      Katie pretended not be not at all happy to see Fenella, but Fenella was happy enough for both of them.  After a few minutes, she curled up in Fenella’s arms and let her carry her home.

      “I want to hear all about the holiday,” Shelly said as she let Fenella out.  “Tim and I have plans in half an hour, otherwise, I’d want to hear it all now.”

      “We can talk while we walk tomorrow morning, unless you’re going to have a very late night,” Fenella suggested.

      “Knock on my door when you’re ready to go out,” Shelly told her.  “I’ll set my alarm for seven.”

      Back in her own apartment, Fenella fussed over Katie for several minutes while Mona paced back and forth.

      “You’re enjoying this,” she complained as Fenella began unpacking her suitcase.

      “I am, rather,” Fenella admitted.  “But there’s also part of me that doesn’t want to talk about the murder.”

      Mona sighed.  “There was a murder.  Why am I not surprised?”

      Fenella ran through the entire case as quickly as she could, stopping when she got to the part where Daniel had suggested they might do something other than rejoin the tour.

      “And then what happened?” Mona demanded.

      “Then Daniel decided that there are worse things in the world than letting your girlfriend pay for a holiday.  We flew to Paris the next afternoon and spent a week in an amazing luxury hotel, seeing the sights, and dining at the finest restaurants.  It was incredible.”

      “I’m happy for you,” Mona said.  “Should I ask what happened to Louis?”

      “He’s still hanging in there, although the doctors don’t think he’ll ever walk again.  Sadly, he’s also unlikely to ever play the violin again, either.  April told us that he’s more upset about that than walking.”

      “I can understand that.”

      “He’s given her the same confession he gave Daniel.  He admits to stabbing Rochelle, but he’s still insisting it was an accident.  He’s under a police guard at the hospital and no one seems to know what’s going to happen next with him.”

      “And the rest of your tour group?”

      “Continued on with the tour, traveling with the orchestra to Taunton and then on from there.  Olive was disappointed that we chose to leave, but Daniel was so upset about the accident that she couldn’t really argue when he said he needed to get away from the orchestra and its people.”

      “How is Daniel, then?”

      “He’s okay.  The chief constable has already told him that he’ll have to see a specialist counselor now that he’s back on the island.  Daniel isn’t going to argue.  He reckons it can’t hurt, although he thinks he’s dealing with everything pretty well on his own.”

      “So things are good between you and Daniel?”

      “Things are wonderful between me and Daniel,” Fenella sighed.  “Oh, the money will probably still be an issue, but we’re working through it.  He’s going to start looking for an apartment closer to me so that we can spend as much time together as possible.  We’ve both agreed that we aren’t ready to try living together, no matter how tempting the idea might be.”

      Mona studied her for a moment and then sighed.  “You won’t need me much longer, then,” she said.  “Maybe I should start thinking about moving on.  You won’t want me here when Daniel moves in.”

      “He isn’t moving in, not for a while, anyway.”

      “No, but he will, one day.  I hope you’ll insist on a wedding ring first.”

      “We aren’t ready to talk about marriage,” Fenella said quickly.

      “Then my work here isn’t quite done.  You should listen to your answering machine, by the way.”  Mona faded from view before Fenella could reply.

      “I would have listened earlier, if I hadn’t been so busy telling you about my trip,” she muttered as she headed for the machine.  The first message was about new windows and Fenella deleted it quickly.  The second, however, was from Jack.

      “Hello, Maggie.  I was just calling to see how you are.  I didn’t want you to worry if you called me and didn’t get a reply.  I’m taking a few days off for a little vacation.  Linda has always wanted to visit Quebec and I haven’t been there in years.  We’ll be back on the nineteenth.  I’ll call you when we return.”

      Fenella looked at the calendar.  Jack would probably call tomorrow, then.  She wondered what it meant, him and Linda going away together.  Time would tell, of course.

      The last message brought a smile to her face.

      “Fen?  It’s Daniel.  I’m going to guess that you’re over at Shelly’s getting Katie back.  I just wanted you to know that I miss you already.  We really have to find me a place near yours.  I’ll call you again later tonight.  Love you.”
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      Fenella Woods is happy to look at apartments with her boyfriend, police inspector Daniel Robinson.  He wants to move closer to Fenella and central Douglas, and she’s delighted.  While they’re visiting an apartment, however, someone unearths a box labeled “poison” behind an unused wine cellar in the building next door.

      Daniel is quick to offer to investigate while Fenella keeps apartment hunting.  When she finds the perfect apartment, though, it’s just a little bit outside the inspector’s budget.  Before Fenella can try to persuade him to let her help buy the place, however, a skeleton is discovered in the same unused space and Daniel is back on duty.

      Before long, the police have a list of men who went missing around the time they believe the body was hidden.  Now they simply have to search for the men and try to work out how the body ended up under what had once been a luxury hotel.

      Can Fenella help Daniel work out which missing man has been found?  Can they discover how the man died and who hid the body?  And can they find an apartment that Daniel can afford, or will Fenella persuade the man to let her help him buy the perfect, if slightly too expensive, apartment just a few doors away from her building?
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      She also writes mystery/thrillers set in the not-too-distant future as Diana X. Dunn and middle grade and Young Adult books as D.X. Dunn.
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