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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to book sixteen in the series.  We seem to be getting through the alphabet rather quickly, with quite a few tricky letters coming up!  I’m still really enjoying writing about Fenella and Mona and their friends.  I’m delighted that so many readers seem to be enjoying their adventures as well.  I always suggest that you read the books in order (alphabetically), but each title should be enjoyable on its own, as well.

      Because Fenella spent nearly all of her life in the US, these books are written in American English.  The exception is when British or Manx characters are speaking.  They use British vocabulary and I try to explain any odd terms within the text for readers outside of the UK.  I’m sure I make mistakes.  Please let me know if you find any, as they are easy to correct.

      This is a work of fiction and all of the characters are fictional creations.  Any resemblance that they may bear to any real persons, either living or dead, is entirely coincidental.  The businesses in the story were also created by the author and located where convenient to the story, rather than where any real businesses might exist.  Any historical sites mentioned are real, but the events that take place within the sites are fictional.

      Hearing from readers always makes me happy.  I invite everyone to get in touch.  All of my contact information is available on the About the Author page at the back of the book.  I have a monthly newsletter that gives all of the details about future releases.  You can subscribe on my website.  I hope you continue to enjoy Fenella’s story.
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      “I should go and get ready for dinner,” Shelly Quirk said, getting up slowly from the long couch in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows.

      “Dinner?  I wish I had exciting plans,” Fenella Woods replied with a sigh.  “Actually, I wish I had any plans, exciting or otherwise.”

      Shelly smiled sympathetically at her.  “It’s a shame Daniel is so busy with the smuggling case.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I knew getting involved with a police inspector was going to bring unique challenges.”

      “But it’s worth it?”

      Fenella smiled.  “Oh, yes, it’s worth it,” she agreed.

      Shelly laughed.  “It’s nice to see you so happy, anyway.”

      “Happy, but hungry and on my own for dinner.”

      “Meeroooww,” Katie complained.

      Fenella laughed and scooped up the small black kitten.  “Okay, I’m not going to be alone, am I?”

      The kitten gave her a quick snuggle before wriggling out of her grasp.  She dashed across the floor, stopping when she reached the larger grey cat who was lying in a sunny spot in front of the windows.  Katie tapped Smokey on the nose and then scampered away.  Smokey opened one eye and then sighed and slowly got to her feet.  Instead of chasing after Katie, though, she walked over to Shelly and began to complain.

      Shelly picked her up and held her close.  “Have you had enough of young Katie for today?” she asked the animal.

      Smokey shut her eyes tightly and rested her head on Shelly’s chest.

      “I think that’s a yes,” Fenella said.

      “I think you’re right.  Katie is still a kitten and she has too much energy for poor Smokey.”

      Katie had wandered into Fenella’s apartment not long after Fenella’s arrival on the Isle of Man.  While Fenella had done everything she could to find the kitten’s owner, she’d quickly grown attached to the animal.  A short while later, Shelly had decided to adopt a kitten of her own.  A visit to the local shelter had resulted in her bringing home the more mature Smokey.  The two cats had become good friends, enjoying frequent play dates together.

      “I’m not sure she’s ever going to stop being a kitten,” Fenella said.  “I’ve had her for over a year now, but she doesn’t seem to have grown at all.”

      Shelly frowned.  “I hadn’t really thought about it, but you’re right.  She doesn’t seem any bigger than when she first arrived.  What does Mr. Stone say?”

      The local veterinarian had just given Katie a thorough exam.  “He reckons that some cats are simply smaller than others.  He ran every test he could on her and she’s in perfect health, she’s just tiny.  She’s the right weight for her size and I’m giving her the right food in the proper amounts.  He said she may surprise me and start growing one day or she may stay this size forever.”

      “She’s adorable, whatever size she is,” Shelly said firmly.  “And now we must go.  Tim will be here soon and I need to change.”

      Shelly had been widowed about a year before Fenella had moved to the island.  In her grief, she’d sold the house she’d shared with her husband and bought the apartment next door to Fenella’s Aunt Mona.  Mona had helped the younger woman through her darkest days, encouraging her to embrace life to the fullest.  Not long ago, Shelly had begun seeing Tim Blake, a man around her age.  Tim was an architect and a member of a local band, The Islanders.  Fenella was happy for her friend as she and Tim seemed happy together.  “Are you going somewhere nice?”

      “Tim has tickets for a charity event tonight.  ShopFast bought an entire table at the event and gave him two of the tickets.  We’ll go and get a light dinner somewhere first and then go to the event, which is meant to have snacks and drinks.”

      “Have fun.  I’ve been doing my best to avoid charity events, although I get invited to nearly everything now.”

      Shelly nodded.  “All that lovely money of yours,” she sighed.

      Fenella laughed.  “I should just give it all away to charity and then I wouldn’t have to worry about it anymore.”

      “If you decide to do that, give me advance warning.  I’ll set up the Help Shelly Quirk Travel the World Charitable Fund before you start writing checks.”

      Laughing again, Fenella let her closest friend out of the apartment.  As she shut the door behind Shelly, Fenella sighed.  Maybe she should start accepting some of the invitations that came her way.  Maybe going to random charity events would be better than sitting home alone on a Friday night.

      She looked around her gorgeous luxury apartment and smiled to herself.  There were worse things than having a quiet night at home, she thought.  A year and a half ago, before she’d learned that she’d inherited a fortune from her Aunt Mona, she’d often spent Friday nights alone in her small house in Buffalo, New York.

      The man she’d been involved with in those days, Jack Dawson, had nearly always taught a class on Friday evenings.  He was a university professor at the same university where Fenella had studied and then taken a job as a professor herself.  She and Jack had been together for over ten years and now, as Fenella thought back over those years, she couldn’t quite believe that she’d stayed with Jack for that long.  He was brilliant as a military historian and he was kind, but he was also boring and their relationship had been more friendly than romantic from its earliest days.  Shaking her head, she walked into the spacious modern kitchen and began to search the refrigerator for something to cook for her dinner.

      “I don’t know why you’re bothering,” a voice behind her said.  “You’re going to order pizza.  You always get pizza on a Friday.”

      Fenella spun around, telling herself not to scream.  Mona smiled at her.

      “I should have announced myself, shouldn’t I?  I’ll try to remember next time.”

      “Maybe you could try knocking, like people who come to the door do,” Fenella suggested as she pushed the refrigerator shut.

      Mona shrugged.  “I could try, if you insist.”

      “Let’s try it,” Fenella said.

      Mona Kelly was Fenella’s aunt, her mother’s sister.  When she’d died, she’d left her entire estate to Fenella, who’d used the inheritance as the motivation she’d needed to change her entire life.  Fenella had sold her small house, quit her job, and ended her relationship with Jack.  Within weeks of learning of Mona’s death, Fenella had moved into the luxury apartment on the Douglas promenade and begun work on a fictional autobiography of Anne Boleyn, something she’d always dreamed of writing when she’d been working and unable to find the time.

      After a while, Fenella had discovered that Mona had left her a good deal more than just an apartment and a fancy red sports car.  At eighteen, Mona had become involved with a wealthy businessman, Maxwell Martin.  He’d showered her with expensive gifts over the years including jewelry, stocks, bonds, and properties all over the island.  When Fenella realized that she was now incredibly wealthy, she’d given up on writing a book and settled in to enjoy her new freedom.  An unfortunate tendency to get involved in murder investigations, and a growing romance with CID inspector Daniel Robinson, were keeping her from getting bored with her new life.

      Katie was something of a mixed blessing, but Fenella couldn’t imagine life without the little fur ball.  She wasn’t certain what to think about Mona, though.  The woman who frequently appeared in the apartment looked far too young to be Fenella’s aunt, who’d been close to ninety when she’d died.  After more than a year of living with her, however, Fenella was convinced that she truly was Mona’s ghost.

      “If you’re ordering pizza again, Daniel must be busy,” Mona said as Fenella reached for her mobile.

      “They broke up a big smuggling operation on Wednesday.  Daniel was part of the team that discovered what was happening earlier in the year.  It took the police months to put all of the pieces together and to start making arrests, but now they’ve a dozen or more men and women in prison and they all need to be questioned.”

      “So you won’t see him again for a fortnight?”

      Fenella shook her head. “It isn’t that bad.  We’re actually going house hunting tomorrow afternoon, assuming he gets all of his paperwork done tonight.”

      “Is that likely?”

      “I certainly hope so.  We aren’t going until the afternoon, though, so he has a bit of extra time tomorrow morning if he needs it.”

      “He’s house hunting, not you?”

      Fenella smiled.  “I’m perfectly happy here.  He needs to find something closer to the promenade.  He doesn’t need a big family home on the outskirts of town.”

      “Can he afford to buy here?”

      “Probably not.  Apartments in this building are pretty expensive.”

      “It’s the nicest building on the promenade.  Of course flats in this building are expensive.”

      The building, Promenade View Apartments, had originally been a luxury hotel, owned by Max and his partner, Bryan.  When they’d decided to turn the hotel into an apartment building, Max had insisted on designing the largest and most extravagant apartment for Mona, who’d always lived in a room in the hotel.  That apartment was now Fenella’s home and she knew approximately what it was worth.  There was no way Daniel could afford anything similar, not on a police inspector’s salary.

      “I thought maybe, once you two were a couple, that he’d simply move in here,” Mona said after a moment.

      “We’ve talked about it, but neither of us is ready to try living together, not yet.  We had a wonderful time on our vacation, but that was just two weeks of togetherness.  Having him closer will let us see more of one another, while still giving us each our own home to return to if we start to get on each other’s nerves.”

      “You didn’t live with Jack, either, did you?”

      “No, we both had our own houses, which probably should have been a sign that we weren’t right for one another.  I don’t expect to still be living separately from Daniel in ten years, although I suppose anything is possible.”

      “I can’t see him waiting ten years to propose,” Mona said.  “If he decides he wants to be with you, he’ll propose sooner rather than later.”

      “We’ll see.  For now, we just want him to move somewhere closer.”

      “You own other flats on the promenade, you know.  They all have tenants, but I’m sure Doncan could sort that for you.  Then you could give Daniel a good deal on the property.”

      Doncan Quayle had been Mona’s advocate, which was the Manx term for a lawyer.  Fenella felt as if she’d inherited him with Mona’s estate and she thought very highly of the intelligent man who looked after her money and her properties.

      “I didn’t realize that I own other properties on the promenade,” Fenella said.  “I really should go through the list of everything that I own that Doncan gave me.  I don’t think I want to try offering Daniel a bargain, though.  He’s already uncomfortable about my money.”

      “Still?  I was hoping, as he let you pay for the Paris holiday, that he was over that.”

      “He let me pay for the Paris vacation because the vacation that he’d planned turned out to be a nightmare.  We were both desperate to get away from everything that had happened in Chester.  He was eager enough, at that point, to agree to let me pay.  He’s been arguing ever since that he should pay me back, though.”

      “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Mona sighed.  “Maybe you should give Donald a ring.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t think I want to do that.”

      Donald Donaldson was a wealthy businessman who’d spent some time pursuing Fenella when she’d first arrived on the island.  He traveled frequently, keeping track of his business empire, so the courtship had started and stopped at intervals for many months.  When his daughter had been injured in a car accident in New York City, he’d rushed to her side.  He and his daughter were now in London, where she was being treated and he was doing his best to keep his business running while only giving it a small amount of attention.

      “Besides, the last I heard, he was involved with one of Phoebe’s nurses,” Fenella added.

      “That didn’t work out,” Mona told her.  “He’s single again and I’m sure he’s thinking of you.”

      Fenella made a face.  Mona might be telling the truth, or she might be making things up.  Fenella could never be sure.  It seemed unlikely that Mona was actually able to keep track of Donald in London, though.  When the phone rang, Fenella jumped.

      “It’s Donald,” Mona said.

      Reaching for the receiver, Fenella frowned.  “I’m not sure I want to talk to him,” she muttered as she picked it up.

      “Hello?”

      “Fenella, how are you?” Donald’s voice came down the line.

      “I’m fine.  How are you?”

      “I can’t really complain,” he said.  “Phoebe is doing better, anyway.  She still has a very long way to go, but she’s starting to see a bit of progress in a few areas.  I’m cautiously optimistic for the first time in a long while.”

      “That’s good news.”

      “And now I can leave her for a few hours here and there, as well,” he added.  “I was wondering if you might like to visit me in London?  We could see some of the sights and have a few romantic dinners.  You’re more than welcome to stay in the house I’m renting.  It has six bedrooms and we’re only using four of them.”

      “Thank you, but I don’t think so,” Fenella said firmly.

      Donald sighed.  “I imagine you and Daniel are together now, aren’t you?  It’s my own fault, of course, for not pursuing you properly when I had the chance.”

      “I thought you were involved with Phoebe’s nurse, anyway.”

      “Betty and I had a bit of a falling out,” Donald told her.  “That was my fault as well.  Perhaps I should simply stay away from women until things are more settled with Phoebe.”

      “That might be a wise idea.”

      “So what are you and Daniel doing on a Friday night?”

      “He’s working and I’m having a pizza delivered.”

      Donald chuckled.  “My Friday night doesn’t sound all that bad now, really.  Some of Phoebe’s friends from school have come over to see her.  She enjoys visiting with them, but it frustrates her as well because it reminds her of her current limitations.  While they’re here, I’m going to go out and get dinner with one of my old friends.  She’s a former girlfriend, but she’s now happily married to a wonderful man who doesn’t mind when she spends time with me.”

      “He’s very trusting.”

      “He can be.  She’d never cheat on him, especially not with me.  We had our fun many years ago.”

      “I hope you enjoy your evening.”

      “I’m sure I will.  It won’t be a late night, as I need to be here when Phoebe’s friends leave.  She’ll need some calming down before she’ll be able to sleep.”

      “It all sounds terribly difficult for you.”

      “It can be, but it’s far more difficult for Phoebe.  I can afford enough staff to ensure that the bulk of the physically demanding jobs get done by others.  It’s dealing with Phoebe emotionally that I do, and that’s a challenge I don’t think I could pay anyone else to attempt.”

      “I hope she appreciates everything you’re doing for her.”

      “She does, in her own way.  As I said, she gets incredibly frustrated by her limitations.  She’s well enough to realize how unwell she is, and that’s difficult for her.  I’d switch places with her in a heartbeat if that were a possibility.”

      “She’s lucky to have you.”

      “I’m lucky to still have her.  It was touch and go for quite a while.  No matter how much care she needs, I’m still enormously grateful that I didn’t lose her altogether.”

      They chatted for a few more minutes before Donald had to go.

      “It was nice talking to you,” she said.

      “Likewise.  I miss you.  Tell Daniel I think he’s a very lucky man.  If things don’t work out between you, please let me know.”

      Fenella put the phone down and wiped away a tear.

      “Stop that,” Mona said.  “Order your pizza.  You’re more hungry than anything else.”

      She might have argued, but as Fenella reached for her mobile phone, she decided that Mona was right.  She and Donald were never right for one another, whatever Donald thought.

      The pizza arrived twenty minutes later.

      “Your usual Friday night order,” the delivery driver told her, handing her the pizza box and the bag of garlic bread rolls.

      She flushed as she handed him payment, including a generous tip.

      “I don’t get pizza every Friday,” she said grumpily as she carried the pizza into the kitchen.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Daniel arrived at her door at two the following afternoon.  “Hello,” he said before he pulled her into a kiss.

      “It’s nice to see you, too,” she told the handsome man.  He’d had his light-brown hair cut since she’d seen him last.

      “I’ve missed you,” he replied.  “I got spoiled in France, when we were able to be together all the time.”

      “That was nice, but I thought we’d agreed that we weren’t ready to live together.”

      He sighed and then nodded.  “I’m not ready, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t miss you terribly when I can’t see you for a few days.”

      When the kiss finally ended, Daniel glanced at his watch.  “If we keep this up, we’ll miss our first showing.”

      “And we don’t want to do that.  You’ll be much happier living closer to everything.”

      “I’ll be much happier living closer to you.  I’m not really bothered about anything else.”

      Fenella grinned at him.  “The Tale and Tail?” she teased.

      Daniel laughed.  “Okay, it will be nice being closer to the Tale and Tail, as well,” he agreed.  The Tale and Tail was a pub only a few doors away from the building where Fenella lived.

      “Where are we going first?” Fenella asked after she’d locked up her apartment and followed Daniel down the corridor to the elevators.

      “Right next door, actually.  The building is quite run-down, but I’m told it’s under new management and there are going to be a lot of changes.”

      “I’m not certain I believe it, but I hope whoever told you that is right for Harvey’s sake, at least.”

      Harvey Garus was an octogenarian who had become friends with Fenella under very unusual circumstances.  He’d mysteriously disappeared, leaving behind a large and very friendly dog called Winston.  Fenella had ended up caring for Winston in the man’s absence, something for which Harvey was still grateful.  Since then, Fenella had occasionally looked after Winston as well as Fiona, a second, much smaller animal that Harvey had also adopted.  They had an apartment in the building next to Fenella’s and it bothered her that it was in such poor condition, although Harvey’s apartment was always well maintained and immaculate every time she visited.

      As they approached the building, Fenella noticed that wooden panels blocked off the front entrance.  A sign had been tacked to one of the panels.

      “Front entrance under repair.  Please enter through the side entrance,” she read aloud.  “Maybe they really are making some needed changes, then.”

      “Let’s hope so,” Daniel said.

      They followed a short path around the building to the door at the side.  A tall woman with short brown hair was pacing in front of it.  She looked around sixty and she was carrying a large briefcase.

      “Ah, hello.  I do hope you’re Daniel Robinson,” she said as they approached.

      “I am, yes,” Daniel replied.

      “Excellent.  You’re right on time.  I’m Emily Paxton.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Daniel told her, shaking her hand.  “This is my girlfriend, Fenella Woods.  Fen, this is the estate agent I was telling you about.”

      Fenella nodded.  Daniel had mentioned speaking with an estate agent to set up some showings.  He’d told her that the woman he’d spoken with had been friendly, but not pushy.  She was reserving judgment.  In her experience, estate agents were always pushy.

      “The flat in this building just came on the market,” Emily said as she pulled the door open.  “I haven’t seen it yet, myself, so I can’t promise you that it will suitable.”

      “It’s the perfect location for me, as Fenella lives next door,” Daniel replied.

      Emily looked at Fenella.  “You live in Promenade View?  Those flats are gorgeous.  We don’t see anything in that building come on the market very often.  The people who live there tend to stay there forever.”

      “I love my apartment and I can’t imagine living anywhere else,” Fenella told her.

      “Everyone at the estate agency was really hoping that Mona Kelly’s flat would come up for sale after she passed away,” Emily said as they walked through the building to the elevator.  “We just wanted to get a look at it.  I’ve been told it’s full of priceless antiques.”

      “It is,” Fenella agreed.

      “You’ve seen it?” Emily asked as she pushed the button for the elevator.

      “I live in it.  I’m Mona’s niece.  I inherited her estate,” Fenella explained.

      Emily gasped.  “My goodness, I didn’t realize.  Now I shall spend the rest of the day trying to work out a way to need to meet with Daniel to discuss something in your flat.”

      Fenella laughed.  “If we have time after this showing and before the next one, we can walk over and you can have a quick look.”

      “Really?  Maybe we don’t even need to see this flat.  I believe it needs more work than Daniel would prefer,” Emily said quickly.

      The elevator doors opened slowly.  The car was an inch below the floor, but Fenella walked inside anyway.  The elevator was slow, but it had always been reliable when she’d used it in the past.  Daniel followed with Emily seemingly reluctantly bringing up the rear.

      “Which floor?” Fenella asked.

      “Six,” Emily replied.  “Which is the top floor, which makes the flat more desirable, of course.  No neighbors above you.”

      “Which would be good.  You know I have a detached house now, so I’m quite spoiled when it comes to neighbors.”

      “Yes, moving into a flat may take some adjustment for you.  I do have a detached house on our list of viewings today, though.  It’s just a short distance from the promenade and it might give you the best of both worlds,” Emily said.

      “I’ll need to be within walking distance of Fenella’s flat,” Daniel said firmly.

      “I’ll leave it up to you to determine how far you consider walking distance,” Emily countered.

      The elevator groaned to a halt and the door slowly opened on the sixth floor.  As they stepped off, it slid up an inch and then resettled just before the doors shut again.

      “They are replacing the lift,” Emily told them as they walked down the corridor.  “They’re redoing the front entrance first, then they’ll be moving inside, replacing the lift and redecorating the corridors.  Finally, they’ll be working on the common spaces, including the community room and the exercise room.”

      “How long will all of that take?” Fenella asked.

      “They’re hoping to have the entire project done by the end of the year, but I’m sure there will be delays.  I’d suggest a year from now is more realistic,” was the reply.

      “At least they’re trying,” Daniel said brightly.

      Fenella squeezed his hand as Emily stopped in front of a door.  “This is it.  We’re on the promenade side, as well, so you’ll have sea views.”  She opened the door and then stepped back to let them go first.

      Daniel switched on the lights and then exchanged glances with Fenella.  “Maybe not,” he said.

      “It needs some work,” Emily admitted, looking around the small living room that the door opened into.  “But it’s in a great location with sea views, and the asking price is below what you told me you were prepared to spend.”

      “It needs a lot of work,” Fenella countered.  “That looks like water damage,” she pointed to a section of the ceiling that was brown and stained.  “And while there is a sea view, the windows are tiny and oddly placed.”

      “I believe the current owner took some of the space from the sitting room when he expanded the kitchen,” Emily said.  “Let’s take a look at that.”

      The kitchen was huge and seemed to contain every modern convenience.

      “I don’t think I need a separate refrigerator for wine,” Daniel said.

      “You have to admit that the kitchen is stunning,” Emily replied.

      “It is stunning, which makes the rest of the apartment seem much worse,” Fenella suggested.

      They quickly walked through three small bedrooms, all of which needed new carpeting and a fresh coat of paint.  There were two bathrooms, as well.

      “You’d have to tear them both out and redo them,” Fenella said to Daniel after they’d seen the bathrooms.  “Not only are they both filthy, but they’re in terrible condition.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I want to keep the place on my list, because the location is perfect, but I really don’t want to have to tackle this much work.  I’d have to stay in my current home for months while this one was being redone.”

      “I have plenty more to show you,” Emily said cheerfully.  “Some of the places are move in ready, I promise.”

      “Let’s take the stairs,” Fenella suggested as they waited for the elevator.  She sometimes got a bit claustrophobic in elevators and she avoided them when she could, especially small ones with multiple people in them, like this one.

      “Good idea,” Daniel agreed.

      It didn’t take them long to walk back down to the lobby.  As they made their way outside, Emily glanced at her watch.

      “We have about ten minutes before our next appointment.  It’s only a few doors down from here,” she said.

      “Come on up and have a quick look at Mona’s apartment, then,” Fenella suggested.  “I should warn you that it’s a mess.  I wasn’t expecting visitors.”

      Emily laughed.  “I don’t care in the slightest.  I’ve wanted to see that flat since Max built it for Mona.  Have you made many changes since you’ve lived there?”

      “I haven’t changed anything,” Fenella told her as they walked through the lobby of her building.  “I think it’s perfect just the way it is.”

      “It is perfect,” Emily agreed a few minutes later.  “I’d love to be able to afford just a single piece of the furniture in this room, let alone a flat in this building.”

      Mona laughed.  “Give her that end table,” she suggested, waving at a table in one corner.  “It’s nice enough, but not very old.  I have a dozen more just like it in storage.”

      Fenella bit her tongue to stop herself from replying.  She was the only one who could see or hear Mona.  Replying would make Daniel and Emily think she was crazy.

      “The next flat is only a few doors away,” Emily told them as they walked back out to the street.  “It’s right next to the Tale and Tail pub, which is very popular, I understand.”

      “Have you ever been there?” Fenella asked.

      Emily shook her head. “I live in Castletown.  This is too far to drive for a drink.”

      “You wouldn’t say that if you’d ever visited the Tale and Tail,” Fenella told her.

      Fenella had never really paid any attention to the building that was just past her favorite pub.

      “It was a hotel, of course,” Emily explained as they walked up the walkway to the building’s front door.  “When they converted it into flats, they wanted to attract an upmarket buyer, so they only built a handful of flats on each floor.  Similarly to Fenella’s building, flats don’t come available here very often and they get a good price.  This one is just a little bit above your budget, but I thought it was worth seeing as the location is so good.”

      “Inspector Robinson?” a voice said from behind them.

      They all turned around and Fenella found herself smiling at Constable Howard Corlett.  She’d first met him when she’d discovered a dead body the day after she’d arrived on the island.  They’d seemed to run into one another regularly ever since as Fenella had found herself tangled up in additional murder investigations.

      “Constable Corlett?” Daniel replied.  “Is something wrong?”

      The constable shrugged.  “I’m going next door.  The owners are having the basement extended and they found something that needs police attention.”

      “Are they sending an inspector?” Daniel asked.

      “That depends on what I find,” the constable replied.  “The woman who rang the station was incredibly vague and put the phone down before the operator could ask her any questions.”

      “That’s odd,” Daniel said.  He turned to Emily.  “I’m going to go next door with Constable Corlett.  Show the flat to Fenella while I’m gone.  Hopefully, I won’t be long.”

      Emily nodded.  “Of course.”

      “Sorry about this,” Daniel told Fenella before he gave her a quick kiss.  “It will probably be nothing at all.”

      “I certainly hope so,” Fenella replied.  Given their recent track record, though, it seemed far more likely that there was a dead body in the building next door.
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      Fenella watched Daniel and the constable walk away before following Emily into the building.  The lobby was large and furnished with comfortable-looking chairs and couches.  A long counter stretched out in front of the back wall of the room.  Emily waved to the man in the dark suit who was behind the counter.

      “Ms. Paxton, hello,” he said as they approached.  “I have the keys for 606 here.  If there’s anything else you need, please let me know.”

      Emily nodded as she took the ring of keys from him.  “I’ll bring them right back,” she promised.

      He smiled.  “We did have an estate agent walk out with keys once.  He’d dropped them into his pocket and then completely forgot about them, or at least, that was his story when I caught up with him.”

      “I’ll be careful,” Emily promised.

      “I hope you like what you see,” the man told Fenella.

      “It’s my, er, boyfriend who will be buying, not me,” she explained.  “He’s just been called to an incident next door.  He’s a police inspector.”

      “Next door?  My goodness, I hope everything is okay,” he gasped.

      “I’m sure I saw Dan Ross from the papers heading that way,” Emily said. “No doubt whatever is going on over there will be all over the news tomorrow.”

      Fenella frowned.  She didn’t care for Dan and she knew his being there would upset Daniel.

      “Let’s go and see the flat, then,” Emily said brightly.  She led Fenella to the bank of elevators and pushed the call button.  “This one is on the top floor, as well,” she said while they waited.

      “How much over Daniel’s budget is it?”

      Emily told her the price.  “It’s ready to move into, though.  It doesn’t need anything doing to it.”

      Fenella nodded, wondering if there was any way she could pay for part of the apartment without Daniel knowing.  She had plenty of money, after all.  In her opinion, Daniel wasn’t going to be able to stretch his budget enough to buy this apartment, no matter how perfect it might be.

      The elevator was smooth and efficient, whisking them to the top floor before the doors slid open silently.

      “And here we are,” Emily announced as she stopped in front of a door.  She turned the key and then stepped back.  “After you.”

      Fenella walked into a small foyer.  There were three doors that opened off of it and all three were shut.

      “This is a small cloakroom,” Emily said, opening the door on the left.

      The toilet and sink were both white and looked new.  The walls and floor were tiled.  Fenella glanced around the small room.  “It’s very nice,” she said after a minute.

      Emily opened the door on the right.  “Storage cupboard,” she said.

      It was a large cupboard with hanging rails that had shelving above them.  There was space in the corner for a vacuum cleaner and a mop and broom, as well.  The same tile from the cloakroom covered the floor.

      “And this is the flat,” Emily announced, opening the door in the middle.  She switched on the lights as Fenella walked into the spacious living room.  Large windows gave wonderful views of the promenade and the sea.

      “It’s a very similar view to mine,” Fenella said.  The living room wasn’t quite as large as hers, but it was more than enough space for one person.

      “The kitchen was just completely redone,” Emily told her as Fenella walked further into the room.

      The living room was open to the kitchen, which had gleaming stainless steel appliances and stone countertops.  Fenella opened a few of the many cupboards and smiled.

      “This is really lovely,” she said.

      “There are three bedrooms,” Emily told her.  “The master bedroom is the first door on the left.”

      It was a large room with a small bed centered on one wall.

      “Of course, Daniel will probably want a larger bed,” Emily said.

      Fenella nodded.  “Master bathroom?” she asked as she walked toward two doors on the wall opposite the room’s entrance.

      “Yes, there’s an en-suite,” Emily agreed.

      It was reasonably spacious and well equipped.  The other door opened into a walk-in closet.

      “The separate dressing room is a nice added feature,” Emily suggested.

      “I miss American-style closets,” Fenella told her.  “My apartment doesn’t have any, just huge wardrobes.”

      “Your flat has plenty of room for wardrobes,” Emily replied.

      Fenella nodded.  “That’s true.  I am rather spoiled.”

      Emily grinned at her.  “Let’s look at the other two bedrooms,” she suggested.

      They were both small, too small to be used as bedrooms in Fenella’s opinion, but Daniel could use one as an office.  The third was probably superfluous to his needs.  A decent-sized bathroom was located between the two bedrooms.

      “It’s really exactly what Daniel needs,” Fenella said.  “The location couldn’t be much better and the views are amazing.”

      “We just have to hope that he can stretch his budget, then,” Emily said brightly.

      “Yes, that is a consideration.”

      “His current property should sell for its asking price.  It’s in a highly sought after neighborhood.  It may even go for a bit more than he’s asking.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We can hope.”

      “Let me show you some of the building’s amenities,” Emily said as the walked back out of the apartment.  “There’s a rooftop terrace, for a start.”

      They walked to the end of the corridor and took a flight of stairs to the roof.  The huge terrace covered nearly the entire building.  There were a few tables and chairs scattered around the space and a small outdoor kitchen in one corner.

      “Residents are welcome to use the space at any time,” Emily said.  “Use of the kitchen requires booking in advance, but there isn’t any charge as long as everything is tidied properly after use.”

      “This is nice.  The views are amazing,” Fenella said as she turned in a slow circle.  While she felt as if she could watch the sea for hours, the views of Douglas and Onchan were also stunning.

      “If I lived in this building, I’d be out here every chance I could get,” Emily said.  “I’d buy myself a nice folding chair and bring it with me so that I’d always have a seat.”

      “That’s an idea,” Fenella said.

      “Right, well, let’s look at the gym and the library, shall we?”

      “There’s a library?” Fenella asked excitedly.

      Emily shrugged. “It isn’t much of one, really, but it’s better than nothing, I suppose.”

      They took the elevator down the building’s lower level.  The gym was not much more than a few treadmills in front of a television.  There were a few stray dumbbells in one corner of the room.  A young blonde woman was running on one of the treadmills, staring at the television, which was showing one of the shopping channels.  The sound was off, but she still seemed mesmerized by the gold-tone and simulated mother-of-pearl brooch being advertised.

      “Here’s the library,” Emily said as she opened another door with one of the keys on the ring.

      “They keep it locked?”

      “The gym, the roof, and the library are all kept locked.  Every resident gets keys for all three doors, though.”

      “That’s a lot of keys to carry around.”

      “I suspect most residents leave everything except their door key at home.  No one seems to use any of the common spaces very much.”  She flipped on the lights in the library and Fenella stepped inside.

      “I can see why no one uses this,” Fenella muttered as she looked at the mostly empty metal shelves.  There was a set of encyclopedias with a few missing volumes on one shelf.  Otherwise, there were stacks of paperbacks scattered around the room under hand-written signs for each genre.

      “It’s better than nothing,” Emily repeated as Fenella turned and walked back out of the room.

      They made their way back to the lobby, where Emily returned the keys.

      “What did you think of the flat?” the desk clerk asked Fenella.

      “It’s lovely and it would suit my friend perfectly.  I’m just not certain about his budget.”

      He nodded.  “I hope to see you again.  Bring your friend when he’s available.”

      Fenella nodded.  As she and Emily walked toward the exit, she began to wonder what was happening in the building next door.  Was Daniel going to be tied up for the rest of the day?  She was thinking about sending him a text as they stepped outside.

      “Fen, I was hoping you hadn’t left yet,” Daniel greeted them as they walked down the steps.

      “Does that mean that everything is okay next door?” Fenella asked.

      “Not okay, exactly, but they didn’t need me,” he replied.  “How was the flat?”

      “It’s just about perfect for you,” Fenella replied.  “It’s spacious and modern and just about everything has been redone recently.  You wouldn’t even have to paint, unless you really wanted to change something.”

      He laughed.  “I’d rather not change a thing, really.”

      “We can pop back in and take a quick look, if you want,” Emily offered.  “We have a few minutes before our next showing.”

      “You really liked it?” Daniel asked Fenella.

      “It’s lovely and the location is just about perfect.  I’d be tempted, if I didn’t love my place so much.  It would be wonderful to be right next door to the Tale and Tail.”

      “Let’s have a look, then,” Daniel said.

      They walked back into the building and Emily crossed to the desk.  Fenella stopped Daniel from following.

      “What happened next door?” she asked in a low voice.

      “They’re enlarging the basement, digging down deeper and further under the building.  They found a box that…” Daniel began.

      “Here we are,” Emily said brightly.  “Let’s go and take another look.”

      The pair followed Emily into the elevator.  Daniel took Fenella’s hand and gave it a squeeze.  She was sure that he could see how anxious she was to hear the rest of the story.

      “They didn’t need the police next door then?” Emily asked as they walked down the corridor to the apartment.

      “They did, but the constable was quite capable of dealing with the situation,” Daniel told her.

      Emily raised an eyebrow and then shrugged.  “I suppose you get a lot of false alarms in your line of work.”

      “It wasn’t exactly a false alarm,” Daniel replied.  He sighed and then stopped just outside the apartment door.  “I can tell you both exactly what happened, because Dan Ross was already there when I arrived.  The entire story will be all over the local paper tomorrow, although it might not rate much more than a small note on page six, really.”

      “Let’s go inside and sit down,” Emily suggested, turning the key in the door.  She stood back to let Daniel go first.  Fenella followed and then waited while Emily shut the door behind them.  She showed Daniel the half-bath and the closet and then opened the door into the apartment for him.

      “This is really nice,” Daniel said as he looked around the room.  “What’s the asking price?”

      Emily told him, causing Daniel to make a face.

      “That’s well over my limit,” he said.

      “Tell us about next door,” Fenella suggested.  She sat down on the one of the couches and patted the space next to her.

      After a moment, Daniel joined her.  “Don’t get too comfortable,” he whispered in her ear.  “I can’t afford this place.”

      Fenella nodded and then looked at Emily, who took a chair opposite them.

      “As I said, the owners next door are working to extend the basement.  They simply want additional storage space.  There was already a large crawl space under the building, but they’ve received planning permission to enlarge the space.  It still won’t be much more than a crawl space, but they are going further under the building.  When they were digging this morning, they found a large wooden box.”

      “That doesn’t sound as if it would need the police,” Emily said.

      Daniel nodded.  “It isn’t the first thing they’ve found, either.  They’ve been pulling all sorts of things out of the space, mostly rubbish, but Manx National Heritage has a member of staff standing by to check each thing as it’s found, just in case it’s historically significant.  It was the woman from MNH who insisted on ringing the police.”

      “So what was in the box?” Fenella demanded.

      “We aren’t certain yet.  The entire box is being very carefully removed and then taken to one of our labs.  The thing that worried the MNH representative was that the box had the word poison stamped all over it.”

      “Poison?” Emily echoed.

      “Stamped?” Fenella asked.

      “Stamped or printed or painted, I’m not sure which,” Daniel told her.  “It wasn’t hand-written, however it got on there.”

      “Where would a box of poison have come from?” Emily questioned.

      “We have no idea at this point what we’re dealing with,” Daniel replied.  “Once the contents are analyzed, we’ll know a lot more.  In the meantime, the woman from MNH is going to start doing some research into where the box may have come from in the first place.  It’s quite distinctive.  We’re hoping it will be easy to trace.”

      “How large is the box?” Fenella wondered.

      “Maybe two feet long by three feet wide and two feet tall,” Daniel said.  “I’m guessing, but I’m sure I’m not too far off.  It isn’t huge, but if it does hold some sort of poison, it could be very dangerous.”

      “I know the man who owns that property,” Emily said.  “He bought it not much more than a year ago.  It wasn’t in great condition and I suggested to him that he turn it into flats, but he really wants to try to run it as a hotel.  With all of the work that needs doing throughout the place, I can’t imagine why he’s spending time and money on extending the basement.”

      “That’s a good question and not one that I can answer,” Daniel replied.

      “Take a look at the rest of the apartment,” Fenella suggested as they all got to their feet.

      “I’m not sure I want to see more,” Daniel countered.  “As I can’t afford it, I’d rather not know how spacious and comfortable the bedrooms are.”

      He did look at everything else, in spite of his objections, though.  As they walked back out into the corridor, he shook his head.

      “I’m afraid I’m not going to appreciate anything else you show me now that I’ve seen this,” he told Emily as they headed toward the elevators.

      “I have four more properties for today,” Emily told him.  “If none of them will work, we can start over again tomorrow.”

      “I have to work tomorrow,” Daniel countered.

      While she wanted to jump in and offer to help Daniel with the price, Fenella forced herself to bite her tongue.  If they didn’t find anything else that was suitable by the end of the day, she’d have a private chat with Daniel about money later.

      The next apartment was further down the promenade, still within reasonable walking distance of Fenella’s apartment.

      “It’s an older building, but it’s been well maintained,” Emily said as they approached the entrance.  “This is a top floor flat, but, unfortunately, it’s on the back of the building, so no sea views.  The owners put in a new kitchen about five years ago and they painted recently, so there isn’t a great deal that you’d need to do, at least not immediately.”

      The elevator brought them to the seventh floor with only a small murmur of complaint.  Emily led them to the apartment and then opened the door.

      “The views aren’t the best,” she said apologetically as she switched on lights.

      “The views are nonexistent,” Fenella countered.  The building had been built right in front of a steep incline, so the windows looked out at the incline with only a few feet of space between the building and the rock wall.  “There’s virtually no light coming in from the windows, either, with the cliff face right there.”

      Daniel nodded.  “This is a definite no.  I’d rather stay where I am than look at that view every day.”

      “The views are better in the bedrooms,” Emily said.

      “I don’t really care,” Daniel replied as he headed for the door.

      “The next place is just a short distance away,” Emily told them as they exited the building.  “My car is right here.”

      They drove along the promenade and into Onchan, still staying on the seafront.

      “I couldn’t walk to Fenella’s from here,” Daniel protested as Emily parked in front of a large apartment building.

      “It’s a lovely flat, though, with great views,” Emily told him.

      “The views aren’t great,” Daniel disagreed a short time later.  “We’re on the ground floor.  It’s difficult to see the sea past the parked cars and traffic.”

      Emily nodded.  “This flat is well below your budget, though,” she told him.

      “Or I could just stay where I am,” Daniel muttered.

      “I thought it might be interesting to look at a detached property next,” Emily said as they walked back to her car.  “It’s a bit further up this same road, but I’d still consider it walking distance to the promenade.”

      “It may be walking distance to the promenade, but I wouldn’t consider it walking distance to Fenella’s,” Daniel said as Emily parked her car in front of a small house.

      “Have a look around,” she suggested.  “It’s been completely redone inside and it’s within your budget, too.”

      Daniel looked as if he wanted to object, but Fenella quickly climbed out of the car.  As Emily walked to the door, Fenella caught Daniel’s arm.

      “It’s a good deal closer to my apartment than your current house,” she pointed out.  “You’d still have the privacy of a detached house with a much smaller amount of grass to cut.”  She nodded at the tiny patch of grass in front of the house.  From where they were standing, it was obvious that there was not much yard behind the house, either.

      “I enjoy cutting the grass, when I have time,” Daniel told her.  “I just never have time,” he added with a sigh.  “This would be a good deal more practical, but not as good as a flat where I wouldn’t have to do any cutting at all.”

      “Let’s take a look, at least,” Fenella suggested.

      Emily was standing at the door, looking impatient, as they approached the house.

      “In you go.  I’ll just wait out here so you can speak freely,” she said as she pushed the door open.

      Fenella walked through the door and into the small living room.  As she looked around, she smiled at Daniel.  “She’s waiting outside because you couldn’t fit three people in here comfortably.”

      He nodded.  “It’s pretty tiny, but the view is good.”

      The house had been built halfway up an incline, which gave it a wonderful view of the sea below.  The road ran behind the house, which meant the views were uninterrupted.

      “The view is spectacular,” Fenella agreed.  “And the kitchen is very nice, too.”

      It was small, but it had clearly been carefully designed.  The appliances were clustered together in a neat triangle that would allow someone to prepare meals without many wasted steps.  There wasn’t much cupboard space, but there were small drawers or shelves tucked into just about every corner.

      “I’m getting a bit claustrophobic,” Fenella sighed as they walked back through the living room to see the other side of the house.

      “It’s lovely, but it’s very small,” Daniel said as he opened the first door along the narrow corridor.  It was a bedroom with a single bed along one wall and a large wardrobe on the other.

      “How do you even get into the bed?” Fenella asked.

      “You’d have to climb in from the bottom and crawl up to the top,” Daniel suggested.

      “And you’d have to stand on the bed to open the wardrobe,” she added.

      He shrugged.  “I’m hoping this isn’t the master bedroom.  I would use it as an office, so it doesn’t have to be all that large.”

      The next door opened into a tiny bathroom.

      “I don’t know that you would fit in that shower,” Fenella said.

      Daniel looked at the tiny cubicle and sighed.  “Maybe there’s another shower elsewhere.”

      The next bedroom was larger, but not by much.  It had a tiny built-in closet, at least.

      “And that’s it,” Daniel said as they walked back out of the room.  “Two bedrooms, one tiny bathroom, no space.”

      “It’s adorable, really.  I’d have loved it when I was in my early twenties.  It’s far too small, though, really.”

      “What did you think?” Emily asked as they walked back outside.

      Fenella took a few deep breaths before she replied.  “It’s tiny, very tiny.”

      “Yes, but you could apply for planning permission to extend it,” Emily suggested.  “You’d have to build up, of course.  There’s no way to build out in any direction.”

      “I don’t want any projects,” Daniel reminded her.

      “No, of course not,” she said.  “You’ll be happy to hear that the last place on my list for today doesn’t have a single project.  It’s brand new, in fact.  So new, that it hasn’t even been built yet.”

      “I’m not certain I want to wait for a house to be built for me,” Daniel protested.

      “It’s a new building of flats,” Emily told him.  “We can at least drive past the building and see what you think of the location.”

      Five minutes later, Daniel spoke from the back of Emily’s car.  “This is too far from the promenade.  Location is the most important thing for me.  It’s why I’m moving in the first place.”

      Emily sighed as she turned her car around.  “I’m afraid that’s all we have in your price range at the moment,” she said as they headed back toward the promenade.  “You think about everything we’ve seen today and I’ll let you know if anything else becomes available.  Do keep in mind that some places will go more quickly than others.  That flat that Fenella loved won’t be around for long, I’m certain.”

      “I’m going to have to give it all some thought,” Daniel said.

      Emily parked in front of Fenella’s building.  As they began to walk away from the car, Emily called out.

      “Fenella, wait,” she said.  When she reached them, she pulled Fenella a few steps away from Daniel.  “If you’re going to try to talk him into that flat, do it quickly.  If you’d prefer for me to tell him that the price dropped while we make private arrangements for you to make up the difference, let me know.”

      For a brief moment, Fenella was tempted by the offer.  Then she shook her head.  “I’m not prepared to lie to Daniel, not even to get him into the perfect place,” she told Emily.

      “I thought it might be worth a try,” Emily said.  “Never mind.  Good luck with everything.  I hope to hear from Daniel soon.”

      “What was that about?” Daniel demanded as they walked into Fenella’s building.

      “She suggested that I could pay something toward the apartment that we both loved without you knowing about it.  She would tell you that the price dropped or something.”

      Daniel frowned.  “I’d see the selling price on all of the paperwork, though,” he said.

      “So it was a stupid idea that she hadn’t thought through.  Are you surprised?”

      He laughed.  “I shouldn’t be, should I?  Estate agents will do anything they can to get a sale.  Were you tempted to agree?”

      “I do think that apartment is perfect for you,” Fenella said.  They’d reached her door and she couldn’t find her keycard, which wasn’t unusual.  She dug around in the handbag for a minute before she finally unearthed it.

      “It’s a lovely flat and the location is fantastic, but I can’t afford it so there’s no point in discussing it any further,” Daniel said sharply.

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  “Let’s not argue,” she suggested.  “Did you like any of the other properties?”

      “No.”

      “How about a drink?” she suggested.  “Coffee, tea, wine, beer?”

      “Coffee,” he said.  “It’s too early for anything else.”

      They walked into the kitchen and Fenella filled the coffee maker.

      “How was your day, then?” Mona asked as she materialized next to Daniel.

      Fenella glared at her as Daniel dropped heavily onto one of the stools at the counter.

      “Oh, dear, that good?” Mona asked.  “Let me guess, he can’t afford the flat he really wants and he won’t let you help pay for it.”

      Fenella nodded slightly as she reached for coffee cups.

      “Can’t you arrange for him to inherit something from a distant relative he doesn’t know he has?” Mona asked.

      “Don’t tempt me,” Fenella said.

      “Don’t tempt you what?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella frowned as Mona began to laugh.  “I was just thinking out loud,” she explained.  “I really want to help you buy that apartment.”

      “Well, you can’t,” Daniel said.  “I can’t afford it and I won’t take money from you.”

      “Why not?” Mona asked.  “If he truly cares about you, why shouldn’t he take a bit of money from you?  You don’t need everything I left you.”

      “Why not?” Fenella asked.  She crossed the room and went and stood right in front of Daniel.  “If I needed money, maybe just a few thousand pounds to pay my bills, would you offer to help?”

      “Of course,” he replied.

      “Then why is this different?”

      “It’s more than a few thousand pounds for a start.”

      “But I have more than a few thousand pounds.  I have more than enough money to buy that apartment and give it to you outright.  I’m not even offering to do that, because I know you’d refuse, but why not let me pay the difference between what you can afford and the asking price?”

      Daniel looked up at her and shook his head.  “I can’t accept…”

      She stopped him with a kiss.  When she finally lifted her head, he sighed deeply.

      “I care about you,” she said huskily.  “I’m sort of afraid of the L word, but I’ll say it if it gets you to agree to letting me help with the apartment.”

      “I’m just not comfortable with the idea,” he said softly.

      “Maybe he’ll let you lend him the money,” Mona suggested.  “Doncan can work out the fine print on a loan for the whole amount of the flat or just the extra that his regular mortgage won’t cover.  You can let him pay it off over fifty or a hundred years or something.”

      “What about a loan?” Fenella asked.  “We could have Doncan do it all properly, but it could be for a longer term than the banks would allow, so you could pay the same amount, just over a longer period.”

      Daniel frowned.  “Let me think about that,” he said.  “I don’t generally borrow money from anyone, especially not friends.”

      “I’d like to think we’re more than friends,” Fenella said with a laugh before she kissed him again.  “If Doncan arranges it all, it would really be between him and you and nothing to do with me, anyway,” she added after a while.

      “I’ll give it some thought.”

      She poured them each a cup of coffee and took a sip of hers.  “What time is it?  I’m starving,” she blurted out as her stomach growled.

      Daniel looked at his watch.  “It’s nearly five.  We could start thinking about dinner.”

      “It’s my turn to pay for a nice dinner,” she reminded him.  “What about the really fancy place on the promenade?”

      “I’m not really dressed for that, although I could go home and change.”

      “It will be so much better when you live closer,” Fenella sighed.  “Let’s just get pizza or Chinese.”

      “You just had pizza,” Mona reminded her.

      “When we were walking between showings today, I noticed a new place that’s just opened up not far past the Tale and Tail.  The sign said Italian specialties,” Daniel told her.

      “How did I miss that?”

      “Do you want to give it a try?  We could stop at the pub on the way back here after dinner.”

      “Perfect.”

      It took Fenella a few minutes to freshen up.  While she was busy doing that, Daniel got Katie’s dinner ready for her.

      “Ready?” he asked when she joined him in the kitchen.

      “And incredibly hungry.  Lunch was a very long time ago, or so it seems.”

      They made their way out of the building and began to stroll along the sidewalk.  Fenella stopped when they reached the building that housed the flat she wanted Daniel to buy.

      “Wouldn’t it be nice to be able to just pop inside and change?” she asked him.

      “Do I need to change?  I thought you were happy with me just the way I am.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I am very happy with you, just the way you are.  I just wish you’d stop letting my money come between us.”

      “I’m not letting it come between us, I’m just not letting you waste it on me.”

      “I’ve nothing else to do with it and my nieces and nephews will all be perfectly fine without an inheritance.  Having said that, they’re all in line for a great deal of money, they just don’t know it yet.  Even if I bought you an entire apartment building, I’d still have plenty to leave them, you know.”

      Daniel sighed and then nodded.  “I know and I don’t mean to be difficult.  The money is weird for me.”

      “It’s weird for me, too,” Fenella told him.  “Maybe I should just give it all away.”

      Daniel opened his mouth to reply, but he was interrupted.

      “Inspector Robinson?  I wasn’t expecting to see you here again,” Constable Corlett said.

      “Is there something wrong?” Daniel asked.

      The constable shrugged.  “We’ve been rung again by the woman in the building next door.  This time she says they’ve found a body.”
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      Daniel frowned.  “Are they sending an inspector?”

      “I’m going to evaluate the situation.  Whatever they’ve found, it isn’t recent.  The box that we pulled out earlier had newspapers dated from the early nineties tucked inside.  Whatever was behind the box has to have been there at least that long,” the constable replied.

      “Go,” Fenella said to Daniel in a low voice.  “You know you want to.”

      He looked at her and then smiled.  “I do love you,” he said softly.  “Thank you for understanding.  Get something to eat while you wait.  I’ll come and tell you everything I can as soon as possible.”

      She gave him a quick kiss and then watched as he and the constable walked up the path to the next building.  Her stomach rumbled again, but she felt more sad than hungry.  Because of the nature of his job, work was always going to come first for Daniel and she was going to have to learn to live with that.  Maybe the body had been there for hundreds of years, she thought as she turned toward home.  Maybe they’d unearthed a Viking burial or something equally interesting.  That was definitely preferable to anything more recent, anyway.

      “Why are you back so soon?” Mona demanded as Fenella walked back into her apartment.  Katie was curled up on Mona’s lap, but she jumped down as soon as she saw Fenella.  The two always acted as if they didn’t get along, but Fenella knew better.

      “Daniel had to deal with an issue,” Fenella sighed.  “They’re digging a larger basement under the building next door to the one that has the perfect apartment.  This morning they found a box with the word poison written all over it.  This evening, they found a dead body.”

      “Someone was poisoned and buried under the building.  How interesting.”

      “Maybe, or maybe the box is an old Halloween decoration and the body has been there for hundreds of years.”

      “We don’t celebrate Halloween on the Isle of Man,” Mona reminded her.  “Oh, I know it’s becoming fashionable now, but it wasn’t years ago.  How long had the box been there?”

      “Constable Corlett said something about it having newspapers inside that dated to the early nineties.”

      “I know the man who used to own that building.  I can see him wanting to poison any number of people, really.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “We don’t know enough to even begin speculating about the poison or the body.   I’m still hoping the box was just a decoration for something.  Do people decorate for Hop-tu-Naa?” she asked.

      Hop-tu-Naa was the island’s harvest festival.  While it technically marked the new year, it was celebrated on the thirty-first of October every year.  Similar to Halloween, children went door to door, singing a version of the Hop-tu-Naa song and being given candy for their efforts.  Fenella knew that people carved turnips for the celebration, but she’d never seen decorating on the same sort of scale as she’d seen in the US for Halloween.

      “Aside from turnips?  Not really.  I can’t imagine anyone thinking that a box with the word poison written on it would make a good decoration for anything.”

      “What about a themed party?  Maybe someone had a party at the hotel and used the box as a decoration for that.”

      “What sort of theme requires boxes of poison?”

      “I don’t know, maybe it was a murder mystery theme,” Fenella said.  “The police are working on analyzing what they’ve found.  Hopefully it will turn out to be nothing at all.”

      “They might find an explanation for the box, but the body is more of a concern.”

      “If there actually is a body.  Maybe it’s just a plastic skeleton, left over from the same party,” Fenella suggested.

      “Or maybe someone was poisoned in one of the hotel’s rooms and then buried in the basement, along with the remains of the poison that killed him or her.”

      “The skeleton may have been there for many years.  The hotel has someone from Manx National Heritage on the site, evaluating what’s being found.  Maybe it’s an old Viking burial or something from medieval times.”

      “Maybe,” Mona shrugged.  “Or maybe you’re caught up in another murder investigation.”

      “If the body has been there since the early nineties or earlier, I doubt the police will be able to work out what killed him or her.  There must be nothing but a skeleton left, surely?”

      “So maybe the body hasn’t been there that long.”

      “It was behind the box that the police were able to date.”

      “Maybe the newspapers were added later, to deliberately confuse things.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Maybe I need to get something to eat,” she said, reaching for the telephone.

      “You aren’t going to order pizza again,” Mona said firmly.

      “Why not? I like pizza.”

      “It isn’t healthy for you, for a start.  You’re not going to fit into my clothes if you keep eating pizza all the time.”

      Along with all of the other wonderful things that Fenella had inherited, her bedroom contained a huge wardrobe that was full of Mona’s clothes.  A local designer named Timothy had made nearly everything in the wardrobe for Mona.  From what Fenella knew of her aunt, they were very different sizes and shapes, but everything in the wardrobe seemed to fit Fenella perfectly, regardless.

      “I don’t have any food in the house,” Fenella complained.  She opened her freezer and stared at a frozen pizza, a loaf of garlic bread, and six tubs of ice cream.  When Fenella’s hand twitched, Mona sighed loudly.

      “Ice cream is not an adequate meal,” she said sharply.

      “I’m starving.  Even if I had food here, I don’t want to take the time to cook anything.”

      “You have eggs and onions and cheese.  Make an omelet.  That will take less time than you’d spend waiting for your pizza to be delivered.”

      Fenella thought about an omelet and then started to think about other things.  Suddenly, anything and everything sounded good.  Anything and everything other than an omelet, that is.

      “I’m going to run over to ShopFast and get something,” she told Mona.  “They have plenty of things I can just throw together.”

      “Get chicken and peppers and make a stir fry,” Mona suggested as Fenella slid her shoes back on.

      “That sounds really good, actually,” Fenella said as she grabbed her handbag and headed for the door.

      “Hello,” Shelly said brightly as she stepped off the elevator.

      Fenella took a step backward.  “Hi.  I’m just dashing over to ShopFast to get something to make for dinner,” she told her friend.  “Daniel and I were going to go out, but he suddenly had to work.”

      “Oh, dear.  Tim and I were meant to be going out, too, but the band got a last minute booking and they didn’t want to turn it down.  They haven’t been playing very much lately, not with Paul across.”

      Paul Baldwin was sometimes the lead singer with the band, but he had ambitions beyond what the island could offer.  He frequently traveled to the UK in search of his big break.  Fenella wasn’t surprised that he was back “across,” the term that island residents used for the UK.

      “What are you doing for dinner?” Fenella asked Shelly.

      “I’m probably just going to reheat some frozen stew from a few weeks ago.  I have plenty if you want to come over and share with me.”

      “Are you sure?  I’d rather do that than cook for myself, but I don’t want to impose.”

      “It’s not imposition.  As I said, I have plenty.  I’ve already had it for two meals.  I’m getting rather tired of leftover stew, really, but I can’t bring myself to throw it away.”

      They walked back to Shelly’s apartment, where Shelly dug a large container out of the freezer.  “I should have frozen it in single serving sizes, really, but I made it for me and Tim one night and by the time he’d left, I was too tired to care.”

      “Can you separate it in any way now?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly looked at the frozen bowl and shrugged.  “I’ll just reheat it all and we can throw away whatever we don’t eat.”

      “That sounds like a plan,” Fenella laughed.

      Shelly put the bowl in the microwave.  “I don’t really have anything to serve with it,” she said apologetically.

      “I have frozen garlic bread in my freezer.  I’ll go and get that, if you’d like.”

      “That sounds really good, actually.  Thanks.”

      “Should I bring back a bottle of wine?”

      “Yes, please,” Shelly said with a bright smile.

      Back in her apartment, Fenella grabbed the garlic bread, a bottle of wine, and a tub of ice cream.  She was writing a note for Daniel when Mona spoke behind her.

      “Garlic bread, ice cream, and wine?  That doesn’t seem healthy,” Mona said.

      Fenella jumped, dragging the pen across her neatly written note.  “I’m having dinner with Shelly.  She’s supplying the healthy part.”

      “And you’re leaving Daniel a note?  Is he meant to be coming back here?”

      “He said he’d come here after he finished at the scene.  I’m just letting him know where to find me.”

      “You’ll be back before he’s finished at the scene,” Mona predicted.

      “Probably, but just in case it turns out to be nothing, I don’t want him to worry.”

      “It’s not nothing,” Mona said.  “I’m not sure what it is, but it isn’t nothing.  There are odd vibrations in the air.”

      Fenella made a face at her.  Mona often said things like that but would never elaborate when Fenella questioned them further.  Fenella was working on not asking questions.  She stuck the note to her door and then went back to Shelly’s apartment.

      Over dinner, Fenella told Shelly everything she knew about the things that had been found under the building just down the road from them.

      “I can’t imagine why anyone would bury a box full of poison.  That seems dangerous, really.  What if the box leaked and the poison got into the water supply or something?” Shelly asked.

      “I’ve no idea what was in the box,” Fenella told her.  “Constable Corlett said something about newspapers, but presumably they were just padding around whatever was meant to be holding the poison.  I don’t know why, but I was imagining glass bottles full of green liquid, but maybe I’ve just seen too many movies.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I was picturing the same sort of thing, really.  I suppose poisons don’t have to be liquids, though, do they?  Maybe the box held a tin or tins of some sort of solid poison.”

      “I know next to nothing about poison,” Fenella admitted.  “And I don’t want to start doing any research now.  With everything that’s happened in the last year, I don’t want anything questionable in my computer’s search history.”

      “I can look it up,” Shelly offered.  “I can always say I was doing research for my books.”

      “I thought you were writing a romance.  I wouldn’t have thought people get poisoned in romance novels.”

      “Not usually, but maybe someone could almost get poisoned or someone could get really sick and nearly die, but then recover in time for a happily ever after.”

      “Maybe we should wait and see what Daniel says.”

      “Let’s walk in the morning,” Shelly suggested.  “Then you can tell me what Daniel said.”

      “Knock on my door when you’re ready to go.  Katie will have me up, even if I have a very late night.”

      “I hope it isn’t too late,” Shelly told her.

      Between them, they ate about half of the bowl of stew, all of the garlic bread and the entire tub of ice cream.  When they were done, they cleaned up Shelly’s kitchen and then Shelly insisted that Fenella take the leftover stew home with her.

      “Daniel might appreciate it when he gets to your flat,” she suggested.

      “I hope he’s had a chance to eat something by now,” Fenella said.  “But knowing Daniel, he hasn’t.”

      Back in her own apartment, feeling rather uncomfortably full, Fenella found herself pacing in circles around the living room.

      “Do sit down,” Mona said as she walked into the room to the sound of trumpets blaring.

      Fenella jumped and then stared at her aunt.  “What was that?”

      “You get upset when I simply appear.  I thought I’d try something different,” Mona replied in an innocent voice.

      “Trumpets?  Really?  They scared me more than you do.”

      “They were a bit louder than I’d anticipated.  I should have expected Horace to want to show off, really.  I can ask him to play more quietly next time, if you’d prefer.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Why not try something like snapping or clapping or something?” she suggested.  “Just a small noise to alert me that you’re going to appear.”

      “Boring,” Mona yawned.  “But if that’s what you want, we can try it.”

      “Thank you.”

      “I hope Shelly is well?”

      “She is, and she’s very happy with Tim.”

      “Except she didn’t go to see him perform tonight.”

      “They’re playing at a private party in Castletown,” Fenella explained.  “He did invite her, actually.  He offered to sneak her in as part of the band, but she didn’t feel that would be appropriate.”

      “I’m sure she’s correct.  You wouldn’t believe the number of people who used to sneak into my parties back in the day.  Max always used to tell me to expect at least a dozen more people than were invited because people were always sneaking in the back way or pretending to have been invited when they weren’t.”

      “How awful.  I would have expected you to have had better security than that.”

      “We usually didn’t bother with security.  People were expected to know how to behave.  Showing up at a party to which one hasn’t been invited is very tacky.  Most of my friends knew better, of course, but there were so many others who wanted to be my friends, or wanted to be a part of the social circle around Max and me.  Sometimes it seemed easier to let them get away with sneaking into an event here or there, rather than chasing them away.”

      “Yes, well, Shelly didn’t want to sneak into an engagement party so she stayed home and had dinner with me.  I’m grateful, anyway.”

      A knock on the door kept Mona from replying.

      “I’m a mess,” Daniel said when Fenella opened it.

      She swallowed hard to stop herself from agreeing too quickly.  Daniel was almost completely covered in dust and mud.  His hair seemed to be caked in it and his face was streaked with it.  His clothes were filthy and, as he held up his hands, Fenella could only stare at the layer of dirt that covered them.

      “Come in?” she said, frowning at the way the words had come out like a question.

      “I need to go home and shower and change. These clothes may need to go straight into the bin,” he replied.

      “Are you sure?”

      He frowned.  “I really wanted to spend some time with you tonight,” he said.  “If nothing else, I want to tell you about what we found under that building.  You often have interesting insights into my investigations, after all.”

      “And this is going to be an investigation?”

      “Definitely,” Daniel said with a sigh.

      “Max left some spare clothes in the second bedroom’s wardrobe.  I’m sure Daniel could find something that would fit him in there,” Mona said from behind Fenella.

      “Mona’s, um, benefactor left some clothes in her spare bedroom.  Maybe you could find something in there that would fit you, at least well enough for tonight,” Fenella suggested.

      “I don’t want to fill up your shower with all this dust and mud,” he protested.

      “You can use the shower in the bathroom for the spare bedroom.  I never use it so I don’t care if you break it,” she replied.

      He hesitated in the doorway, indecision on his face.  When his stomach growled, Fenella frowned at him.

      “You haven’t had dinner, have you?” she asked.

      “I didn’t get a chance.”

      “Come inside and get through the shower,” she ordered him.  “Shelly fed me stew and gave me the leftovers.  I’ll heat that up while you’re washing away all that grime.”

      “Stew?” he asked eagerly.

      “Yes, and it was excellent.  I may have another loaf of garlic bread to go with it, too.”

      “At this point, I’d be happy with stale bread and water,” Daniel sighed.  He slid off his shoes and carried them into the apartment, setting them carefully on the mat next to the door.

      “I’ll open doors for you,” Fenella said, leading him into the spare bedroom.  She took another look at him and then sighed.  “Wait here.”

      He was still standing in the middle of the bedroom floor when she returned with a large plastic bag.

      “Put everything you’re wearing in here,” she told him.  “You can take it all home and try to wash it there.  If it kills your machine, well, you’re moving anyway.”

      He laughed.  “There is that.  Are you sure you have clean clothes for me, though?”

      Fenella opened the wardrobe and then blinked in surprise.  She was sure she’d looked inside of it before, but she’d never seen the selection of clothes that were now in front of her.  She pulled out a pair of jeans and a comfortable looking sweater.

      “Pants and socks are in the drawer,” Mona told her.

      Fenella opened the drawer and looked at the selection available.  “Um, you can choose your own, um, undies,” she said, trying not to blush.

      Daniel chuckled and then nodded.  “I’ll worry about that when I’m clean again.”

      She went into the bathroom and turned the shower on.  “It should only take a minute to get hot,” she told him.  “Use as much of the shampoo and body wash as you need.”

      She fled to the living room as he slowly began to remove his clothes.

      Half an hour later, the garlic bread was ready, the stew was hot, and Daniel had emerged from the spare bedroom.

      “I feel like a new man,” he said, running his hand through his wet hair.

      “You smell like a new man,” Fenella told him, pulling him close and inhaling deeply.  He smelled of pine and spice.

      “It’s the body wash, I think,” he told her.

      “It smells great on you,” she said, kissing him.

      “As wonderful as that is, I’m starving,” he said after a moment.

      She laughed.  “Sorry about that.  Stew and garlic bread.  There’s ice cream for dessert.”

      He sat down and took several quick bites, shoveling the food in as if he hadn’t eaten in days.  She sat down opposite him and picked up a piece of garlic bread.  While she nibbled her way though her bread, he ate half of the loaf and two servings of stew.

      “Thank you,” he said eventually, pushing his bowl away.  “That was delicious.”

      “You should thank Shelly.  As I mentioned earlier, she made it and sent the leftovers home with me in case you were hungry.”

      “I’ll have to remember to thank her the next time I see her.”

      “Should I ask what you found, then?”

      He sighed.  “It was a body, really just a skeleton, though.  I spent some time on my hands and knees in the crawl space, before turning everything over to the crime scene team.  They’re going to be even filthier than I was by the time they’re done.”

      “It couldn’t have been plastic or something?  I was thinking maybe the box was an old Hop-tu-Naa decoration and that maybe the skeleton was, too.”

      “Sadly, I’m pretty certain the skeleton is all too real.  We won’t have any lab results for a few days, but for now we’re treating it as a murder investigation, albeit a very delayed murder investigation.”

      “You think the body has been there since the early nineties, then?”

      “Or longer.  There were coins near the body and the newest of the coins was dated nineteen-eighty-six.”

      “Thirty-odd years ago,” Fenella said.

      “Which is going to make for a difficult investigation.  First we have to work out who we’ve found, of course.”

      “Starting with missing person reports?” Fenella guessed.

      “Yes, Constable Corlett is already working on that, or he will be in the morning.  Knowing him, he’s already started making requests through the system, but he’ll also go through the paper files when he gets into the station in the morning.  I’m hoping we’ll have several names to research pretty quickly.”

      “You’ve no idea of the person’s age or gender, though, do you?”

      “Not yet, but those two things shouldn’t take too long.  I’m hoping to have a preliminary estimate by morning.  It wasn’t a child, that much I know.”

      “That’s good to hear,” Fenella said, feeling oddly relieved.

      “I’ve told Constable Corlett to pull all missing person reports from the eighties and nineties.  Once we have a gender and an age, we can start narrowing things down.  The woman from MNH offered to send one of their experts to take a look at everything we found with the body.  That person might be able to help us determine when the body was buried in the crawl space.”

      “There were newspapers in the box dated from the early nineties, though, right?”

      “Yes, that’s right and it’s going to be in the paper tomorrow, along with everything I’ve told you about the body.”  Daniel sighed deeply.  “Someone in that building has a direct line to Dan Ross.  Dan was already there when Constable Corlett and I arrived tonight and I’m pretty sure he’d already taken a look at the body.  He may have even taken a few pictures, although he should know better than to publish them.”

      “The body was definitely behind the box, though?”

      “Yes, there’s no way the body was put there after the box, at least in the opinion of the expert from MNH.  She’s an archeologist and she studied the entire crawl space before they started digging.  According to her, nothing had been disturbed in years.  The first things that came out of the soil there were a few coins from the late nineties and a few bottle caps from the same time period.”

      “The space has always been used for storage?”

      “From what we’ve been told, it hasn’t really ever been used for much of anything.  It’s small and much of the space is taken up by pipes and wires for the building above it.  A previous owner dug out a section to use as a wine cellar, but apparently he drank all the wine before he died.”

      “What’s that noise?” Fenella asked, frowning at the incessant clicking she could hear.

      “I don’t hear anything odd,” Daniel told her.

      “I’m here,” Mona appeared, still snapping her fingers.

      Fenella swallowed a huge sigh.

      “Is something wrong?” Mona asked.

      Fenella narrowed her eyes at her aunt, but bit her tongue.

      “What’s Daniel found now, then?  It was a body, wasn’t it?  I wonder who he’s found,” Mona said.

      “You were saying something about the previous owner having a wine cellar in the crawl space,” Fenella reminded Daniel.

      “Yes, he did, but he was the only one who used the space, apparently.  The new owners wanted more storage space, though, and they thought enlarging the crawl space would be an easy way to accomplish that.”

      “Was it larger years ago?” Fenella asked.  “I mean, did someone dig it out to put the body and the box in there, or was it larger and whoever hid the body dumped it down there and then covered the body with dirt?”

      “I think, if we knew the answer to that, we’d know a lot more about our dead person,” Daniel replied.

      “I can tell you a great deal about the previous owner of that building,” Mona said.  “I’ll tell you after Daniel leaves.  For now, I’ll just sit here quietly.”

      Fenella rolled her eyes.  Mona was rarely quiet for long.

      “So what happens next?” Fenella asked.

      “Assuming I have the gender and an approximate age for the skeleton on my desk when I get into work tomorrow, I’ll start going through missing person reports.  The good thing about Dan Ross being there is that our find will be the talk of the island by morning.  I’m certain the phones at the station will be flooded with callers who think they know who we’ve found.”

      “You’re going to assume the body was put there some time in the eighties or early nineties, then?”

      “We’re going to start there, anyway.  We’ll work backwards in time if we need to, but I suspect we’re going to find a number of possibilities, just in those two decades.”

      “People really disappear that often?”

      “People leave the island regularly, anyway.  Those were the days before mobile phones or the internet, as well.  It was more difficult for people to stay in touch with one another.  We may not find much in the missing person reports, but I suspect we’ll have plenty of possibilities based on people ringing the station.  Men and women will have left the island and gone across, or further afield, for work or personal reasons and never bothered to let anyone on the island know where they ended up.  Anyone who ever knew anyone who left and didn’t stay in touch will probably ring.”

      “At least most of the people in that category should be fairly easy to locate,” Fenella suggested.

      “I hope so.  We’ll probably end up with several constables working on locating people.  I’ll focus on the missing person reports, at least initially.”

      “If I can do anything to help, let me know.”

      “I won’t be able to discuss the case with you, really,” Daniel said in an apologetic tone.  “Or rather, I’ll only be able to discuss the things that are released to the press.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Do you know anything about the previous owner of the building?”

      “Not yet.  I got his name from the new owner.  He was Larry Pittman, but that’s all I know.”

      Mona chuckled.  “He preferred to be called Lawrence, but everyone called him Larry.  He’s dead now, of course.  He never would have sold the building.  It was a hotel and he called it Pittman’s.  It was both his home and his business.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen questions, glancing at Mona and then looking away.

      “I should get home,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “I’m going to have to be at my desk early tomorrow morning.  Usually, with murder investigations, I’d be out talking to witnesses, but in this case, I’ve no idea where to find any.”

      “Larry isn’t still alive?”

      “No, he passed away a few years ago.  I’m going to find out more about him tomorrow, too.  That may be my first priority, actually.  I can’t imagine how anyone came to be buried in his basement without his knowledge, so he may be the key to the whole case.”

      “I don’t suppose there are any possible explanations that don’t include murder,” Fenella sighed.

      “The person may have died of natural causes or in an accident, but whoever buried the body in that crawl space was committing a crime in doing so.  It seems most likely that Larry Pittman was the one who buried the body, but I may be jumping to conclusions there.”

      “Larry wouldn’t have dirtied his hands,” Mona said.  “He would have hired someone else to do the actual work, from killing the person to getting rid of the body.”

      “Why would he hide the body in his own building?” Fenella asked.  “Why not get rid of it somewhere far away?”

      “Maybe he was in a hurry to hide the body, maybe he even planned to move it later, but once it was hidden, he realized it was the perfect location.  As long as he owned the building, no one was going to start digging in that crawl space.  He was the only one who had access, as I understand it.”

      “And he used it as a wine cellar, even though he had to know that there was a dead body just a few feet away,” Fenella said with a shiver.

      “Again, we’re making assumptions now about all of this,” Daniel said.  He yawned and then stood up and stretched.  “I need sleep,” he said.

      Fenella walked him to the door.  He stared at her for a minute and then pulled her into an embrace.

      “Maybe we could try living together,” he muttered when he lifted his head.

      “Maybe,” she replied.  “Would you want to move in here?”

      He glanced around the living room and then shrugged.  “I don’t know.  This feels very much as if it’s your space, not mine.  I’m not certain I would feel at home here.  You could move into my house.”

      “Except you don’t even want to live in your house anymore,” she laughed.

      He shrugged.  “Mostly, I just want to be closer to you.  If you lived in my house, I think I would be happy to stay there.”

      “I’d miss the Tale and Tail and being so close to the shops.”

      “And you’d miss Shelly and this gorgeous flat and a million other things,” he sighed.

      “We’ll work something out,” she said.  “For now, go home and get some sleep.  Tomorrow you have to start working on your murder investigation.”

      He nodded and then pulled her close again.  Eventually, he picked up his bag of dirty clothes and let himself out.  She watched him walk down the corridor, waving to him as he boarded the elevator.

      “Let’s talk about Larry Pittman,” Mona said brightly as Fenella pushed the door shut.
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      Fenella sighed.  “Okay, tell me about Larry Pittman,” she said as she sank into one of the chairs by the windows.

      Katie dashed in and looked around the room.  After a moment, she jumped into Fenella’s lap and curled up in a ball.  As Fenella stroked her back, she began to purr softly.  Mona sat down next to Fenella, her eyes gleaming.

      “I never cared for Larry,” she said.  “I never thought he was capable of murder, but I can definitely see him hiding a body if he thought he had any reason to do so.”

      “Why didn’t you like him?”

      “He was always incredibly jealous of Max.  They were both from across and they moved to the island around the same time.  Max bought this building and Larry bought the one just down the promenade from here.  Max told me later that the building Larry bought was in better condition and that Larry had paid a good deal more for it than what Max had paid for this one.  Of course, Max immediately spent a small fortune redecorating and remodeling his hotel, turning it into a luxury property.  Larry did nothing much more than repaint the rooms before reopening his hotel.”

      “If the building was in better condition, maybe that was all he needed to do,” Fenella suggested.

      “It was all that he needed to do if he wanted to run an ordinary hotel,” Mona replied.  “Larry, however, wanted to have the premier property on the island.  And Pittman’s was just that for a few months after he’d bought it, before Max finished the renovations here.  Then Max reopened this place and it immediately became Douglas’s top luxury property.  Larry was furious.”

      “When was all of this?”

      “Oh, a very long time ago,” Mona replied.  “All of this happened before I’d even met Max.  I met Max in forty-three, during the war.  Some hotels at the farther end of the promenade were being used as internment camps in those days, but there was never any danger of this hotel being used, although Max wouldn’t have complained.  There weren’t a great many tourists having holidays on the island during the war years, of course.”

      “But this situation between Max and Larry was before the war?”

      “Yes, in the years between the two wars, actually.  Max’s hotel did very well until the war started and then had some difficult years.  Fortunately, Max had a number of other investments by that time, some of which did very well during the conflict.  Having so many empty rooms in the hotel also meant that he could give me a place to stay, which was important as my parents didn’t approve of my relationship with Max.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to ask Mona to tell her more.  Mona held up a hand.

      “That’s a conversation for another day.  Let’s finish talking about Larry.  I want to go and see what Max can remember about him as soon as we’re done.”

      “Okay, so Larry had the nicest hotel in town and then Max redid this hotel and it was nicer.  What happened next?”

      “The war years were harder on Larry than Max.  As I mentioned, Max had other investments and he had Bryan as a business partner.  Bryan was brilliant when it came to investments.  By the time the war was over and the island was returning to normal, Pittman’s was starting to look run down.  Larry insisted on charging high prices and he rarely got return guests.  Meanwhile, this hotel was fully booked all year round.”

      “I’m going to assume that Larry didn’t care for you, either, then,” Fenella suggested.

      “On the contrary, Larry developed something of an obsession for me,” Mona said.

      “Of course he did,” Fenella muttered.

      Mona smiled and patted her arm.  “Men often became obsessed with me.  I never did anything to encourage them.  Larry wasn’t all that bad when it came to trying to woo me, really.  He used to try to persuade me to end things with Max and take up with him, but eventually he gave up and married someone else.”

      “I think I feel sorry for his wife.”

      “You should.  Her name was Sara.  I’ve forgotten her maiden name, but it barely matters.  He married her and moved her into the hotel.  She was pregnant almost immediately and she died in childbirth before their first wedding anniversary.  Larry claimed to be devastated, but less than a month later he offered me a million pounds to spend the night with him.”

      “A million pounds?” Fenella gasped.

      “I turned him down, of course.  I wasn’t for sale.”

      “Of course not.”

      “Anyway, after I turned him down, he took up with the nanny that he’d hired to look after the baby.”

      “The baby survived, then?”

      “Oh, yes, baby Rence was healthy as could be.”

      “Rence?”

      “R – E – N – C – E.  I told you Larry wanted everyone to call him Lawrence.  For some reason he seemed to think that Rence was a good name for his son.”

      “It’s horrible.”

      “Yes, well, you can tell Rence that when you meet him.”

      “He’s still on the island?”

      “I believe so, although I haven’t exactly kept track of him.  As he sold the hotel, maybe he’s moved away, though.”

      “How old is Rence now?”

      “I believe he’s in his early fifties.  As far as I know, he never married, although his name was linked with plenty of women over the years.”

      “Let’s finish talking about Larry first,” Fenella said.  “He got involved with Rence’s nanny?”

      “Yes, and then, when it didn’t work out, he fired the nanny and hired a new one.  They started a relationship a short time later.  I believe he went through a dozen or more nannies over the next ten years.  They were all much the same, pretty, young, and blonde.  His wife had been a fairly ordinary looking brunette, if it matters.”

      “So he slept with every one of his son’s nannies?”

      “I believe so, although it’s possible that one or two of them didn’t cooperate.  That may be why so many of them didn’t work for him for long.  Anyway, when Rence was around ten, he was sent away to boarding school and that was the end of the succession of nannies.”

      “I’m afraid to ask what Larry did next.”

      “There were all sorts of rumors, but I’m not entirely certain which were true.  I’m inclined to believe the ones about him and the woman who tended bar at Pittman’s.  She was there for twenty-odd years and she and Larry had some sort of odd relationship, anyway.”

      “Where is she now?”

      “She fell ill about ten years ago and ended up going across for medical treatment.  She never came back.”

      “Ten years ago?  Too recently to have been the body found today, then.”

      “No one we’ve talked about so far could have been the body that was found today,” Mona told her.  “Larry did have a business partner at one point.  I’ve always wondered whatever happened to him.  Daniel should look for him.  His name was Allan Edwards.  Allan with two L’s.  He was younger than Larry, but not by much.”

      Fenella picked up the pad of paper and the pen on the table next to her.  She jotted down all of the names that Mona had given her thus far.

      “He just disappeared one day?”

      Mona shrugged.  “I didn’t see Larry all that often.  We were in the same social circle, but Larry didn’t attend very many parties.  He usually only went to things that he felt he absolutely had to attend.  I’m trying to remember the approximate dates for everything, but I can’t, really.  It was some time in the eighties that Max and I went to a party and Larry was there, rushing around, introducing everyone to his new business partner, Allan.  He seemed like a pleasant young man.  Max and I spoke to him for a few minutes.  If I’m remembering correctly, he’d recently come into a small inheritance and he’d been persuaded to invest it in Pittman’s.”  Mona sat back and sighed.  “I wish I could remember more, but it didn’t seem at all important at the time.”

      “How long was he on the island before he disappeared?”

      “I didn’t say that he disappeared.  We saw him at a few events over the next few months.  He was more sociable than Larry.  It was probably a year after we’d met him that we saw Larry at something and I realized that I hadn’t seen Allan lately.  I asked Larry about him and he said that Allan had gone back across for a visit.  I never saw Allan again.”

      “Larry said he was just visiting across?”

      “I believe so.  The conversation took place around thirty years ago, though, so I could be mistaken.  Max might remember more, if I can find a way to ask him without upsetting him.”

      “Right, so maybe the body is Allan Edwards.  Maybe he decided that he didn’t want to be in business with Larry any longer and asked for his money back.  Maybe Larry didn’t have the money to return to him, so he killed him.”

      “Maybe,” Mona said.  “If the body was a man of around thirty-five or so, then it could be Allan.”

      “What happened to Larry next?”

      “Nothing significant, really.  He did the bare minimum of upkeep on the hotel, which meant he kept having to lower his prices in order to fill his rooms.  He added a very expensive restaurant to the place for a few years, which is when he built the wine cellar, I believe.  He had great difficulty keeping a chef, though, and eventually he gave up on the idea.  Of course, Max had the best chef on the island and Larry used to offer him double or even triple his current salary if he’d come to work at the restaurant in Pittman’s.  Our chef was fiercely loyal, though, and never gave the idea a thought.”

      “When did Larry die, and did he leave everything to Rence?”

      “He died a few years ago and I believe there was something complicated about the will, actually.  I seem to remember Doncan telling me that Larry’s advocate hadn’t done the man any favors, but I can’t really remember the circumstances.”

      “I wonder if Doncan would talk to me about the will,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “I can’t see why not.  The will is a matter of public record and Doncan had nothing to do with the estate.”

      “It probably has nothing to do with the body under the building, either,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “You never know.”

      “What else do I need to know about Larry?”

      Mona shrugged.  “He wanted to be Max desperately, but he was nothing but a bad imitation.  He was a poor businessman who made terrible decisions and then blamed others when things went wrong.”

      “How did he stay in business for all those years, then?”

      “I’ve no idea.  As I said, he let Pittman’s get very shabby.  It probably still made him a small profit in later years, even if he couldn’t charge much for rooms, as he wasn’t investing anything in upkeep.”

      “I’m sure Daniel will investigate.  Do you know anything about Rence, aside from his unfortunate name?”

      Mona smiled.  “As I said, he spent his early years with a succession of nannies before being shipped away to boarding school.  Once he returned, he used to come to parties with his father or on his own.  He always had a pretty blonde on his arm, but rarely the same one twice.  I don’t believe he ever married or had children.”

      “Did he live in the hotel?”

      “No, when he came back to the island he moved into a small flat above a pub in Port Erin.  I believe Larry owned the property, but he may have given it to Rence after Rence finished university.  I believe the pub was very successful.  Rence went on to buy several more pubs around the island.  I believe he owns at least half a dozen now and I’m certain he’s more successful than his father ever was.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.

      “Is it?” Mona asked.

      “If I end up wanting to meet him, I may have to go to several different pubs around the island,” Fenella laughed.  “That sounds like the sort of investigating I’ll enjoy.”

      “Wear a blonde wig and maybe Rence will ask you out,” Mona suggested.  “I believe he prefers his women a good deal younger, but you don’t quite look your age.”

      “Gee, thanks, but I’m not interested in going out with the man.  I just want to know if he knew that his father had a body buried under his hotel.”

      “I think I need to go and talk to Max,” Mona said.  “I’m sure Daniel will know more tomorrow and I know he’ll share what he learns with you.”

      “Only what’s public knowledge,” Fenella countered.

      Mona nodded and then slowly faded from view.

      “What should I do now?” Fenella asked Katie.  The kitten seemed to be fast asleep, which suggested that it was bedtime.  Fenella carefully stood up, carrying the kitten with her.  In the master bedroom, she put Katie at the foot of the bed.  The animal didn’t stir.

      After washing her face and brushing her hair and teeth, Fenella walked back into her bedroom.  Katie was in the same position she’d been in when Fenella had put her down, but she was now in the exact center of the bed.  After switching off the light, Fenella climbed into bed.  She was asleep within minutes and slept soundly until someone began to tap on her nose.

      “Is it seven already?” she asked Katie.

      “Meroow,” the animal replied, jumping off the bed and racing away.  As Fenella slid her feet into her slippers, she could hear Katie complaining loudly in the kitchen.

      “I know you’re hungry,” Fenella said as she walked into the kitchen.  “If you want your breakfast at exactly seven, you should start waking me at six-fifty-nine.”

      Katie didn’t reply, she just stared at Fenella as Fenella filled up her food and water bowls.  Once that was done, Fenella started a pot of coffee brewing and headed for the shower.  She was dressed and sipping coffee, trying to work out what to do with her day when someone knocked on the door.

      “Did you want to go for a walk?” Shelly asked when Fenella opened it.

      “Oh, goodness, yes,” Fenella exclaimed.  “I forgot all about our walk this morning.”

      “Was Daniel here very late, then?” Shelly asked.  She glanced behind Fenella and then flushed.  “He isn’t still here, is he?”

      “No, not at all.  He wasn’t even here all that late, but we were talking about the body that was found and that’s taken over my brain, that’s all.  I can be ready to go in five minutes.”

      They were walking briskly along the promenade before either spoke again.

      “So they really did find a body under Pittman’s?” Shelly asked, gesturing toward the promenade.

      Fenella looked over and frowned at the police tape that seemed to be wrapped around the entire front of the old hotel.  “They found a skeleton,” she told Shelly.  “They think it had been there since the eighties or nineties.”

      “Which, to me, seems to have been just a few years ago, but was actually twenty or thirty years ago, wasn’t it?”

      “I know what you mean.  I still feel as if we’ve only just started the new millennium, but we’re well into the teens now and 2020 is just around the corner.”

      “They don’t have any idea who they’ve found, then?”

      “Not yet.  They’re going to start going through missing person reports today and Daniel reckons they’ll get a lot of calls about people who left the island in those years.”

      “I hope the coroner can narrow down the year the person died.  I’m sure thousands of people left the island in those two decades.”

      “Daniel is hoping to have an age and a gender for the person today.”

      Shelly nodded.  “Once we know that much, I’ll have to start thinking about who it could have been.”

      “I suppose the person didn’t have to have been from the island,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “Maybe a guest in the hotel died and the owner wanted to cover it up.”

      “That’s a possibility.  I heard a lot of ugly rumors about Pittman’s over the years,” Shelly told her.

      “What sort of rumors?”

      “I never heard anyone suggest that people were getting murdered there,” Shelly said quickly.  “But it had a reputation for being, well, seedy may be the right word.  It had been very glamorous at one time, commanding very high prices for rooms, but the owner, Lawrence Pittman, didn’t look after it properly.  Over the years, its reputation got worse and worse.”

      “Do you know much about Lawrence?”  Fenella asked, reminding herself that she needed to pretend to know nothing.

      “He wanted to be Max Martin,” Shelly laughed.  “He thought he was important and that his hotel was the best on the island, but he never wanted to actually spend any money on the place.  As I said, it was a really nice place many years ago, but it went downhill fast.  The location is amazing, of course, so it still managed to attract guests, regardless, but, well, let’s just say the guests became less and less glamorous, too.”

      “Did Lawrence own anything other than the hotel?”

      “I believe he had a few properties around the island.  I know he had a pub in Port Erin, because he gave that to his son after his son finished university.  Rence was a better businessman than his father, but Lawrence would never have admitted that.”

      “Rence?” Fenella felt obliged to ask.

      “I can’t imagine what he was thinking, calling his son Rence, but that’s what he did,” Shelly replied, spelling the unusual name.  “His wife died in childbirth, otherwise I’m certain she would have insisted on something else.”

      “Is he still on the island?”

      “I believe so.  He turned his pub in Port Erin into a chain across the island.  They all carry a range of imported specialty beers and lagers, which are apparently really popular.  I had a few drinks in one of his pubs once, years ago now.  It was noisy and not really my sort of place, but it was clearly successful.”

      “How old would Rence be now?”

      “Oh, fifty, maybe.  If the body was put there twenty to thirty years ago, he may well know something about it.”

      “Do you know him at all?”

      “I think I’d recognize him, if I saw him in a crowd, but beyond that, no.  He was educated at home by a nanny before being sent to boarding school.  His picture is in the paper periodically, though, whenever he opens a new pub or has some sort of special event at one of the ones he already owns.”

      “I wonder if Tim knows him,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “No doubt he does,” Shelly said quickly.  “I should have thought of that, really.  The Islanders must play at some of his pubs from time to time.  I should ring Tim.”

      “Of course, Rence might not have anything to do with the body,” Fenella reminded her.  “You did say that he was away at boarding school from a young age.”

      “He came back after university, though, so he may well have been on the island when the body was put there.”

      “Was he living at Pittman’s?”

      “Maybe not,” Shelly sighed.  “Tim might know more.  I won’t ring him, but I will ask him a lot of questions over dinner tonight.”

      They walked all the way to the end of the promenade before turning around.   After only a few steps, Fenella heard barking and spotted the large dog running straight toward them.

      “Hello, Winston,” she said as the animal bounced excitedly in front of her.  “Why are you off your leash?  Where’s Harvey?”

      The dog barked several times in reply before turning around and starting to run away.

      “Slow down,” Fenella called after him.  “I can’t keep up with you at that pace.”

      Winston stopped in his tracks and then walked back to Fenella.  He barked several times and then began a fast walk back down the promenade.

      “This is worrying,” Shelly said as she and Fenella walked as quickly as they could behind the dog.

      They were nearly back to their apartment building when they reached a large crowd of people.  Winston barked loudly and then pushed his way into the crowd.  Fenella and Shelly followed.

      “Winston, there you are,” Harvey said weakly.  He was lying on the ground, his face pale.

      “What happened?  Are you okay?” Fenella asked, kneeling down next to the man.

      “I got tangled up in Fiona’s lead and fell over,” Harvey told her.  “I’m afraid I may have hurt her when I fell.”  He gestured toward the much smaller dog who was hiding under the bench next to them.

      “Come here, baby,” Fenella said softly.  She reached under the bench and lifted the clearly frightened animal up.  It only took her a few seconds to check her over.

      “Is she okay?” Harvey asked anxiously.

      “She seems fine,” Fenella replied.  “I think she may be more worried about you than anything else.”

      Harvey shrugged and then winced.  “I think I may have broken my hip,” he said.

      “I rang 999,” a voice from the crowd said.  “An ambulance is on the way.”

      “We were just coming out of our building when you and Shelly went past,” Harvey said.  “I told Winston and Fiona that they would get to see you when you came back, so after our walk, we stopped to sit on the bench and wait.  After a while, though, the dogs started getting restless, so I thought we should walk some more, but I wasn’t careful when I stood up.”

      Fenella patted his arm.  “You’ll be fine,” she said soothingly.

      “As soon as I fell, Winston took off.  I thought he’d head straight for the sea, but he went to find you,” Harvey told her.

      “He’s a good dog,” Fenella said, giving the animal a hug.  Winston loved the sea and he did his best to get away from Harvey to have a splash at every opportunity.

      “I’m afraid you may have to keep them both for me for a day or two,” Harvey said sadly.  “If my hip is broken, it may be a long while before I’m able to walk them again.”

      “You know I’m always happy to spend a few days with these two,” Fenella assured him.  “Don’t worry about them for now.”

      “I always worry about them,” he countered.  “They’re my family.”

      Fenella nodded.  She could hear sirens that suggested that the ambulance was getting closer.  “They’re my friends, if not my family.”

      Harvey nodded.  “I know you love them almost as much as I do.”  He reached into a pocket and dug out a ring of keys.  “Let yourself into my flat to get their food and everything else they need.  Fiona is on some special vitamins at the moment.  Ring Mr. Stone if you have any questions.”

      Fenella looked at the dog who was still huddled in her lap.  “I may take her to see him, just to have her checked over.”

      “That’s probably wise.  She seems upset,” Harvey agreed.

      The ambulance parked next to them a moment later.  After a brief conversation with Harvey, the paramedics loaded him onto a stretcher.

      “I’ll ring you as soon as I know anything,” Harvey told Fenella as they rolled him toward the ambulance.

      Fenella nodded.  She held Fiona tightly while also gripping Winston’s collar as the ambulance doors were shut.  Winston barked once as the vehicle began to pull away.  He looked at Fenella and then began to whine softly.

      “I know, I know,” she said.  “But Harvey will be fine.  He’s tough as nails, is Harvey.”

      With the excitement over, the small crowd began to wander away, leaving Fenella and Shelly with the dogs.  Shelly picked up Winston’s leash, which had somehow become detached from his collar.  She snapped it back into place and then patted him gently.

      “It’s okay,” she told him.  “Harvey will be back at home with you in a few days.”

      “Do you know anything about broken hips?” Fenella asked her.

      “Only that they can be quite serious in older people,” Shelly replied.  “But Harvey is only eighty-something.  I’m sure he’ll recover in no time.”

      “I can’t keep the dogs forever,” Fenella said softly before looking down at Fiona who was trying to bury her head in the crook of Fenella’s elbow.  “Let’s go and see Mr. Stone,” Fenella said to her.

      “I think that’s a good idea,” Shelly said.  “She’s obviously very upset by what happened.”

      The veterinarian’s office was nearby.  The waiting room was nearly full when Shelly and Fenella walked in with the dogs.

      “Oh, dear, I hope Mr. Stone can fit Fiona into his schedule,” Fenella said.

      “I’m sure he’ll make time for her,” Shelly replied.

      “Where’s Harvey?” the receptionist asked as Fenella approached the counter.

      “He tripped over Fiona’s leash and fell on the promenade,” Fenella explained.  “He thinks he may have broken his hip.  Someone called an ambulance for him and he’s on his way to Noble’s now.”

      Noble’s was the island’s hospital.  It was on the outskirts of Douglas and Fenella knew that Harvey would get excellent care there.

      “Oh, dear, the poor man.  It’s a good thing you were around to take the dogs,” the receptionist replied.

      “Fiona is very upset.  Harvey was concerned that he may have hurt her in some way when he fell.  I checked her over as best I could and she seems fine, but she’s clearly traumatized by the whole thing.”

      The receptionist looked at the dog in Fenella’s arms and nodded.  “She’s an emotional little thing, isn’t she?  We’d better have Mr. Stone take a look at her, though, just in case she did get hurt.  He can give her something to help calm her down, too, if you’d like.”

      “Let’s see what he thinks,” Fenella said, wondering if medicating the animal would help or not.

      “I could do with something to calm me down,” Shelly whispered as they found seats in the waiting room.

      “I know what you mean.  I don’t think I have enough wine in my apartment to get me through a visit from these two.”

      “Knowing you, you don’t have enough of anything to get through a visit from these two,” Shelly said.  “I’m sure you need many other things besides wine.”

      “There’s barely any food in my apartment, actually,” Fenella admitted.  “I can get food for the dogs from Harvey’s apartment, but I’m going to have to order pizza delivery every day if I don’t get to the grocery store soon.”

      “Make me a list and I’ll do your shopping for you,” Shelly offered.  “It’s the least I can do to help Harvey.”

      A moment later, Fiona’s name was called.  When Fenella stood up and took a few steps away from Shelly and Winston, Fiona began to whine.

      “Winston can come back, too,” the nurse told her.  “Mr. Stone always sees them together, even if he only needs to see one of them.”

      She led the foursome to a room at the end of the corridor.

      “Come on then,” she said to Fiona.  “Let’s check your weight and see if the vitamins are doing any good.”

      Fiona seemed reluctant to leave Fenella’s arms, but she didn’t make any noise as the nurse checked her weight.

      “You’re up a bit, darling,” she said.  Fiona climbed off the scale and ran back over to Fenella, who picked her back up and held her close.

      “She’s very upset,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “I don’t blame her,” the nurse replied.  “I’m sure she’s worried about Harvey, but then, we all are.  Mr. Stone will be right with you.”

      It was nearly twenty minutes later when Mr. Stone knocked lightly and then walked into the room.

      “I’m sorry to have kept you waiting,” he said.  “We’re unbelievably busy today.  I had two emergencies before nine and that’s thrown off my entire schedule.”

      “And now we’re throwing it off even further,” Fenella said.  “I’m really sorry.”

      “No need to be.  None of this is your fault, of course.  Do you know what happened?” he asked.

      Fenella repeated what Harvey had told her about his fall.  When she was done, the veterinarian took Fiona and set her on the examination table.  After poking and prodding her for several minutes, he shrugged.

      “She seems fine.  I can’t find any signs of an injury.  I believe she’s just upset and worried about Harvey.  She’s already taking some extra vitamins to help with some minor issues.  I can give you something to help calm her, if you’d like.”

      “I’m hesitant to give her anything,” Fenella said.

      He nodded.  “I’m going to give it to you anyway,” he said.  “I’ll leave it up to you to decide whether she needs it or not.  See if she calms down as the day goes on.  If she’s still upset in a few hours, give her half a tablet.”

      He went over the full instructions for the medication and then for the vitamins that Harvey had mentioned.  “If you have any questions, ring me straight away, any time,” he concluded.

      “Thank you so much,” Fenella told him.  “I think I’d better get these two home and then get their food and supplies from Harvey’s apartment.”

      “It’s nearly time for lunch.  No doubt they’ll be complaining if you take too long,” Mr. Stone replied.

      “Lunch?  Already?” Fenella gasped.  She looked at the clock and shook her head.  “I had no idea it was that late.”

      Mr. Stone spent a few minutes with Winston, checking him over, as well.  “He seems fine, although I’m certain he’s worried about Harvey.”

      “We’re all worried about Harvey,” Fenella replied.

      Shelly and Fenella walked with the dogs back to Fenella’s apartment.

      “Do you want me to go and get what you need from Harvey’s or do you want me to sit with the dogs while you go?” Shelly asked as Fenella opened her door.

      “You wait here with the dogs,” Fenella said after a moment’s thought.  “I probably have a better idea of what I’ll need, having looked after the beasts before.”

      “Now hush,” Mona said as she appeared.  “They aren’t beasts at all.  It’s lovely to see them again.  I do hope Harvey takes his time with his recovery.”

      Fenella set Fiona on the ground.  The dog made a whimpering noise and then walked over to where Mona was standing.  Fiona barked at Mona a few times before jumping up into a chair and standing on it, staring at Mona.

      “She wants me to cuddle with her,” Mona explained.  “Maybe Shelly could do it?”

      “Why don’t you sit down and give Fiona some love while I’m gone,” Fenella suggested to Shelly, wondering what it would look like to Shelly if Mona did sit down with Fiona on her lap.  Presumably, it would appear as if the dog were floating several inches above the chair’s seat.

      Shelly sat on one of the couches and patted her lap.  “Come have a cuddle,” she said to Fiona.

      Fiona seemed to think about it for a moment before walking over and climbing into Shelly’s lap.  She curled up under Shelly’s hand and squeezed her eyes tightly shut.

      “The poor little thing,” Fenella said.  “I hope they both behave.  I’ll be back as quickly as I can.”  She grabbed the small wheeled shopping cart that she’d purchased when she had first moved to the island, before she’d earned her Manx driver’s license.

      Katie walked into the room, looked at the two dogs and seemed to sigh.
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      When Fenella got back, struggling to push the shopping cart that was now full of bags of dog food and other supplies, Katie was curled up next to Fiona on Shelly’s lap.

      “Fiona started whimpering as soon as you left,” Shelly told her.  “Katie jumped up and settled in next to her.  That seemed to calm her down some.”

      “I’ll just put food out for everyone in the kitchen.  Then I can take over snuggling duties.  I’m sure you have other things to do,” Fenella said.

      “I have things I should do, but I’m not sure I’d rather do them.  It’s very nice, sitting here with these two.  Winston hasn’t moved, either.  I think he’s keeping a close eye on Fiona.”

      The larger dog was sitting at Shelly’s feet, his head on his front paws and his eyes on Fiona.

      “Maybe he’ll move once his lunch is ready,” Fenella said.

      She put down the food bowls for the two dogs and then filled them from the bags that she’d found in Harvey’s apartment.  The bowls and the bags of food were all neatly labeled with the dogs’ names so there was no chance that she’d make a mistake.  After she’d filled their water bowls, she got Katie’s lunch ready for her.  Her stomach was growling as she walked back into the living room.

      “Lunch is ready for everyone except the people,” she announced.

      Winston lifted his head and then stopped and looked at Fiona.  The small dog didn’t move.  Katie, on the other hand, jumped down from Shelly’s lap and ran to the kitchen.

      “You go and eat,” Shelly told Winston.  “We’ll worry about Fiona.”

      The dog hesitated and then slowly stood up.  As he took a step away, Fiona barked sharply.

      “Put her down,” Fenella suggested.  “Maybe she’ll go and eat, too.”

      Shelly set the dog down and they watched as Fiona followed Winston into the kitchen.  After a moment, Fenella followed.  Katie had already finished her lunch.  She was sitting to one side, watching Winston work his way through his meal.  Fiona was standing in front of her bowl, but she didn’t seem at all interested in eating anything.

      “Maybe you should give her some of the medication Mr. Stone gave you.  Maybe that would calm her down enough so that she’d eat,” Shelly suggested.

      “I’m going to give her a bit more time,” Fenella said after a moment.  “She’s a lot calmer already.  I’m sure she’ll eat soon.”

      “Make me a shopping list, then,” Shelly suggested.  “I’ll go and get you whatever you need to survive for a few days.”

      “I’m sure I could leave the dogs alone for an hour and do some shopping,” Fenella said hesitantly.

      “But I have to go to the shops anyway,” Shelly replied.  “Let me get you some emergency supplies, at least.”

      Fenella quickly wrote out a shopping list, trying to limit herself to basic survival supplies for the next few days.  While the dogs always behaved very well, she still didn’t want to leave them on their own in her apartment any more than necessary.

      “Thank you,” she said as she handed the list to Shelly.

      “No problem.  Before I go, pop over to my flat and make yourself a sandwich.”

      Fenella would have argued, but her stomach growled again and she knew that she didn’t have much in her apartment for lunch.  At Shelly’s, she gave Smokey a quick pat and then made herself a ham sandwich before going back home.

      “I’ll be as quick as I can,” Shelly promised before she let herself out.

      An hour later, all three animals were snuggled up together in front of the windows.  Fiona had eaten a few bites of her lunch before she’d plopped herself down next to Winston, slowly sliding herself closer and closer to him until she was practically lying on top of the larger dog.  Katie had then stretched out next to the small dog, curling up around Fiona.

      “They look happy together,” Shelly remarked as she carried groceries into the apartment.

      “Fiona is right in the middle of a lot of love,” Fenella replied.  “I’m sure she’s much happier now.”

      “I would be, in her place,” Shelly laughed.

      The pair put the shopping away.

      “My kitchen hasn’t been this well stocked in a long time,” Fenella remarked as she slid a box of pasta into the already nearly full cupboard.

      “I grabbed the afternoon paper, too,” Shelly said, waving the folded newspaper.  “Dan Ross has a huge article about the body.”

      “Let me make coffee and then we can talk about what he has to say,” Fenella suggested.

      “That sounds good,” Shelly agreed.  “Especially if you want to share those new chocolate biscuits with me while we drink our coffee.”

      “Of course I will,” Fenella laughed.  “I was just thinking we should try them.”

      As they sat down with their coffee and biscuits, Mona reappeared at the counter next to Shelly.

      “I forgot to snap,” Mona said.  “Forget you saw me.”  She faded away and then Fenella could hear a clicking noise.  A moment later, Mona reappeared, snapping her fingers.

      Fenella rolled her eyes at Mona.  “What does Dan have to say?” she asked Shelly who’d spread the newspaper out on the counter.

      “According to this, he has a source that was able to give him an estimate of the age and gender of the skeleton,” Shelly said, sounding surprised.

      “Daniel said that Dan was already at Pittman’s when he arrived last night.  I’ll bet he took pictures of the skeleton and then found someone to give him that information,” Fenella replied.

      “The police aren’t going to be happy about that, are they?” Shelly asked.

      “Probably not, but I don’t know that they can do anything about it,” Fenella said.

      “I want to know what Mr. Ross’s source told him,” Mona said.

      “What did Dan find out, then?” Fenella asked.

      “His source reckons the skeleton was male and that he died when he was in his mid to late twenties,” Shelly read out of the paper.  “According to Dan, there were coins with the body that date the burial to the mid-eighties.  He reckons that the man, if he’d lived, would have been in his fifties now.”

      “About the same age as Rence, then,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly nodded.  “Dan makes that point, actually.  He says he tried to get a statement from Rence Pittman, son of the previous owner of the property, but Rence refused to speak to him.”

      “I don’t blame him,” Fenella said.  “I don’t speak to Dan Ross, either.”

      Shelly laughed.  “He has quite a lot of sources, but I’m not sure where he finds them.  No one I know can stand him.”

      “Or so they say,” Mona murmured.

      “Is there anything else interesting in the article?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, yes,” Shelly replied.  “Dan has provided a list of possibilities for who the skeleton might have been.  He claims he got the list by spending many hours going through the newspaper’s archives.”

      “The body was just found yesterday, not even twenty-four hours ago,” Fenella protested.  “I’m amazed he had time to do much of anything.”

      “The archives are probably all on computer now,” Shelly said.  “He probably only had to do a quick search to find his list.”

      “Do you want to read the list to me, or should we take turns reading the paper and then discuss the possibilities?”  Fenella asked.

      “I’ll read out the first few and we can see how it goes.  If you find it annoying, please let me know,” Shelly replied.

      Already feeling slightly annoyed, Fenella nodded.

      “The first name is Lloyd Kelly,” Shelly said.

      Fenella took a sip of her coffee and reminded herself that Shelly had just done her a huge favor.  Snapping questions at the woman would be rude.

      “And?” Mona demanded.  “There must be more there than just the name.”

      Knowing that Mona was frustrated made the situation slightly more bearable for Fenella.  “Does the article say anything else about Lloyd?” she asked after a moment, reaching for a chocolate biscuit while she waited for the answer.

      “Lloyd was only twenty-two, so maybe too young for the remains that were found,” Shelly said, looking up from the paper.  “According to Dan, determining the skeleton’s age is an inexact science.”

      “Especially if his expert was working from mobile phone camera photos taken in a desperate hurry,” Fenella suggested.

      “Apparently, Lloyd had left school without any qualifications and was simply drifting through life, living with his mum.  She remarried and Lloyd’s new stepfather was less tolerant of Lloyd’s lack of ambition.  Dan doesn’t come right out and say it, but it sounds as if the stepfather threw Lloyd out of the house and Lloyd disappeared.”

      “The poor child,” Fenella said.

      “He was twenty-two,” Mona interjected.  “Hardly a child.”

      “Dan hints that Lloyd may have had some learning difficulties or that there were other issues in the family, but he doesn’t come right out and accuse anyone of anything.  There’s a sentence about Lloyd’s father that seems to suggest that he may have been physically abusive.  Dan is very careful with his words, though.”

      “What does it say, exactly?” Mona asked.

      “Where?” Fenella asked.  She looked over Shelly’s shoulder, reading the sentence aloud.  “Lloyd was hospitalized twice as a child, once with a broken arm and later with a head injury.  No charges were ever filed against Lloyd’s father, however.”

      “If the man is still alive, he isn’t going to be happy about that,” Mona said.

      “Lloyd’s father died when Lloyd was fifteen,” Shelly added.  “Whatever the truth, I can’t see Lloyd’s mother suing the paper over the article.  She did file a missing person report about her son, apparently, back in eighty-six, when he disappeared.”

      “And he was never found?” Fenella asked.

      “Not according to Dan, although if he was using the newspaper archives, it’s possible the man was found and the newspaper simply never bothered to print that little detail,” Shelly replied.

      “Did they live in Douglas?  Does Dan offer any explanation as to how Lloyd’s body might have ended up in the hotel crawl space?”

      “Apparently Lloyd’s stepfather used to drink at the bar at the hotel,” Shelly told her.  “Dan suggests that the stepfather and Lawrence Pittman were probably friends, considering how much time the stepfather spent in the bar.”

      “Is he still alive?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly shook her head.  “He passed away about ten years ago.  Lloyd’s mother has a third husband now, though.”

      For a moment, Fenella wondered what she was doing wrong.  She was nearly fifty and she’d never been married.

      “You probably have higher standards than Lloyd’s mother,” Mona suggested.

      “Only probably?” Fenella shot back.

      “Only probably what?” Shelly asked, looking confused.

      Fenella glared at her laughing aunt and then smiled at Shelly.  “I think that Lloyd is a possibility for the body, but there must be others.”

      “There are,” Shelly agreed.  “The next one is a man called Arnold Costain.  He was twenty-six when he disappeared in eighty-eight.”

      “What else does it say about him?” Fenella asked as she picked up another biscuit.

      “He worked for a local investment company,” Shelly said slowly.  She stopped and read the entire paragraph before looking up at Fenella.  “Dan’s careful with his accusations against Arnold, but there was something criminal going on within the company.  There were only three employees, and the other two men who were involved both went to prison not long after Arnold vanished.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      “I remember him,” Mona said.  “He came and spoke to Max about investing in his company.  Max was polite, but turned him down.  Then the man suggested that I might be interested in investing.  I was less polite, as something seemed off about the whole scheme.  I vaguely remember Mr. Costain disappearing shortly afterwards and then the whole company falling apart.”

      “Did he get away with a lot of money?” Fenella asked Shelly.

      “According to the article, no one knows for certain,” Shelly replied, sounding frustrated.  “The two men who had worked with Arnold both claimed that he’d been the one making all of the decisions and that they’d simply been following orders, but the courts didn’t believe them.  They were both sentenced to twenty years in prison.”

      “They should be out by now, then,” Fenella said.

      Shelly skimmed the article a second time.  “One of the men died in prison and the other was released after serving fifteen years.  He moved to Rugby.  Dan mentions that he’ll be doing everything he can to speak to the man and get a statement.”

      “I don’t often feel sorry for criminals, but in this case I almost do,” Fenella said.

      “From what Dan says, Arnold vanished completely,” Shelly added.

      “Maybe he knew that the police were investigating the business,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “He should have warned his partners.  They could all have disappeared together,” Shelly replied.

      “The other two men had families on the island,” Mona said.  “It would have been a great deal more difficult for either of them to disappear.”

      Fenella found a pad of paper and a pen.  “Which do you think is more likely to be our skeleton?” she asked Shelly.  “Lloyd or Arnold?”

      Shelly made a face.  “Arnold, because he was a criminal, although Dan doesn’t provide any link between him and Lawrence Pittman or the hotel.  He does hint that Lawrence might have invested some money with Arnold’s company, but he admits he’s simply speculating.”

      “I tend to agree with you, simply based on the fact that he was a criminal,” Fenella said.  She wrote Arnold’s name in the center of the piece of paper and then wrote Lloyd’s underneath it, leaving a small space.  “I’ll probably have to redo the list after we’ve talked about everyone, but it’s a start,” she said with a shrug.

      “I think Lloyd is more likely,” Mona said.  “He had a connection to the hotel, or rather, his stepfather did.  I’m sure Larry would have buried an inconvenient body for one of his drinking buddies.”

      Make your own list, Fenella thought.

      Mona disappeared, only to reappear a moment later with a small notebook and a pen.  Fenella watched as Mona carefully wrote Lloyd’s name near the top of the paper and then added Arnold’s under it.

      “Did someone actually file a missing person report on Arnold?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, one of his partners did, just before he was arrested,” Shelly replied.

      “Interesting,” Fenella muttered.

      “Next is Roy Austin,” Shelly said.  “He was twenty-nine in eighty-seven when he disappeared.  According to the article, he worked as an installer for the electricity company, installing appliances purchased through them.”

      “What happened to him?” Fenella asked.

      “It seems he was installing more than appliances,” Shelly said dryly.  “He was married and his wife found out that he was, um, offering additional services to some of the more attractive customers.  Apparently, there were several bored housewives in Douglas at the time.  One of them told the newspapers the whole sad story and they ran with it, tracking down at least half a dozen women who’d, um, had a short tryst with the man.”

      “Half a dozen?  My goodness,” Fenella exclaimed.

      “The day after the article appeared in the local paper, Roy was let go from his position with the electricity company.  The following day, his wife filed a missing person report on him.”

      “Why did she bother?  She should have been happy to see the back of him,” Fenella suggested.

      “She probably would have been, if they hadn’t had three children together,” Shelly replied.

      “That poor woman,” Fenella exclaimed.

      “According to the article, she never divorced him, so if he is still alive, they’re still married.   That was all that she would tell Dan when he rang her.”

      “Good for her.  Is Dan suggesting that she killed him?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly shook her head.  “He hints that there were a lot of angry husbands in Douglas when the story hit the papers.  All of the women involved in the story spoke anonymously, but it wasn’t long before everyone on the island was speculating about who they all were.  Allegedly, there was more than one divorce after the story hit the papers.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Any connection to Lawrence or to Pittman’s?”

      “Apparently, Roy drank there occasionally.  It’s possible, even likely, that some of the husbands involved in the situation drank there as well,” Shelly replied.

      “I can’t quite get my head around that story,” Fenella said after a minute.  “It sounds like the plot to a pornographic movie, not real life.”

      Shelly chuckled.  “I’ve never seen a pornographic movie, but I’ll take your word for it.”

      Fenella flushed.  “It still seems odd that so many women were willing to have affairs with the man.”

      “According to Dan, Roy was very attractive,” Shelly told her.  “There’s a picture, too.”  She held up the paper and Fenella looked at the grainy black and white photo.

      “He looks a bit like James Dean,” she said after a moment.

      “He was very attractive,” Mona told her.  “There were better photos of him in the papers at the time this all happened, and I remember thinking that he was rather handsome.  I never met him, but I assume he was also charming.”

      “Presumably,” Fenella said dryly.

      “Presumably, what?” Shelly asked.

      Mona laughed again while Fenella sighed deeply.  “Presumably he could be the victim, but I don’t know.  I think he’s less likely than the others we’ve discussed.”  She wrote his name at the bottom of her sheet of paper.

      “There are two more possibilities listed in the paper,” Shelly told her.  “William Norton is next.”

      “Tell me about William, then,” Fenella said.

      “He was twenty-seven in ninety-three when he left the island,” Shelly told her.  “Apparently, he went across on a business trip and simply never came back.”

      “But he went across?  That makes it seem very unlikely that he’s our victim,” Fenella argued.

      “He was meant to have gone across, but when his mother filed the missing person report, she told the police that he might not have ever left the island.”

      “Surely the ferry or airline would have known if he’d traveled, wouldn’t they?” Fenella wondered.

      “He was booked on the ferry and someone used the ticket, but William’s mother told the police that he’d had his wallet stolen the day before he was due to sail.  Apparently, all of his identification including his passport, his credit card, and his ferry ticket were in the wallet,” Shelly told her, using her finger to follow along with the story in the paper.

      “How very odd,” Fenella said.  “And he was never found?”

      “Not according to the paper, anyway.  He never filed a police report on his stolen wallet, so it’s possible that it was never stolen.  Why he’d tell his mother that it had been is another matter.  It’s also possible that she made up that story, although I can’t imagine why she would have done something like that,” Shelly said.

      “Because she’d murdered her son and buried his body in a nearby hotel crawl space,” Mona suggested in a dramatic voice.

      “Unless she had something to do with his disappearance,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly nodded.  “I suppose that’s a possibility, but according to this, the woman was devastated and ended up in Noble’s for an extended stay.  She passed away about ten years later, never having learned what had happened to her only child.”

      “The poor woman,” Fenella sighed.

      “Unless she murdered him and buried his body,” Mona interjected.

      Fenella gave her an exasperated look.  “I wonder what happened to William.”

      “So does Dan Ross.  He seems to think that William is the most likely candidate for the body found at Pittman’s, mostly because he was meant to be going across for a business conference and he never turned up.”

      “I’m not sure I agree,” Fenella said, studying her list of names.  “I still think Arnold is more likely, being that he was a criminal.”

      “William may have been a criminal, as well,” Mona said.  “We don’t know why he disappeared.  Maybe he murdered a visitor to the island and then assumed that person’s identity.  That may be who was buried at the hotel.”

      “Did William have any connection to Lawrence or to Pittman’s?” Fenella asked Shelly.

      “He worked for the bank where Lawrence had his personal accounts and also the business accounts for the hotel,” Shelly told her.  “He worked in lending, though, and may never have actually met Lawrence, even though Dan Ross tries to make it sound as if the pair spoke daily.”

      “Who’s the last candidate, then?” Fenella asked.

      “A man named Allan Edwards.  He was older, something like thirty-five in the mid-eighties.  No one ever filed a missing person report on him, but Dan found his name mentioned in several articles about Lawrence.  Apparently, he was Lawrence’s business partner for a short while.”

      “Really?” Fenella asked, reminding herself to pretend to know nothing about the man.

      “Dan didn’t seem to find out much about him, just that he came across from somewhere, invested some money in Pittman’s or maybe in Lawrence’s holding company, and then left the island at some point.  According to Dan, he was only here for six months or so and no one knew he was leaving.”

      “No one that Dan could locate in the past twelve hours, anyway,” Fenella suggested.  “All of these men could be living perfectly happily in the UK or even further afield, blissfully unaware that they’re still listed as missing on the Isle of Man.”

      “You could be right.  Dan actually says something similar in the article as justification for publishing the names and details about the missing men.  He requests that anyone with any information about any of the men get in touch with him immediately,” Shelly said.

      Fenella sighed.  “He should have told people to get in touch with the police.”

      “Maybe the police already know where half of these men are,” Shelly suggested.  “Daniel probably has his own list and it’s probably a lot longer.”

      “That’s assuming that Dan’s source was right about the gender and age of the body, of course,” Fenella said.  “If it was a forty year old woman, Dan will have to go back to the archives.”

      “And a lot of people will complain about the things he’s published,” Shelly added.  “It’s one thing to rehash all these old stories in the context of a found body, but if the body turns out to be something completely different, he’s going to have trouble justifying dragging all these poor folks back into the public eye.”

      “So where does Allan go on my list?” Fenella asked, looking at her sheet.  “On the face of it, he seems very likely, being that he was partners with the man who owned the hotel, but he may have been too old for our skeleton.”

      “Put him anywhere,” Mona said.  “It hardly matters until Daniel confirms the age and gender of the victim.”

      Fenella added his name to the bottom of the list and then looked over what she’d written.  “I still think it’s Arnold,” she said after a moment.  “He was definitely doing something criminal, after all.  I wonder how the police found out about what was going on at the company.”

      “Maybe he was their source,” Shelly suggested.  “Maybe one of the other men found out that he was talking to the police and silenced him.”

      “Only to find out that it was too late, that Arnold had already told the police enough for them to press charges without Arnold’s help,” Fenella added.  “I hope it isn’t Lloyd.  I really hope he just moved across to get away from his stepfather.”

      “I really hope it isn’t any of them,” Shelly said in a low voice.  “I didn’t know any of them but it’s still sad to think of one of them ending up buried in a crawl space for twenty or thirty years.”

      “It’s weird that they all had a connection to Pittman’s, except maybe Arnold, anyway,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “It’s a small island,” Mona and Shelly said at the same time.

      Fenella chuckled.  “I know it’s a small island, but still.”

      “I’ll bet we could find connections between me and every one of the men, too,” Shelly said.  “There are connections everywhere if you look hard enough.  Dan probably spent all night looking for the connections he mentions in the article.”

      “Did you ever stay at Pittman’s or drink in their bar?” Fenella asked her.

      Shelly sighed.  “John and I stayed there for a single night once.  We hadn’t been married for long and money was a bit tight.”  She stopped and stared out the window at the sea.

      “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to talk about it,” Fenella said.

      “Woof,” Winston said, getting to his feet.

      “He needs a walk,” Shelly said.

      “Winston always needs a walk,” Fenella replied with a laugh.

      Fiona got up as well, dashing to the door and standing in front of it.

      “I think she wants to come along,” Shelly said.

      “The more the merrier,” Fenella muttered as she found leashes and her handbag.

      A few minutes later, they were walking briskly down the promenade.

      “John wanted us to have a romantic weekend,” Shelly said after a short while.  “We were trying for a baby and I kept getting upset every month when it wasn’t happening.  My doctor said I needed to relax and just let nature take its course.”

      “That’s not very helpful,” Fenella said.

      “No, it wasn’t, but there wasn’t a lot more that could be done, really, not in those days.  The first test tube baby happened around the same time, but that wasn’t readily available technology, not to a young couple on the Isle of Man, anyway.  John and I agreed, after Louise Brown was born, that we’d not try that sort of technology, anyway.  We decided that we’d have children the old fashioned way or not at all.  I think, given the chance again, I’d do things differently, but I don’t believe time machines have been invented yet.”

      Fenella stopped and pulled her friend into a hug.  “I’m sorry,” she said softly.  She could understand Shelly’s sadness all too well.  An unplanned pregnancy that had led to a miscarriage had left her unable to have children herself.  Now she found herself wondering if it had been better for her, knowing children weren’t a possibility from an early age, than it had been for Shelly who had no doubt lived with hope for a great many years.

      “Anyway, John booked us a room with a sea view at Pittman’s for one night.  It was a huge extravagance, and I felt as if I were a princess or something.  The hotel was still one of the nicest on the island, although Max’s hotel was nicer.  John couldn’t afford a room there, of course.”

      “And did you have a lovely and romantic evening?”

      Shelly flushed and then sighed.  “We did and I was convinced that such a wonderful evening was going to result in a pregnancy.  It didn’t help that my next period was a few days late, and I was so sure,” she stopped and then brushed away a tear.  “It never did happen and John and I were very happy together, anyway.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen questions when she looked at Shelly’s face.  Her friend was clearly miserable.  Now wasn’t the time to ask whether they’d considered adoption or fostering or anything else.  Now was the time for sympathy and dog walking.

      They hadn’t gone more than a few more paces when Fiona barked sharply and then sat down.

      “Come on, darling,” Fenella said.  “Winston wants to go a good deal further.”

      Fiona looked at her and slowly shook her head.

      Shelly laughed.  “That’s told you,” she said.  “I’ll sit with her while you and Winston have a proper walk.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Quite,” Shelly replied.  She picked up the small animal and carried her over to a nearby bench.  Once she sat down, Fiona snuggled into her lap.

      Fenella looked at Winston.  “Want to run?” she asked.

      He woofed happily and then took off down the promenade at a pace that left Fenella struggling to keep up.  They ran for longer than Fenella thought she could and then slowed to a walk on the way back.

      “You look exhausted,” Shelly greeted her when they got back to the bench where they’d left her.

      “I need a shower,” Fenella gasped out.  “That was his last run for today.  He’s going to have to settle for walking when we come back out before bed.”

      They were laughing and talking about nothing much as they rode the elevator back to the sixth floor of their building.  Fenella was so focused on the dogs that she didn’t notice the man standing outside her apartment until she’d nearly tripped over him.

      Daniel’s arms went around her and when she looked up in surprise, he kissed the end of her nose.  “Hello.  Are you dog sitting again, then?”
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      Fenella dug out her keycard while she explained about Harvey’s accident.  “I should ring Noble’s to see how he’s doing,” she said as she opened her door.  “I was hoping he might have called me by now, actually.”

      “Are you going to be okay with the dogs?” Shelly asked.  “I’m supposed to be having dinner with Tim in an hour.”

      “I’m fine,” Fenella assured her.

      “I’ll help with them,” Daniel promised.  “I’ll take Winston for a run before dark.”

      “He’d love that,” Fenella said.  “I took him running just now, but he could have kept going for hours.”

      “You do look rather, er, tired,” Daniel told her.

      “I’m sure I’m a huge mess,” Fenella laughed.  “You can get dinner for the dogs and Katie while I grab a quick shower.”

      Half an hour later, she was feeling much better.  She twisted her wet hair into a bun on the back of her head and then walked back out to join Daniel.

      “Harvey is doing well,” he told her.  “He rang while you were in the shower.  Apparently, he’s banged up, but nothing is broken.  His doctor wants to keep him for at least another twenty-four hours, but Harvey is arguing that he should be allowed to leave hospital tomorrow.  I told him that the dogs were welcome here for however long he needed to recover.  I hope that was okay.”

      “Of course it was,” Fenella replied.  “Shelly bought me a ton of groceries, so I’m set for at least a few days.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I was going to offer to run to the shops for you, actually.  I’m relieved to hear that you don’t need me to do so, though, as I’m really tired.”

      “Not too tired to walk Winston later, though, right?”

      “Not at all.  Not even that kind of tired.  Walking, or rather, running with Winston is exactly what I need.  I’m just tired of dealing with people right now.”

      Fenella sat down next to him on the couch and rested her head on his shoulder.  “I’ll just sit here quietly.  You can pretend I’m not here.”

      He laughed and then kissed the top of her head.  “You’re the one person I never get tired of spending time with.  Now, do you want to explain this?”  He held up the sheet of paper where she’d written down the list of candidates for the body from Pittman’s.

      “Shelly got the local paper and we read through Dan Ross’s list of possibilities for the body,” Fenella said, trying not to sound too defensive.

      Daniel nodded.  “I’d be willing to bet half the island did the same thing tonight,” he said with a sigh.

      “Shelly and I were hoping that Dan got his information about the skeleton wrong, just so that he’d be embarrassed.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “That would have been nice, but unfortunately, he’s exactly right.  The coroner reckons that we found a man who’d been around twenty-five when he died about thirty years ago.”

      “So Dan’s list is pretty accurate?”

      “Let’s just say all of the names on his list are also on mine.”

      “But you have more on your list?”

      “Surprisingly, I only have one other name on my list, at the moment, anyway.  I’m sure we’ll have dozens of people ringing in with suggestions, though.  We probably already have.  There are two constables assigned to investigating anyone that gets suggested by a member of the public.  They’re only going to pass the name on to me if they can’t easily find that person.”

      “No one has been able to find any of the men that Dan Ross listed, then?”

      “No, but no one has really tried yet, either.  Dan probably checked with a few of his sources, but I’d like to think mine are better.  I’ll be starting on the list tomorrow and I hope to clear at least one person off it every day until we run out of candidates.”

      “What happens when you run out of candidates?”

      “Then we start looking at missing person reports from across.  It’s possible, maybe even likely, that the dead man was a visitor to the island.”

      “It could take years to work out who was found.”

      “It could, or we could find the answer tomorrow,” Daniel said.  “I’m working on staying optimistic.  I have a weird feeling about this case, anyway.”

      “And you have great instincts.  Every time you pick a cold case to investigate, you end up solving it.”

      “With a little help from my friends,” he told her as he leaned in for a kiss.

      The kiss was interrupted when Fiona jumped into Fenella’s lap.

      “What do you need?” Fenella asked her.  “You had dinner, didn’t you?”

      The small dog barked once and then curled up into a tight ball on Fenella’s lap.  Fenella looked at Daniel and shrugged.  “She was very upset after Harvey’s accident.  He nearly fell on her.”

      “Poor little thing,” Daniel said, scratching Fiona gently behind the ears.  “Harvey is going to be okay, though, and Fenella is going to take good care of you while he recovers.”

      Fiona shut her eyes and snuggled down under Daniel’s hand.  After a moment he looked at Fenella.

      “So much for a romantic evening alone together,” he said with a rueful grin.

      “And I can’t even move as I don’t want to disturb her.  She’s had a rough day.”

      “So let’s talk about the possibilities for the skeleton,” Daniel suggested.  He picked up her list of names and studied it for a moment.

      “You can’t tell me about the other possibility, can you?” she asked.

      “I can, because it will be in tomorrow’s paper.  Dan rang me this afternoon to ask about the man, actually.  Paul Yates was twenty-five when he disappeared in eighty-seven.  He disappeared after being released from prison.”

      “Prison?”

      “He was a pickpocket and a bag snatcher, really, although from what I could see from the file we have on him at the station, he had grand ambitions.  He tried and failed to set up more than one scam.  They were all poorly conceived and badly executed, but he did manage to get one victim to invest a few pounds with one of the schemes.  Paul went to prison for six months in that instance.”

      “And then he disappeared?”

      “Not that time.  He got out and went right back to his old ways, stealing and scheming.  One night he tried to grab a handbag from an older woman, not realizing that she may have been sixty-five, but she was also a black belt at Tae Kwon Do.  She flattened him and then rang the police.  He was back in prison for three months after that incident.”

      “And then he disappeared?” Fenella asked again, half expecting another no.

      Daniel chuckled.  “Yes, and then he disappeared.  He was released on a Saturday afternoon and no one seems to know where he went from there.”

      “He could have simply gone across, though?”

      “He could have, although there’s no record of him having done so.”

      “Did he have any connection to Pittman’s or to Lawrence Pittman?”

      “No, although he and Rence Pittman knew one another.  According to one source, they were close friends, actually, although Rence always maintained that they knew one another, but not well.”

      “Knew one another from where?”

      “Oddly enough, they’d gone to the same boarding school for a short while.  I don’t know how much you know about Rence?”

      “Shelly told me quite a bit.  His mother died in childbirth, I believe.”

      “That isn’t exactly right, but it’s close enough.  She died shortly after Rence’s birth from complications during the delivery.”

      “Shelly said that he had a succession of nannies before he was sent to boarding school at ten.”

      Daniel nodded.  “And then he went to university before coming back to the island.”

      “Aren’t boarding schools expensive?  Did Paul’s family have a lot of money?”

      “Not at all.  And yes, boarding schools are expensive.  Apparently, young Paul was fairly brilliant.  He earned himself a full scholarship to the school.  I gather one of his uncles had attended, so he had a family tie to the place.  Anyway, he was only there for a short while, maybe a year, before he was sent home for breaking into one of the administrative offices and attempting to change marks in the grade books.”

      “Oh, dear.”

      “There was a small article in the local paper about it at the time,” Daniel told her.  He reached into a pocket and pulled out several folded sheets.  After shuffling through them, he handed her one.

      She read the article twice and then frowned at Daniel.  “He wasn’t even changing his own marks.  According to this, he was top of the class in every subject.”

      “I gather some of his fellow students were paying him to change their marks.”

      “Including Rence?”

      “I don’t know that Rence would have needed the help,” Daniel told her.  “He took Paul’s place as the best student at the school.”

      “I wonder if any of his grades were changed,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “Maybe Paul knew Rence’s secrets and Rence got rid of him.”

      “I suppose that’s possible,” Daniel said.  “But he took his time getting rid of the man, if that was the case.”

      “Maybe Paul was trying to blackmail Rence.”

      “Maybe. Paul had a lengthy criminal record, but blackmail never made the list.”

      “Which may just mean that he was more successful at blackmail than his other crimes,” Fenella suggested.

      Daniel chuckled.  “I get the feeling you really think the body is Paul’s.”

      “I don’t know.  I’ve never met Rence, but there’s something about him that bugs me.  It’s probably just his unfortunate name, which isn’t even his fault, of course.”

      “Based on his name, you’re prepared to cast him as the murderer, then?”

      “Not necessarily.  Even if the body is Paul’s, that doesn’t mean Rence killed him.”

      “No, and if it is Paul, there are plenty of suspects.  The files have lists of dozens of men and women who were victims of his crimes over the years.”

      “I’m going to put him joint top of my list,” Fenella decided.  “He and Arnold were both criminals, so either seems more likely than the others.”

      “You may be right about that.”

      “Dan didn’t have his name.  Does that mean that no one filed a missing person report on Paul?”

      “That’s exactly what it means.  His absence was noted by one of the constables who worked in the area where Paul lived.  The constable spoke to Paul’s family about a week after Paul had been released from prison.  His mother said that she didn’t realize he’d been let out.”

      “My goodness, that seems odd.”

      “Maybe, although as I said, he’d been in and out of prison several times by that point.  He generally received fairly short sentences and from what I can tell, he was a model prisoner when he was being held.”

      “So he never got any additional time added to his sentences?”

      “Not from what I could see.  Apparently the constable tried to persuade Paul’s mother to file a missing person report, but she was of the opinion that Paul was an adult who could do as he pleased.”

      “I suppose she was right, but surely she’d have been worried about him.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “The constable described Paul as impulsive and odd.  I believe he agreed with Mrs. Yates that Paul had simply decided to leave the island.”

      “And maybe he did,” Fenella sighed.  “This is going to be an impossible job.  How did you find his name so quickly if there wasn’t ever a missing person report?”

      “The constable I was just telling you about, the one who spoke to Paul’s mother after his disappearance, still works with the police.  He rang me as soon as he heard about the body.  Paul’s disappearance has been bothering him ever since it happened.  He and Paul were around the same age and had gone to primary school together.”

      “How did Dan get the name, then?”

      “Paul’s mother rang him.  According to her, she wanted to file a missing person report all those years ago, but she was told not to bother, that the police had better things to do than look for her son, who was a criminal anyway.  She told Dan that she was told that he’d turn up one day, arrested for something else.”

      “What does your constable have to say to that?”

      “He insists that he’d never have said that to the woman, that he actually tried to persuade her to file a report, but that she refused.  We may never know the whole story there.”

      Fenella sighed.  “The man is still missing, anyway.  That much we do know.”

      “He is, as are the other men on Dan Ross’s list.  As I said earlier, I’ll be working on tracking them all down starting tomorrow.  I’ve already started the routine things, like searching for passports in their names.  Tomorrow I start talking to their families and friends.”

      “I’m sure Paul’s mother can’t wait to talk to you,” Fenella suggested.

      Daniel sighed.  “I’m not looking forward to that conversation.  According to Dan, she doesn’t trust the police and she’s convinced that we’ve found her long lost son.  Dan said something about her being certain that the killer will never be brought to justice because the people involved are too important.”

      “She thinks Rence killed her son?”

      “I suspect so, but I’ll find out for certain tomorrow.”

      “Is Rence that wealthy or powerful?”

      “No one is rich enough to get away with murder,” Daniel said firmly.  “He may be able to hire the best legal team out there, but if I come to believe that he killed our skeleton, I’ll do everything in my power to put him behind bars.”

      “Should we talk about the other possibilities?” Fenella asked.

      Winston got up from where he was stretched out and walked over to Daniel.  “Woof,” he said softly.

      Daniel laughed.  “He doesn’t want to wake Fiona.”

      “Because he knows that if she comes along, he won’t get to run as much.”

      “I should take him for his run, then.”

      “We’ll just stay here, I suppose,” Fenella said.

      Daniel got Winston’s leash and clipped it onto his collar.  “Ready for a run?” he asked the dog.

      Winston was practically jumping up and down with excitement as Daniel led him out of the apartment.

      From her seat, Fenella watched as they crossed the road and then set out along the promenade at a slow jog.  They disappeared from view as Daniel picked up the pace.  A few minutes later, Fiona woke up.  She lifted her head and looked around the room.

      “They’ve gone for a run,” Fenella told her.  “Do you want to go out and meet them on their way back?”

      Fiona jumped down and ran to the door.  Fenella slid on her shoes and grabbed Fiona’s leash and her handbag.

      “We don’t need to rush,” Fenella told her as they left the apartment.  “They’ll probably be out there for ages.”

      The pair had a leisurely stroll back and forth for several minutes before Daniel came back into view.  He and Winston were still running and Fenella’s heart skipped a beat when she spotted the man she was coming to care about a great deal.

      “I didn’t expect to see you here,” Daniel exclaimed as Winston and Fiona barked greetings at one another.  He and Winston slowed to a jog, and then a walk, before falling into step with Fiona and Fenella.

      “Fiona woke up and wanted to find Winston,” Fenella explained.

      “It’s the perfect night to be out and about,” Daniel said.  “At times like this, I wish I had a dog.”

      “But you don’t always have time for a dog,” Fenella suggested.

      “I rarely have time for a dog.  I don’t really have time tonight, but I couldn’t resist the opportunity.  I should be at home in bed, though.  Tomorrow is going to be a busy day.”

      “I’ll take Winston back, then.  He must be tired enough to sleep now.”

      “I’ll walk you home,” Daniel insisted.

      They made their way back to Fenella’s apartment.  She let the dogs in and then stood in the doorway with Daniel.

      “I wish I could stay,” he whispered.

      “The dogs will insist on sleeping with me.  I’ll probably end up in the spare bedroom.”

      “We could share the spare bedroom.”

      Fenella felt herself blush.  “We could,” she agreed softly.

      Daniel pulled her into a kiss that made her toes curl.  “I love you.”

      “I, you mean the world to me,” Fenella countered, flushing and immediately feeling as if she’d destroyed the moment.  Why was she struggling with the word when she knew how she felt inside?

      Daniel gave her a lopsided grin.  “Thanks?”

      She smiled at him.  “I’m having trouble saying it.”

      “I noticed.”  He started to pull her close again, but was interrupted by his mobile phone.

      “Inspector Robinson.”

      “Yes.”

      “She’s first on my list tomorrow.”

      “It’s been thirty years, surely it can wait until morning.”

      “Of course, I understand that, but…”

      “Yes, of course.  Give me ten minutes.”

      He dropped the phone back into his pocket and swore softly under his breath.

      “Is everything okay?”

      “Sure, yeah, fine,” he told her.  “Except Mrs. Yates has decided that she needs to talk to the police about her missing son.  She wants to talk to the inspector who’s in charge of the investigation into the body found at Pittman’s and she wants to talk to him, er, me, right now.”

      “Right now?”

      “Yep, because after thirty years, it’s suddenly urgent.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  “So you have to go.”

      “Yeah, I have to go,” he said, lowering his lips to hers.  When he lifted his head, he winked at her.  “I’ll ring you tomorrow.  We’ll talk about the possibilities then.  I’m interested in your opinions.”

      She nodded.  “Talk to you tomorrow, then.”

      He turned and took a step away before looking back at her.  “If you happen to meet anyone connected to the case, you will let me know, won’t you?”

      “I think that’s highly unlikely,” she replied with a grin.  “I’ll be looking after the dogs.  That’s about all I have planned for tomorrow.”

      He nodded.  “But you do have a knack for bumping into people.”

      “I’ll tell you everything I do tomorrow in detail.  I suspect it will involve lots of long walks on the promenade and quite a bit of picking up after Winston and Fiona.”

      “I brought these for you to look over,” he said, pulling some folded sheets out of his pocket.  “I already showed you the article about Paul Yates during his boarding school days.  These are about two of the other possibilities.”

      Fenella took the sheets.  “Thanks.  I’ll read them once you’ve gone.”

      “We can talk about them tomorrow,” he said.  He took another step and then turned back again.  The kiss was quick and passionate and neither one of them wanted it to end.

      “I have to go,” he muttered as he stepped away from her.

      “You know where to find me,” she replied.

      “I won’t come back tonight, though.  I have a feeling this conversation could take a while.”

      “And you need some sleep, as well.  You need to get home and get to bed as soon as you can.”

      “Maybe we could try living together.”

      “I’ll need to think about that,” Fenella said.  Part of her desperately wanted to say yes, but she knew that she’d feel differently once the effects of Daniel’s last kiss had faded.

      “Think about it,” he told her before turning and walking briskly away.  She waved to him as he boarded the elevator and then went into her apartment.

      The sitting room was oddly empty.  She sat down on the couch and looked at the papers he’d given her.  The first was a copy of the article about Roy Austin.  Fenella read through it several times.

      “It doesn’t actually say that he was sleeping with half a dozen other women,” she said thoughtfully to herself.  “I wonder if they were actual affairs or more like flirtations.”

      “I suspect that some of them were flirtations, anyway,” Mona said.  She appeared on the couch next to Fenella and then frowned at her.  “Sorry,” she said, snapping her fingers twice.  “I’m here.”

      “I see that,” Fenella said dryly.

      “I’ve been trying to remember what happened with Roy,” Mona told her.  “I even asked Max about him.  He remembered Roy, because Roy did some work at one of his residential properties.”

      “I’m surprised Max didn’t have a team of people maintaining his properties.”

      “Some of his larger properties, such as this hotel, had maintenance staff, but Max had many properties across the island.  He enjoyed buying everything from tiny flats in small buildings to huge mansions by the sea.  At one point, he owned something in the region of ten percent of the island’s properties.  Of course, he sold nearly everything later in life, the properties that he didn’t give to me, at least.”

      “And he specifically remembered Roy, a man who’d installed electrical appliances in one of his many properties?”

      “You needn’t sound so skeptical,” Mona complained.  “There were issues, that’s why Max remembered him.”

      “Issues?”

      “It was a small detached house in Foxdale, actually.  A young couple, Joe and Carrie, were renting it from Max.  He doesn’t remember their surname.  Joe was a waiter at one of the restaurants in one of Max’s hotels and Carrie had previously worked for Max as well.  She quit work when they married and they had three children in quick succession.  It was after the third that they moved into the house that Max owned.  It was small, but it had four bedrooms.  I’m sure they were all tiny, but at least each child could have a small space of his or her own.”

      “Where does Roy fit into this picture?”

      “Max had all new appliances fitted into the house when the couple first moved in.  It needed a new cooker, apparently, and a new refrigerator.  There were problems with the cooker, though, and Roy had to go back several times.  According to Max, Carrie complained to him that Roy either didn’t know what he was doing or was deliberately making mistakes so that he’d have to keep returning to the house.  Max found that odd, but the next time Roy came to work on the cooker, he found both Max and Joe waiting for him.  Somehow, Roy managed to get the cooker working on that visit.”

      Fenella grinned.  “Good for Carrie.  She didn’t have an affair with the man, then.”

      “No, she did not.  She was crazy about Joe, even though he was just a rather ordinary waiter.  As I said before, though, Roy was attractive.  I can see how he might have been tempting for other women, especially if he came to visit them repeatedly over the course of several days or even weeks.  Women were often at home with small children for most of each day.  Some of them were probably hugely flattered by the attention.”

      “And from what this article says, it doesn’t seem as if all of them were actually sleeping with the man.”

      “Maybe none of them were,” Mona suggested.  “Maybe the whole story was simply blown out of proportion.”

      “That seems possible.  I don’t know that I’d care if Roy hadn’t disappeared.”

      Mona nodded.  “What’s the other article about?” she asked.

      Fenella quickly read through the last sheet that Daniel had given her.  “It’s about Arnold Costain and his business, the one that collapsed after he disappeared.”

      “Does it mention his unfortunate business partners?”

      “It does, yes.  I’m sure that Shelly told me that one of them is dead and the other is across somewhere.”

      “Yes, but that doesn’t mean that one or both of them couldn’t have been responsible for the body under the hotel.”

      “I suppose Daniel will want to talk to the surviving partner.”

      “No doubt.  The other partner’s wife is still on the island, I believe, as well.”

      “Daniel is going to be awfully busy over the next few days,” Fenella sighed.

      “You’d see more of him if you lived together,” Mona suggested.

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but Mona faded away before she could speak.  “I’m thinking about it,” she muttered as she got to her feet.

      She tidied up a few things and then walked into her bedroom.  Katie was in the exact center of the bed, as usual.  Winston was lying across the top of the bed, just below the line of pillows.  Fiona was curled up on Fenella’s pillow.  All three animals seemed to be fast asleep.

      After getting ready for bed, Fenella walked back into the room and sighed.  No one had moved and there was no chance that she’d be able to get into bed without waking all three of them.

      The bed in the spare bedroom was smaller, but it was still comfortable.  She plumped a pillow and then slid under the covers.  Convinced she’d never sleep, she tossed and turned for three minutes before she fell into a deep sleep.  When she opened her eyes, the clock on the bedside table showed six fifty-eight.  Her body felt oddly heavy and she struggled to lift her head from the pillow.

      Fiona made a noise and then jumped to her feet as Fenella pulled her hair out from under the small dog.  Winston, who was lying across Fenella’s body, rolled onto his back and then rolled over again, ending up on Fenella’s feet.  Katie, who’d been in the center of the bed, leapt out of the way as the dog rolled past her.

      “How did you all get in here without waking me?” Fenella asked as she worked to pull her feet out from under Winston.

      The animals ignored her as they shifted around into new positions.  Fenella climbed out of bed and went to the kitchen to get breakfast for everyone.  She started coffee brewing before filling all of the food and water bowls.  None of them had followed her, so she took herself off to her bathroom to get a shower.  No doubt the dogs would want walking before too long.

      They were both standing at the door, wagging their tails, when Fenella came out of her bedroom.

      “Woof,” Winston said.

      “Yes, I know,” Fenella sighed.  “You need a walk.”

      She glanced into the kitchen and noted that all three food bowls were empty.  Hoping that Fiona had eaten her breakfast herself, without help from the others, she grabbed the leashes and then led the dogs out into the corridor.  They had a fast walk from one end of the promenade to the other.  Halfway back, Fiona sat down, prompting Fenella to pick her up and carry her home.

      “Sorry, darling, but Winston really needed to stretch his legs,” she told the animal.

      They were nearly back to Fenella’s building when Fiona started to wiggle in her arms.

      “What’s wrong?” Fenella asked.  “Do you need to, um, do something else?”

      She put the dog down and then followed Fiona as the small animal dashed off down the promenade.  Winston looked surprised, but then quickly followed his small friend.  Fenella found herself walking far more quickly than she’d intended as they made their way past her apartment building toward the far end of the promenade again.

      They walked for several minutes with Fiona leading them before she stopped suddenly.  Fenella stared at the animal, who was now sitting on the ground, refusing to move.

      “What on earth is the matter with you?” she demanded.  She walked over to Fiona and picked her up.  “We were nearly home.  Are you simply trying to tell me that I need more exercise?”

      Fiona barked twice and then wiggled in Fenella’s arms.

      “And now you want down again?”  Fenella put her down and then sighed as the animal immediately sat back down on the ground.

      “She’s adorable,” a voice said from a nearby bench.

      “She’s nothing but trouble,” Fenella countered.

      The woman on the bench laughed.  “That too, I’m sure.  Have you had her for long?”

      “I’m just dog sitting for the pair of them.  I’m sure she’s never this much bother for her owner.”

      “Maybe she’s just missing her owner,” the woman suggested.

      Fenella sighed and then crossed to the bench and sat down.  “She’s not the only one,” she said, staring at the two dogs who’d both decided to stretch out across the pavement.  It took Fenella a moment to straighten out the leashes before she could sit back and stare out at the sea.

      The woman next to her sighed.  “It’s a beautiful view,” she said.  “I try to come down here at least once a week to enjoy it.  I’m sure I’ve seen those dogs with an older man.”

      “You have.  They belong to Harvey Garus, who lives in the building next to mine.  They got him tangled up in their leashes yesterday and he tripped and fell.”

      “My goodness, I hope he’s okay.”

      “Apparently, he’s going to be fine, but until he’s well enough, I’m looking after the dogs.”

      “It’s kind of you to do so.  I’ve never had any pets, although I often considered getting a dog.  I had to bring up three children on my own, though.  The last thing I needed was another mouth to feed.”

      “I can’t imagine,” Fenella told her.  “I’m going to guess that the father or fathers of the children didn’t help.”

      “They all had the same father,” was the reply.  “And what he did was disappear completely.  I came down here today to visit the spot where his body may have been found, but I can’t quite work up the nerve to walk over and take a look.”
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      “You were Roy Austin’s wife,” Fenella gasped.

      The other woman looked surprised for a moment and then sighed deeply.  “Dan Ross has a lot to answer for.  I suppose the entire island is talking about me after what he put in yesterday’s paper.”

      Fenella flushed.  “I’m sorry.  I’ve been involved in quite a few murder investigations since I’ve been on the island and I’m close friends with the police inspector who’s investigating the remains that were found under the hotel.  I read the article in yesterday’s paper very closely.”

      “You’re Fenella Woods, then,” was the not entirely unexpected reply.  “The entire island has been talking about you for the past year.”

      She nodded.  “I’m sorry, but I don’t remember your name.”

      “I’m Helen, Helen Austin.  Roy and I are still married, or we would be, if he were still alive.”  She sighed deeply.  “He may still be alive, of course.  No one knows for certain that the skeleton they found is his.  I suppose, in some ways, I’m just hoping it is.”

      “At least you’d know what happened to Roy.”

      “Exactly.  Not knowing has been very difficult for both me and for the children.  I’d love to be able to tell them that their father didn’t abandon us.  They all need to hear that and I suppose I do, as well.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said, feeling as if the words were wholly inadequate.

      “I can’t help but feel as if he would have told me if he was leaving,” Helen replied.  “We talked for a long time that night, the night after the paper ran the story about what Roy had been doing.  He swore that he’d told me everything, that there weren’t going to be any more lies between us, that he was done hiding things from me.  I really want to believe that he was telling the truth that night.”

      “I hope the body is his, then.”

      Helen shrugged.  “Part of me wants to believe that it’s him and part of me still thinks that he was lying that night, the same way he’d been lying to me for years.”  She sighed and sat back on the bench, staring out at the sea.

      Fiona surprised them both by jumping up into Helen’s lap.

      “I’m so sorry,” Fenella said.  “Fiona, come here.”  She reached for the dog, but Helen held up a hand.

      “It’s okay.  She probably thinks I need some love right now.  She’d be right, too.”

      Winston walked over and then lay back down, resting his head on one of Helen’s knees.  She chuckled.

      “They can both tell that I’m upset.”

      “They’re wonderful animals.”

      Helen nodded as she began to pet Fiona with one hand and Winston with the other.  “The article in the paper had it all wrong, of course,” she said after a while.  “They made it sound as if Roy was jumping into bed with every women he met.  That wasn’t true, although I’m sure it sold a lot of papers.”

      “I’m glad it wasn’t true,” Fenella said after a short pause.

      “Oh, Roy was cheating on me, that much was true, but the whole thing was hugely exaggerated by the papers and by some of the women involved.”  She stopped and then laughed bitterly.  “I’m saying all of this because it’s what Roy told me, of course.  He could have been lying.  He probably was lying.”

      Fenella patted her arm.  “If you want to talk about it, I’m happy to listen,” she said.  “As I said, though, I’m friends with the police inspector who’s conducting the investigation.  I’m going to repeat everything you say to him.”

      “I’m not worried about that.  I’ve nothing to hide.  Maybe it’s the dogs, but I do feel as if I want to talk about it.  I’ve never told anyone about that night, about the conversation that Roy and I had after the story hit the papers.  I often wonder if I should write it all down for the children, if they may want to hear the story one day, but something always stops me.  If the body they found is Roy’s, I may sit them all down and tell them everything.”

      “How old are they now?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, they’re all in their thirties and busy with their own lives.  I doubt any of them even think about Roy, at least not often.  Maybe on Father’s Day each year.  You don’t really miss what you never had, though, do you?  The oldest was only five when Roy disappeared.  I doubt any of them really remember him.”

      “That’s very sad.”

      “It is sad, although I have to admit that I didn’t encourage them to remember their father.  I put away all of the photographs that he was in and I did my best to never mention his name.  I used to let the children see his parents from time to time, but they lived across and they stopped coming to the island after a few years.  I never took the children over to see them.  Maybe I should have.”

      “Do you have grandchildren?” Fenella asked.

      “Not yet, although I live in hope,” Helen laughed.  “My daughter doesn’t want children and I don’t think she’s interested in finding a husband, either.  I can’t say as I blame her, all things considered.  My older son has been with his girlfriend for eight years now, but neither of them seem to be thinking about marriage or children.  My younger son, well, he takes after his father.  I doubt he’ll ever settle down with just one woman.  I hope he doesn’t, because I’m sure he’d cheat if he did.”

      “I’m told Roy was handsome,” Fenella said after a long pause.

      “Oh, he was definitely that.  He really looked as if he could be a movie star or a model or something.  Women always used to stare at him when we were out and about and I used to feel so proud that he was mine.  I should have known better, really, but we’d met when I was only fifteen and from our first kiss, I never looked at another man again.”

      “Was he much older?”

      “He was nineteen when we met.  My parents didn’t approve of our getting involved, but I didn’t care what they thought.  We didn’t rush into things, though.  We were together for several years before he proposed.  I was starting to think that he was never going to get around to it, but then I found out that I was pregnant.  He did the right thing and married me almost immediately.”

      “I hope you were happy, at least for a while,” Fenella said tentatively.

      Helen shrugged.  “I thought we were happy.  He worked hard and I stayed home with the children.  We had three of them over the next four years.  I was impossibly busy with them, of course, and I’ll admit that I started taking Roy for granted.  We stopped going out together as a couple, and stopped talking, really.  The continuous round of nappies, feedings, and household chores exhausted me, and Roy was working fifty hours a week or more.  He used to take extra hours on the weekends because it paid more and goodness knows we needed the money.”

      “I can’t imagine,” Fenella murmured when Helen fell silent again.

      “I should have suspected something, I suppose, but I didn’t.  I didn’t notice anything different.  Roy was always working and that didn’t change.  Nothing changed, not that I saw, anyway.”

      “When did you find out that he was cheating?”

      “When I read about it in the papers,” Helen said bitterly.  “My mother saw it first and kindly brought me the paper.  I was shocked and I didn’t want to believe what I was reading.  It was bad enough that Roy was cheating, but it sounded, from the article, as if he’d been sleeping with dozens of other women.  I’m not sure how the papers found so many women so quickly, but there were a great many of them and each new name felt like another nail in my heart.”

      “I can’t believe someone from the paper didn’t call you to get a reaction before they published the article,” Fenella said.

      “They may have.  We didn’t have an answering machine and I tended to ignore the telephone during the day.  I even used to turn the ringer off when the children were napping and I often forgot to turn it back on.”  She sighed.  “I don’t know if it would have been better or worse if I’d been warned.  I’m sure, if the papers had rung for a comment, I’d have given them an earful.  I was devastated and angry, of course, but I’d rather the children never have to read my first reactions in the newspaper archives.”

      Fenella nodded.  “What did you do after you’d read the article?”

      “I wanted it to be wrong, about someone else or something.  I rang Roy, but he was out on jobs, of course.  Someone must have told him that I’d rung, though, because he came home from work early.  He was going to be let go anyway.”

      “He was fired because of the affairs?”

      “Actually, I believe he was let go because he had too many repeat visits and now the company knew why.  He’d often go to a house to repair something and then have to go back again a second or even a third time.  He mentioned it to me once, actually, that he was in some trouble at work for not getting more jobs done correctly the first time.  When the company found out that he was doing repeat visits in order to spend more time with the homeowners rather than because of the work that needed doing, they let him go.”

      “And then he disappeared.”

      “We had a long conversation that night, the night the article appeared in the paper,” Helen said.  “Roy admitted that he’d been flirting with customers.  When I pushed him, he admitted that he’d kissed a few and that he’d even been more intimate with one woman in particular, but he promised me that it was just that one woman, a woman he’d once had a relationship with in the past.”

      “Really?”

      “They’d gone out for a short while when he was eighteen.  Then she’d gone off to uni and he hadn’t seen her for years.  He said that when they saw each other again, the sparks just flew.  According to Roy, they only actually had sex once, which is still cheating, of course, but was something I was prepared to try to forgive.”

      “And he’d done nothing more than flirt with all of the other women mentioned in the article?”

      “That was his version of events, anyway.  He admitted to flirting, but much of that was just his personality.  He pointed out that we never talked anymore, which was true.”

      “You were a bit busy,” Fenella said dryly.

      “I was, of course, but we both should have made more of an effort.  Anyway, we talked for hours and hours.  We both cried.  He begged me to forgive him and promised me that he’d never again see the woman he’d actually slept with.  We didn’t know, at that point, that he’d lost his job, but he told me that he’d start looking for a different job, anyway, one with fewer temptations.”

      “And you believed him?”

      “I wanted to believe him,” she said sadly.  After a moment, she shook her head.  “That isn’t true.  In that moment, at that time, I did believe him.  I truly thought that we were going to work through it all and that our marriage was going to survive.  I wanted to make it work, for the sake of the children.  They needed their father in their lives.”

      “So then what happened?” Fenella asked.

      “We were both exhausted.  I told Roy that he had to sleep on the sofa and I went to bed.  He went off to work as normal the next morning, but he came home after just an hour.  He’d been let go.  I had already made plans to spend the day with the children and some friends at the wildlife park and he insisted that we should go, anyway.  I made dinner for everyone once we got back to the house and then Roy went down to the pub.  He often went for a drink in the evening.  Putting the children to bed was an ordeal, and he did his best to avoid it when he could.”

      “They were his children,” Fenella snapped.

      Helen nodded.  “We had that argument from time to time, but it made no difference.  I wasn’t about to leave him over it, anyway.  It was just a minor annoyance, really.  If I’m honest, it was much easier to get the children to bed when he wasn’t there than when he was.  He used to chase them around and wind them up terribly, really.”

      “So he went to the pub and then what?”

      “And then he never came home, or maybe he did, but I never saw him again.  I’d told him to sleep on the sofa again and I think that he may have at some point in the night, but I’m not certain.  He wasn’t there when I got up with the children, though.”

      “Was that unusual?”

      “Yes and no.  When he was working, he sometimes got sent to sites very early in the morning.  When that happened, he’d be gone before I got out of bed, assuming the children didn’t wake me early.  By that point, however, he was unemployed.”

      “What did you think had happened to him at the time?”

      She shrugged.  “I didn’t really give it much thought.  I wasn’t certain whether he’d even come home, but I was still upset and I told myself I didn’t care.  I hoped he was out job hunting, but I’m sure I suspected that he was with the other woman.”

      “Do you know her name?”

      Helen shook her head slowly.  “He wouldn’t tell me anything about her, except that they’d known one another when they were younger and that she’d gone away to uni.  He promised that he’d tell me more eventually, but said that he wasn’t ready to talk about her yet.  I should have pushed him for more information, of course, but at the time I assumed we had plenty of time.”

      “When did you start to worry, then?”

      “By midday, when he hadn’t turned up or rung, I began to wonder where he’d gone.  I rang a woman I knew at his work, but she told me that he hadn’t been there.  Then I rang the pub where he usually drank.  They insisted that he hadn’t been in the previous evening.”  She stopped and drew a shaky breath.

      “You don’t have to answer my questions,” Fenella said gently.

      “No, but I need to talk to the police later.  Maybe it will be easier the second time around.  At the time, I was certain that he was with the woman he’d been seeing behind my back.  I went to the police and filed the missing person report because I wanted to embarrass him.  There, I’ve admitted it.  I wanted everyone on the island to know that he’d run out on me, leaving his three children behind.  I’d been humiliated by him already.  This didn’t seem any worse.”

      “So you filed a missing person report.”

      “I did.  I’d always thought you had to wait twenty-four hours, but I rang my mother to tell her that Roy was missing and she insisted that I ring the police.  She wanted him embarrassed at least as much as I did.  I think she was hoping that the police would find him somewhere and arrest him.”

      “I don’t think they do that to people who’ve been reported missing.”

      “Probably not, but maybe they should,” Helen muttered.  “Anyway, I rang the police and a very nice female constable took my statement and filled out the report.  She told me that it was very unusual for anyone to stay missing for very long on the island and that if she was the one who found Roy, she’d have a few things to say to him before she brought him home.”

      Fenella smiled.  “I hope that made you feel better.”

      “It did, at least for a short while.  The problem was, no one seemed to be able to find Roy.  For the first day or two, it didn’t seem as if the police were doing much, but when he didn’t simply reappear, they truly began to search for him.  That was nearly thirty years ago and he still hasn’t turned up.”

      “What would you say to him if he did turn up now?” Fenella asked curiously.

      Helen sighed.  “I think about that every night before I fall asleep.  I’ve had hundreds of imaginary conversations with the man over the past decades.  I’ve had time to get over my own heartbreak, but if he is still alive, I’ll never forgive him for what he put our children through.  They needed him, and he had a moral and legal obligation to them.  There isn’t anything he can say that will excuse that.”

      Fenella nodded.  “So you’re hoping he’s the skeleton.”

      “I am, rather, but it makes me terribly sad, as well.  I hate to think that he’s been dead for all these years.  It would have been better to have had a chance to mourn for him and then to move on.”

      “For you and for the children.”

      “Exactly.  They’re all good kids and they’ve turned out better than I dared hope, really, but I know they all feel that they’ve missed out on something, on having a father who cared about them.  If Roy has been dead for thirty years, well, that helps explain a lot.”

      “If the remains are Roy’s, who do you think killed him?” Fenella asked.

      Helen looked surprised and then shook her head.  “It’s a logical question and something I should have considered, but I haven’t.  I suppose I was just so overwhelmed by the idea that he might have been dead for all these years that I didn’t stop to think how he might have been killed.  I suppose it’s unlikely that he simply crawled into the space under the hotel and died of natural causes.”

      “Very unlikely.”

      “Maybe he was drinking at the bar in the hotel and had a heart attack or something.  Perhaps the bartender hid the body because he thought he might get into trouble for some reason.”

      “Maybe he kept serving Roy until he’d had far too much,” Fenella suggested.

      Helen nodded.  “That could have happened, right?  Maybe Roy got really drunk and fell off his barstool, hitting his head or something.  There are dozens of possible scenarios and none of them involve anyone killing Roy.”

      “You don’t know of anyone who might have wanted to harm him?”

      Helen gave a sharp laugh.  “Besides me?  That isn’t actually true, of course, not back then.  At the time, I wanted to give him another chance.  I still believed in him.  I’m sure there were angry husbands, though.  Maybe the husband of the woman he had the actual affair with found out.  If I knew who she was, I’d have a better idea, of course.”

      “You never asked his parents about his previous girlfriends?”

      Helen stared at her for a minute.  “I should have thought of that,” she said eventually.  “As I said, they used to visit the island, after Roy disappeared.  They’d come over for a few days and the children and I would spend some time with them.  Roy was an only child so my children were their only grandchildren.  That’s assuming Roy isn’t out there somewhere with another family, I suppose.  Honestly, though, we used to do our best not to talk about Roy.  I never asked them any questions about his past.  I would sometimes ask them if they’d heard from him, but they always assured me that I’d be the first to know if he ever got in touch with them.”

      “And you believed them?”

      A tear slid down Helen’s face.  “I believed them at the time and now I’m doubting everything that everyone said to me over the past thirty years.  Maybe Roy kept in touch with them after he disappeared.  If he did, they didn’t tell me about it.  As I said, after a while, they stopped visiting, but that was more to do with his mother’s health than anything else, or so I was led to believe.”

      “Are they still alive?”

      “No, they were older when they’d had Roy.  Actually, they were older when they got married.  She was nearly forty when she had Roy and, as I said before, he was an only child.  Her health was already an issue when I first met her, when she was around sixty, and it went downhill from there.  Her husband was a few years older than she was, but she passed away first, maybe fifteen years ago.  He was only a few years behind her, though.  She’d left everything to him and he left everything to my children in equal shares.  The money helped them get through uni and then helped them each get on the property ladder.”

      Fiona sat up on Helen’s lap and then jumped down.  Fenella grabbed the leash that she’d put down on the bench before the dog could run away.  She needn’t have worried, as Fiona took a few steps and then stopped and looked back at her.

      “I think she wants to walk more,” Helen said.  “Which way are you going?”

      “I’m heading for home.”

      “Then you’ll be walking right past Pittman’s?”

      “Yes, I will.  Do you want to walk with us?”

      “If you don’t mind, I would, actually.  I know I can’t go inside and see exactly where the body was found, but I do want to walk past the hotel, anyway.  I can’t help but feel as if I’ll know if the body was Roy’s or not when I get there.”

      Fenella bit her tongue.  The idea seemed crazy, but it wasn’t her place to say anything.  Besides, it was just remotely possible that Roy’s ghost was haunting the building and would say something to his former wife.

      They got up and began a slow stroll along the promenade.  After a moment, Helen sighed.  “This is crazy.  I should just go home.  There isn’t going to be anything to see there and it’s just going to be upsetting.”

      Fenella stopped.  “Maybe you should just go home.”

      Helen shook her head.  “I need to do this.  I’m sorry.  You can go on without me if you’d rather.”

      “It’s fine.  I just don’t want to see you upset.”

      “It’s far too late for that,” Helen muttered.  She took a few deep breaths and then began to walk briskly along the path.

      Fenella and the dogs followed as Helen rushed toward the old hotel.  When they reached it, Helen crossed the road with Fenella on her heels.  She stopped at the sidewalk that led to the hotel’s entrance.  Police tape was visible across a door that clearly led to the crawl space under the building.

      Helen stood, staring straight ahead for several minutes.  Fenella wasn’t sure what to do as the dogs sniffed the ground and gave her puzzled looks.

      “I can’t help but feel as if it wasn’t him,” Helen said eventually, turning her back on the hotel.  “I know it’s crazy, but I feel as if I would know.  I should feel sad or at least feel something, but I don’t.  Maybe I’m fooling myself, though.  I’ve done an awful lot of that over the past thirty years.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Until the remains are identified, the police will be doing everything in their power to find Roy.”

      “Great,” Helen said unenthusiastically.  “Now that I don’t think it was him, I’m angry at the thought that he really did just run away.”  She sighed.  “Do you know if the police were able to get any DNA from the skeleton?  Can they do that?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      “I have three children with whom they can compare DNA if they have any,” Helen said.  “Do you know anything else about the process of identifying the remains?”

      “No, not at all.  I don’t know if they can compare dental records after all these years.”

      “He had perfect teeth.  Luckily for them, my kids all inherited them, too.  I don’t know that his dentist is still around, though.  I doubt it.”

      “You said you were going to talk to the police.  I’m sure Inspector Robinson will be able to tell you more.”

      Helen nodded.  “You’ve been terribly kind.  Thank you very much.  I think I should go home and have a good cry now.”

      “Are you going to be okay to drive?”

      Helen slowly shook her head.  “I’ll ring my son, my youngest.  He’ll come and get me and then he’ll get someone to bring my car home, too.  He’s very well organized and he worries about me more than the others.  Sometimes that can be quite annoying, but today I’m going to take full advantage.”

      Fenella crossed the road with the woman and sat with her on a bench until her son arrived.  He was a very handsome man, who emerged from his car with a concerned look on his face.  He barely glanced at Fenella before he escorted Helen to his car and drove her away.

      “How did you know that I wanted to speak with Helen Austin?” Fenella asked Fiona as the trio crossed the road again, heading for home.

      Fiona looked up at her and then barked once.  Fenella wasn’t sure how to interpret the reply.  She was still puzzling over it as she rode the elevator to the sixth floor.  When the doors opened, she nearly tripped over Shelly and Tim, who were waiting to board the car.

      “Oh, goodness, I am sorry,” Fenella exclaimed as she untangled everyone from the dogs’ leashes.

      “Not a problem,” Shelly laughed.  “We knocked on your door, but you didn’t answer.  We’re just going for a stroll and I thought we would be nice and offer to take the dogs with us.”

      “They’ve been out for hours,” Fenella told her.  “They’re both due a rest, I think.”

      “I’ve the day off, so I’m happy to take them for a walk later, if you need a break,” Tim offered.

      “Stop back anytime,” Fenella said cheerfully.  “You can take them whenever you like.”

      He nodded and then he and Shelly boarded the waiting elevator.  Fenella let herself and the dogs into her apartment, unhooking their leashes and then kicking off her shoes.  “That was exhausting,” she complained as she dropped into the nearest chair.

      “Who was the woman with whom you were speaking outside of Pittman’s?” Mona asked as she appeared next to her.

      Fenella jumped slightly and then sighed.  “Helen Austin, Roy’s wife.”

      “Tell me everything,” Mona demanded.

      “Let me ring Daniel.  I can tell you both everything at the same time.”

      Fenella picked up the phone and then dropped it again when someone knocked on her door.  Frowning she crossed the room and looked through the peephole.  Tim beamed back at her.

      “They aren’t ready for another walk just yet,” Fenella told him as she opened the door.

      “I know, but I need a favor,” he replied.  “Later today, when I take the dogs out, can you come with me for a short walk?  I need some advice and I need it when Shelly isn’t around.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to ask a dozen or more questions, but Tim shook his head before she could speak.

      “I’ll explain it all later. I have to hurry.  Shelly is waiting.  Please?”

      “Yes, of course,” Fenella blurted out.  As Tim rushed back down the corridor, Fenella slowly shut the door behind him.

      “What have I just agreed to do?” she asked Mona.

      “To give Tim some advice behind Shelly’s back,” Mona replied.

      “What could he possibly need advice about?”

      Mona shrugged.  “I suppose you’ll find out soon enough.  For now, tell me about Helen.”

      Fenella picked up the phone and dialed Daniel’s office number.  It went straight to the receptionist.

      “It’s Fenella Woods.  Please ask Daniel to ring me.”

      “I can put you through to his voicemail,” she offered.

      “That would be great,” Fenella agreed.

      “Hi, it’s Fenella.  I was out walking the dogs and I ran into Helen Austin.  She said she’s going to see you later today, so you may not need to hear what she told me, but if you do, call me back,” she said in a long rush.

      “You aren’t going to make me wait until Daniel rings back to tell me what Helen Austin said, are you?” Mona asked.

      Fenella shrugged.  “Let’s give him a few minutes anyway.  I’d hate to get started and then have to start over.

      Fifteen minutes later, as Mona paced back and forth through the living room, the phone rang.

      “Hello, darling,” Daniel said.  “I wish I were more surprised than I am that you spoke to Roy’s wife.”

      She shrugged and then put the call on speaker for Mona’s benefit.  “It was really Fiona’s fault,” she began.
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      “In the end, then, she didn’t think it was him?” Daniel asked when Fenella was done recounting the conversation.

      “No, but she was basing that strictly on how she felt, standing there, staring at the hotel,” Fenella replied.

      “She doesn’t want him to be dead,” Mona said.  “She wants the police to find him so that she can kill him herself.”

      Fenella shook her head at her aunt.

      “We’re probably going to ask one of her children to provide a DNA sample if we can’t locate the man in the next few days,” Daniel said.  “Just so you know, there are other things that can be helpful, things we’ll ask Mrs. Austin about before we start testing DNA.”

      “What sorts of things?” Fenella asked.

      “A history of broken bones would be helpful.  I haven’t had the report from the coroner yet, but I’m hoping our skeleton had at least one broken bone in his lifetime.  If he had a broken arm that healed years before he died, someone in his family would probably know about it.”

      “I never thought to ask her about broken bones.”

      “It’s something you might ask anyone else you come across.  You do have a knack for bumping into my witnesses.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I don’t mean to bump into anyone.  I was simply walking the dogs.”

      “Today’s paper is going to be full of speculation about how much Lawrence Pittman knew about the body,” Daniel told her.

      “Because Dan Ross ran out of other things to write about or because something has happened?”

      “Because Dan read Lawrence’s will.  It had some odd provisions in it that seem designed to prevent his heirs from selling the hotel.  It doesn’t come right out and say that, though.  It’s all vague and slightly odd.  Apparently, Lawrence’s advocate refused to write the will they way Lawrence wanted it written, so Lawrence wrote the document out himself using some sort of kit that he’d ordered from somewhere.  It ended up being very complicated for Lawrence’s heirs.”

      “Did he simply want the hotel to stay in the family, or was he worried that if it was sold, someone would find the body?” Fenella mused.

      “That’s the question Dan Ross raises in today’s paper.  He hints strongly that the will was designed to keep the body hidden, but there’s nothing in the will that mentions the crawl space.  Lawrence couldn’t have been certain that his heirs wouldn’t decide to start digging once they’d inherited the building,” Daniel said.

      “Unless he’d warned Rence not to do so,” Mona suggested.

      “Rence must have found a way around the will, then, because he did sell the hotel,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Which suggests that he didn’t know about the body in the basement,” Daniel said.  “Rence ended up having to go to court to get his father’s will partially invalidated.  In the end, the courts decided that the provisions that Lawrence had made were as unenforceable as Lawrence’s advocate had told him they would be before Lawrence decided to write the will himself.  Rence had the hotel on the market within days after the case ended.”

      “Why was he so eager to get rid of it?” Fenella wondered.

      “He told Dan Ross that he’s happy with his pub businesses and has no interest in running a hotel,” Daniel replied.

      “And he doesn’t want to spend the money it would cost to get it habitable again,” Mona suggested.  “It’s in a terrible state, really.  I can’t believe anyone wanted to buy it.”

      “What about the people who bought it?  Do they have any ties to any of the missing men?” Fenella asked.

      “It was purchased by a large development company from Denmark.  I have an appointment with the construction manager who’s working on the island later today.  He told me that this is the first time he’s ever been to the island and I got the impression that he’s not very happy with what he’s found here.”

      “I’m sure he wasn’t expecting to find a skeleton, anyway,” Fenella said.  “But what about the box that was found first?  Did it really have poison in it?”

      Daniel sighed.  “We’re still waiting for lab reports on that box.  It had ten seemingly identical bottles, all with some liquid inside them.  There was another bottle in the box that was badly broken.  Our experts believe that whatever was in the bottle simply leaked away when the bottle was broken.  The box was badly stained in a manner consistent with the liquid leaking out when the bottle broke.  There was an empty space where a twelfth bottle would have been.”

      “Do the bottles have labels?”

      “They do, but they’re unreadable.  There’s going to be photographs of the box and one of the bottles in today’s paper.  I’m hoping someone on the island will recognize what we’ve found.”

      “You don’t think it’s tied to the skeleton, then?”

      “The newspapers that were being used for padding in the box date to some years after our skeleton died.  It’s always possible that the poison was used to kill the man with the box being hidden some years later, but for now we’re treating the cases as separate investigations,” Daniel said.

      “I shall have to show the paper to Max,” Mona said.  “He may recognize the box or the bottle or both.  His company was involved in imports and exports all across the island.  I must make sure to ask him about it, when he’s in the right mood, of course.”

      “Of course,” Fenella muttered.

      “It only makes sense, at this point, to treat them as separate cases,” Daniel said, slightly defensively.

      Fenella frowned as Mona slowly shook her head at her.  “Yes, no, I mean, you’re right, that does make sense.  I’m just thinking too hard and muttering to myself.”

      “What are you thinking?” Daniel asked.

      “The box is interesting, but I’m more concerned about the remains,” Fenella said. “You haven’t managed to track down any of the six possibilities yet?”

      “Not yet, but we’re working on them all.  The constables answering the phones have been told about at least a dozen other men, but thus far they’ve managed to eliminate every one of them.  Our original six are proving harder to track down.”

      “Some of them may want to stay hidden.  If I were Roy Austin, for instance, I’d be hiding far away.”

      “Finding out who he was actually seeing behind his wife’s back may be the key to that one,” Daniel said.  “If he truly did have an affair with an old girlfriend, she may know something about his disappearance.”

      “Maybe you should be looking for women who disappeared around that time,” Fenella suggested.  “Maybe the ex-girlfriend went with him.”

      “That’s an interesting thought,” Daniel replied.  “The last thing I want to do now is go through the missing person reports again.  Maybe I’ll suggest it to Dan Ross.  His newspaper archives seem easy to search.”

      “Must you?” Fenella blurted out.

      “What do you mean?”

      “I’m sorry, but I don’t like Dan Ross.  He’d be ever so pleased with himself if he managed to track down Roy Austin.”

      “I don’t care for Dan, either, personally, but he’s good at what he does and he could be a real help on this case.  I have a lot of people to try to track down and limited resources.”

      “Let me talk to a few people,” Mona said.  “Maybe someone I know will have an idea of who Roy was actually seeing.”

      Fenella nodded at Mona.  “Maybe, when you talk to Helen, you’ll find out something that definitely rules him out,” she said.  “Maybe he had a broken leg when he was younger and the skeleton didn’t.”

      “That’s very possible, actually.  I may wait to talk to Dan until after I’ve spoken to Helen and some of the other witnesses,” Daniel said thoughtfully.  “And now I really must go.  I’ve a dozen appointments this afternoon with friends and family members for all six of our missing men.”

      “Good luck.  I hope you can work out who was found.  It will be a lot easier to figure out what happened to him once we know who he was.”

      “I hope you’re right about that.  I don’t just want to identify the body, of course.  I want to know how he ended up in that crawl space and how he died.”

      Fenella put the phone down and looked at Mona.  “Do you really think you might be able to find out about Roy’s girlfriend?”

      “Max won’t know anything, of course, but there is another ghost in the building.  She hasn’t been dead for long, but she’s determined to stay here and not move on for some reason.  I’ve been meaning to go and speak with her anyway, to welcome her to the afterlife, as it were.  I don’t know anything about her, but she seems the type to have followed all of the island’s gossip for the past seventy years or more.  She often takes a stroll around the building in the evening.  I may try to catch her tonight.”

      “She strolls around the building?  On the inside or outside?”

      “Inside when it’s raining, outside when it’s fine.  Why does it matter?”

      “I just wondered,” Fenella said.  “Are there really ghosts everywhere, then?”  As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Fenella regretted asking the question.  Mona never gave her a straight answer to her questions about the afterlife.

      “Not exactly everywhere,” Mona replied, as a mischievous look flashed over her face.  “I’m sure I’ve told you that most people simply move on to the next stage.  I’ve met a handful of people in the building over the past year, but most of them didn’t stay for long.  Max has been here the longest and I don’t think he’ll go, not unless someone explains to him that he’s actually dead.  The others tried living as ghosts for a while and then got bored with it.”

      “And you aren’t bored yet?”

      “My dear girl, your life keeps my death interesting,” Mona told her with a small laugh.  “And now I have things to do.  I must try to find out about the other ghost before I try to speak to her tonight.”

      “How will you do that?”

      “Oh, I have my sources,” Mona said as she faded away.

      “Of course she does,” Fenella sighed.  The dogs had both collapsed in front of the windows when they’d come home.  Now Winston sat up and woofed loudly.

      “Is it time for lunch, then?” Fenella asked him.

      Winston jumped to his feet, his tail wagging happily.  Fiona stood up more slowly, but she too looked pleased as Fenella went into the kitchen and began to fill up their food and water bowls.  She did the dogs’ bowls first and then filled Katie’s, as well.

      “Now you’re all happy and I’m the only one who’s starving,” Fenella said as the animals began to eat.  Her refrigerator was full of microwavable meals thanks to Shelly, so she picked one at random and threw it into the microwave.

      “You’re going to want a walk as soon as you’ve eaten, aren’t you?” she asked Winston as she waited for her meal to cook.

      He grinned at her and then went back to his lunch.

      “Maybe Tim can take you,” she said.  “But he wants to talk to me, which is worrying.  What could possibly be wrong?”

      The animals didn’t have any answers for her, so Fenella puzzled over it while she ate her lunch.  Winston finished well before she did.  He stood near the apartment’s door, woofing gently while she ate.

      “Okay, okay, I know,” she said after she’d washed down her last bite with some coffee.  “We’ll go for another walk.  Do you want to wait here this time?” she asked Fiona.

      The smaller dog rushed to the door and stood next to Winston.  As Fenella slid into her shoes, Fiona stared at her, seemingly concerned that she might get left behind.  Fenella snapped on both leashes and opened her door.  Tim and Shelly were in the corridor.

      “Walk time?” Tim asked.

      “As ever,” Fenella sighed.

      “I’ll come and help,” he offered.

      “Me, too,” Shelly said.

      “I thought you were going to bake a cake,” Tim objected.  “You go and bake while Fenella and I take the dogs for a walk.  I’ll be back in an hour or less.”

      Shelly looked surprised and slightly hurt, but she nodded slowly.  “If you need a cake that badly,” she said softly.

      Tim chuckled, but it sounded forced.  “I don’t need a cake, but we’ve been talking about it all morning.  It just sounds really lovely.”

      “Okay, I’ll go and bake a cake and see you back here in an hour or so,” Shelly said.  “We’ll have the cake for pudding after dinner.  I may as well cook something while I’m at it.”

      She turned and walked down the hall toward her apartment.  As she pulled out her keycard, she looked back at Fenella and Tim.  “Fenella, why don’t you join us for dinner?” she asked.  “We’re going to have cake for pudding.”

      “Maybe,” Fenella said, not wanting to get involved in the disagreement between the pair.  “I need to see what Daniel is doing.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “You’re more than welcome,” she said, emphasizing the first word before she walked into her apartment and shut the door firmly.

      Tim frowned.  “I didn’t do that very gracefully, did I?”

      “Not really.  But what’s going on?”

      He glanced around and then shook his head.  “Let’s get outside before we talk,” he said, walking quickly to the elevators.

      Fenella and the dogs followed more slowly.  Tim didn’t speak until they were across the road on the promenade.

      “Do you want me to take one of them?” he asked.

      She handed him Fiona’s leash, worrying that Winston would take advantage of the fact that Tim didn’t know him very well.  If Tim didn’t hold his leash tightly enough, Winston would race away into the sea, getting himself soaked and filthy.  Fenella didn’t want to spend the afternoon at the groomers, getting him a bath.  Fiona was far easier to manage.  She walked behind Winston, paying little attention to who was holding her leash.

      “I think I might be crazy,” Tim said after a minute.

      “Oh?” Fenella replied, a tight knot forming in her stomach.

      “How old is too old to get married?” he asked.

      Fenella shrugged.  “I don’t think age matters, not when you’re in love.”

      Tim sighed.  “I’ve been married before.  I swore I’d never do it again.”

      “But?” Fenella asked, starting to think that she knew where the conversation was going.

      “But I’m madly in love with Shelly and I want to tell the whole world that I want to spend the rest of my life with her,” he said in a rush.  Then he took a slow deep breath.  “I can’t believe I said that.  I’ve been trying to tell myself that we’re just having some fun together, but I’ve been lying to myself.  I suppose I am crazy, crazy in love.”

      “I’m happy for you,” Fenella said.

      He shrugged.  “I just don’t know how Shelly feels.  That’s why I wanted to talk to you.  Does she care about me?  Does she ever talk about us getting married?  Would she even consider getting married again?  I know she loved John deeply and was devastated by his death.  Maybe I’m fooling myself to think that she could ever love me as much as she loved him.”

      “Does she have to love you as much?  Is it some sort of weird competition?  Or would it be enough if she loved you enough to marry you, without comparing you to John?”

      Tim looked at her for a minute.  “I didn’t think about it that way,” he said eventually.  “She may not be comparing me to John, but I’m always worried that I’m not as smart as he was, or as kind, or whatever.  As long as she doesn’t cheat on me, she’s already an improvement on one of my former wives.”

      “I know she cares about you,” Fenella said cautiously.  “She was very upset a while back when she thought you were seeing someone else.”

      Tim nodded.  “I always tell her where I’m going and who I’m going with now.  I don’t want the experience to be repeated, although I’ve mostly been entertaining two men in their mid-forties for the past month.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Shelly won’t be worried about them, then.”

      A seagull landed near them and both dogs began to bark.  The bird seemed well aware of the limits of their leashes, though, as it hopped along the ground, ignoring the noise.  A moment later, it flew away.

      “Do you think Shelly would consider getting married again?” Tim asked after a moment.

      “I think, if you proposed, that she’d give the matter a great deal of thought,” Fenella replied.

      “But would she say yes?” Tim demanded.

      Fenella frowned.  “Do you want me to try to sound her out?”

      He seemed to give the idea some thought and then shook his head.  “I want to surprise her, so I don’t want you putting the idea in her head.  I’m just terrified, that’s all.  What if she says no?”

      “You could continue to see one another the same way you do now.”

      “I’m not sure that would work, at least not in the long term.  I want forever with her.  I want to fall asleep with her every night and wake up with her every morning.  I thought about asking her to move in with me, but I think she’s too old-fashioned to agree and you know what?  I’m too old-fashioned, too.  I’ve lived with women before, but it isn’t the same.  I want a proper old-fashioned commitment.  I want to stand up in front of our family and friends and tell them all that I’m going to spend the rest of my life with Shelly Quirk.”

      Fenella smiled.  “If you tell her exactly what you just told me, I think she might say yes.”  And I’ll be happy for her, Fenella thought, even though she’ll probably move away and I’ll miss her terribly.

      Tim nodded.  “I want the proposal to be perfect.  I don’t plan to ever do this again, so I want everything to be just right.  Any ideas on how to accomplish that?”

      Fenella frowned.  “You could take her to dinner at her favorite restaurant,” she suggested.

      He shook his head.  “Too ordinary.  I want the proposal to be an evening to remember.  Do you know how her first husband proposed?  I want my proposal to be completely different.”

      “I don’t know that we ever talked about proposals,” Fenella said.  “I could ask her, if you’d like.”

      “Can you think of a way to ask her so that she won’t suspect anything?”

      Fenella stopped to adjust Fiona’s collar while she tried to think.  “I could tell her that I think that Daniel is getting ready to propose, just to bring up the subject.”

      Tim nodded.  “That might work.  Maybe you could ask her about her dream proposal, what it would include, where it would be, whatever.”

      “I can do my best,” Fenella promised.

      “Next question, what do you think about rings?”

      “I’ve no idea.  Shelly doesn’t wear much jewelry, except, um, well, she doesn’t wear much jewelry,” Fenella replied, stumbling over her words when she remembered that her plain gold wedding band was about the only jewelry that Shelly habitually wore.

      Tim nodded.  “I know, she wears her wedding ring and not much else.  I tried to get her looking in jewelry store windows the other day, just to get an idea of what she might like, but she wasn’t interested.”

      “Maybe she wouldn’t want a fancy ring,” Fenella said.

      He shrugged.  “I want to buy her a huge diamond, something that will stop traffic and tell the entire world that she’s mine and that she’s more precious to me than diamonds.”

      “I’m not sure big diamonds are Shelly’s style.”

      “Knowing her, she’d probably be happier with something colored, maybe a ruby or an emerald,” Tim sighed.  “I don’t suppose you can find out for me?”

      “I’ll do my best,” Fenella said.  “If we’re already talking about proposals, rings won’t be much of a change of subject.”

      He nodded.  “I really appreciate this,” he told her.   “Do we have time to check out a few jewelry store windows now?”

      Fenella shrugged.  They were just across the promenade from the main shopping area in Douglas.  It wouldn’t take them long to cross the road and then walk to the next street.  There were several jewelry stores along the high street, as the row of shops was called.

      The dogs were happy to explore somewhere new.  They eagerly dashed around, sniffing in doorways and investigating the sights, smells, and sounds of the high street.

      “They’re having fun, anyway,” Fenella said with a laugh as Winston pulled her down the street.

      “Harvey mustn’t bring them down here very often,” Tim suggested as Fiona started off in a completely different direction.

      “I’m starting to see why,” Fenella replied as Winston began to attract some attention.

      “What a beautiful animal,” a woman said, stopping to pet him.

      “He’s gorgeous,” another agreed, giving Winston her full attention.

      Fiona rushed up and began to bark, eager to get her own share of the affection.

      Tim looked at Fenella and sighed.  “This may not have been a good idea,” he said.

      They were only a few shops away from the nearest jeweler, but it took several minutes for them to get the dogs away from all of their admirers.  When they stopped to look in the jeweler’s window, other people who wanted to pet the dogs quickly surrounded them.

      “At least they’ll keep the dogs busy while we window shop,” Tim suggested as Fenella tried to keep Winston from jumping on a short woman who seemed to be encouraging him.

      “Sure, yeah, right,” Fenella said.  She scooped up Fiona who seemed in danger of being stepped on and then turned her attention to the window display.

      “I was thinking about something like that,” Tim said, pointing to a huge diamond solitaire.

      Fenella looked at the discreet price tag and gasped.  “It’s very expensive,” she said.

      “I can afford it,” Tim told her.  “I’ve been saving my pennies for years.”

      Fenella raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue.  Instead, she looked back into the window.  “If you want to spend that much money, maybe you should have Shelly pick out her own ring,” she suggested.  “It would be a shame to buy something that expensive only to discover that Shelly doesn’t care for it.”

      “That’s why you’re here,” Tim told her with a grin.

      Oh great, Fenella thought.  And if I get it wrong, then it will be my fault.  She looked over the rings several times, but her eyes kept returning to one near the back of the display.  She had no idea what the stones were, but there were five of them in a row that almost made a rainbow pattern.  The stones were large, but not enormous.  The ring was striking, but not gaudy, at least in Fenella’s opinion.  She would never have worn it, but it seemed exactly the sort of thing that Shelly would love.

      “What about that one?” she asked Tim, pointing.

      “The rainbow one?  I saw that the other day and I thought it would suit Shelly, but I’m not sure it’s meant to be an engagement ring.”

      “An engagement ring can be anything you want it to be,” Fenella said firmly.  “I think Shelly would love it.”

      He looked at it for a moment longer and then shrugged.  “I think you’re right.  I don’t suppose you know her ring size?”

      Fenella stared at him for a minute and then laughed.  “She’s an L,” she said.

      “Are you sure?”

      “I am, actually.  We were discussing ring sizes one day because the system is completely different in the US.  They use numbers, rather than letters. We were playing with the cats and watching some shopping channel and they were showing a ring that I quite liked, but I didn’t have the first clue what size I would be over here.  Shelly let me try on her wedding band, and told me it was a size L.”

      Tim grinned.  “Can I leave the dogs with you for a minute?  I’m going to buy that ring.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but Tim had already shoved Fiona’s leash at her and dashed into the store.  She was chatting with an older couple about the dogs and Harvey when he came out a few minutes later.

      “Is everything okay?” she asked.

      He nodded.  “I’m just feeling a bit shell-shocked,” he admitted as they began to walk back toward the promenade.  “I just bought an engagement ring for Shelly.”

      “If you change your mind, you can always just give it to her for Christmas,” Fenella suggested.

      He laughed, but it sounded forced.  “I’m sure I’ll be fine.  I was so eager to talk to you about proposing and now I’m having second thoughts, that’s all.  They need a few days to size the ring, but I’ve already paid for it, so I’m going to have to propose, I suppose.”

      “And I have a few days to find out how you should do it,” Fenella said.

      He nodded.  “Yeah, that.  I do want it to be perfect, or I will, once I stop feeling as if I might be sick.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I thought you were sure that you wanted to spend the rest of your life with Shelly.”

      “I do, but maybe we could skip the proposal and go straight to being married and living happily ever after.”  He took a few steps and then sighed deeply.  “I’m putting too much pressure on myself, really.  I just want everything to be perfect.”

      “You are putting too much pressure on yourself,” Fenella agreed.  “At the end of the day, the only thing that matters is whether she says yes or not.”

      He stopped and stared at her.  “Do you think she might say no?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Stop worrying.  I’ll try to feel her out when I talk to her about proposals.  I like you a lot and I think you’re good for Shelly.  I’m going to do everything I can to help you.”

      He grinned at her.  “I really, really, really appreciate that.”

      Fenella deliberately changed the subject and they chatted about nothing much on the way back down the promenade.  As they approached the building, she stopped.  “Shelly is a little bit upset because you seemed as if you didn’t want her along on the walk,” she told him.  “Maybe you should take her flowers as an excuse.”

      He sighed.  “I was so worried about talking to you that I wasn’t thinking clearly.  Flowers are a good idea.”

      They stopped in the small shop a few doors away and then continued on their way.  When they got off the elevator, Fenella took the dogs’ leashes.

      “Off you go,” she told Tim.

      He nodded.  “You are coming over for dinner later, right?”

      “Probably, since there’s going to be cake,” Fenella laughed.

      Tim winced.  “I can’t believe I said that.  I’m an idiot.”  He knocked on Shelly’s door.  Fenella was still digging for her keycard when Shelly opened the door.

      “And now I confess all,” Tim said, holding out the bouquet of flowers.  “Today is the eight month anniversary of the day we met.  I wanted to get you flowers.”

      Shelly looked at the bouquet and flushed.  “Is it really?  I didn’t realize.”

      Tim laughed.  “I’m not actually certain about that, but I thought you deserved flowers anyway.  I haven’t given you any in ages.”

      Shelly stepped back to let him into the apartment and then looked over at Fenella.  “Dinner is at six,” she said.  “Please come.”

      “I will, unless Daniel rings,” Fenella replied.

      “Bring him, too.  I have enough cake for four.”

      Fenella laughed and then let herself into her own apartment.  She let the dogs off their leashes and dropped into a chair.

      “The dogs are wearing you out,” Mona said.

      “The dogs, the case, Tim, I think it’s just life that’s wearing me out.”

      The phone cut across Mona’s reply.

      “Ah, Fenella, it’s Harvey.  I do hope my beasts aren’t causing you too much trouble.”

      “No, not at all,” Fenella replied.

      “At least you’re lying politely,” Harvey laughed.  “My doctor has agreed to let me go tomorrow, assuming I don’t trip over my own feet later this evening.  I’ll be happy to have the dogs back, of course, but I may need some help with their walks for a few days.”

      “That won’t be a problem,” Fenella assured him.  “We can work out a schedule once you’re home.”

      “I can’t thank you enough,” Harvey said with a catch in his voice.

      “You know I’m always happy to help.  Winston and Fiona are special animals.  I’m quite fond of them and their owner.”

      “Thank you,” Harvey said, loudly clearing his throat.  “I’ll come to your flat once I get out of here.”

      “I’m so glad you’re okay.  I’m sure the dogs will be as happy to see you tomorrow as I will.”

      “I miss them,” he sighed.  “It’s a shame dogs aren’t allowed to visit hospital patients.”

      “You’re right about that,” Fenella agreed.

      She put the phone down and then looked at the dogs who were in a pile on the floor with Katie at the center.  “You’re probably going home tomorrow,” she told them.

      Winston made a low noise, but none of them moved.

      “And you’ll miss them,” Mona said.  “But what did Tim want?”

      It only took Fenella a moment to repeat the conversation she’d had with Tim.

      “He should take her to Paris,” Mona said.  “It’s incredibly romantic and he could propose at the top of the Eiffel Tower.”

      “How did Max propose to you?”

      Mona sighed and shook her head.  “It was all pretend, of course.  We arranged it all together, the proposal, the engagement, the fight, the breakup.  It was all playacting.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said as a tear slid down Mona’s cheek.

      Mona shook her head.  “It was great fun, really, all of the drama.  I enjoyed myself immensely.”

      Fenella didn’t argue, even though she didn’t believe her aunt.

      “And no one has ever proposed to you,” Mona sighed.  “I’m telling you, Paris would be best.”

      “I’m going to see what Shelly has to say before I suggest anything to Tim,” Fenella told her.

      Mona nodded.  “And that’s Daniel at the door.  I should go.”

      She faded away as someone knocked on the door.
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      After a suitable greeting, Fenella stepped back to let Daniel into her apartment.  “Shelly has invited us to dinner,” she said.  “She baked a cake for dessert.”

      Daniel’s eyes lit up.  “That sounds good,” he said.  “I could use a treat after the day I had.”

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing really, it was just a long and mostly unsatisfactory day.  Tracking down these men shouldn’t be this difficult.  We only found one body, so at least a few of the six should be out there somewhere.”

      “But if they’re officially listed as missing, surely the police have been looking for them for years?”

      “Yes and no.  There’s usually a very active search when the report is first filed and then, over time, additional periodic reviews.  These reports were made around thirty years ago, which means they now get reviewed once a year.  I’d never admit it to anyone else, but I’ll tell you that the review isn’t always particularly thorough.  We don’t have the resources to do much more, though.”

      “That’s a shame.”

      “We do our best with the resources available.  We have a few leads on some of the men, anyway.  I’ll be chasing them down tomorrow.”

      “Which ones?”

      “Lloyd Kelly and Paul Yates.”

      “So they’re off the list?”

      “Not yet.  They’re both lower on the list, though.  I won’t cross anyone off until I’ve spoken to that person myself.”

      “Some of them could be dead,” Fenella suggested.

      “That will complicate things,” he said, winking at her.

      “So where are Lloyd and Paul?” she asked.

      “Someone rang the station anonymously and suggested that we should search for Lloyd in Canada.  I’ve contacted someone at the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, which is their national force.  He’s going to see what he can find out for me.”

      “Kelly is probably a fairly common surname, but Lloyd is a bit different,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “That’s almost exactly what he said,” Daniel replied.  “He’s going to ring me tomorrow with an update.  I’m cautiously optimistic that he’s going to find Lloyd.”

      “And Paul?”

      “May be in Australia.  Again, I’ve contacted someone there who is going to do his best to try to track the man down.”

      “Did that come from another anonymous source?”

      “No, actually, it came from a woman who said she’d had a relationship with Paul.  She said he’d told her he was going to Australia just before he disappeared.  She thought he was going to take her with him, but then, one day, he simply vanished.  She just assumed he’d decided to go without her.”

      “People are odd,” Fenella said.

      Daniel chuckled.  “We are, aren’t we?”

      A short while later, they headed next door with a bottle of wine.

      “You didn’t need to bring wine,” Shelly protested as she let them into her apartment.

      “I thought that was better than bringing the dogs,” Fenella laughed.  “Although I’m going to have to pop back and forth in case they need anything.”

      “Go and get them,” Shelly suggested.  “Smokey can get shut up in the bedroom for a few hours.  It won’t hurt her.”

      “I could bring Katie, too, and the cats could play together in the bedroom while the dogs are here,” Fenella replied.

      “That’s a great idea,” Shelly said.

      Daniel and Fenella went back to her apartment and rounded up the animals.  Smokey hissed loudly as the dogs were escorted into Shelly’s apartment.

      “Now stop that.  They’re just visiting for a short while,” Shelly told her as she picked her up.  “You and Katie can play in the bedroom.”  She put Smokey down in the bedroom and Katie quickly followed her.  As she walked out, Shelly shut the door.

      Winston walked around the room, sniffing here and there, before settling in front of the windows.  Fiona had stood still while he’d been exploring.  As soon as Winston was settled, she rushed over and curled up next to him.

      “Do you think they’ll stay there through all of dinner?”  Shelly asked.

      Fenella shook her head.  “No chance.  Winston will want a W – A – L – K before too much longer,” she said, taking care to spell the word rather than say it aloud.

      Shelly laughed.  “Let’s eat quickly, then.”

      A few minutes later, they were sitting together around Shelly’s dining table.  She’d roasted a large chicken and made all of the trimmings.

      Fenella ate a few bites and sighed.  “This is delicious.  I should cook more often, but it seems like too much hard work.”

      “It makes a nice change,” Shelly said.  “I haven’t been cooking much lately, either.  Someone insists on taking me out for nice meals all the time.”  She patted Tim’s hand as she spoke.

      He grinned.  “This is so good, I might reconsider that now.”

      Everyone laughed and then focused on eating.  After the plates were cleared, Shelly brought out the cake.

      “I made a Victoria sponge,” she said as she put the cake in the center of the table.

      “It almost looks too good to eat,” Fenella said.

      “Only almost,” Tim laughed.

      Shelly cut generous slices for everyone.  As she was passing them around, Tim glanced at Daniel.

      “Are you investigating the body found under Pittman’s, then?” he asked.

      Daniel nodded.  “I was the first inspector on the scene.”

      “Any idea yet who you’ve found?  I’m not just being nosy.  I actually knew one of the missing men pretty well,” Tim replied.

      “I thought you might know Rence, being that he owns pubs,” Fenella said.

      Tim shook his head.  “We’ve played in a few of his pubs over the years, but not very often.  I’ve never met Rence, though.”

      “Which of the missing men did you know, then?” Daniel asked.

      “Roy Austin.  He was an average drummer with ambitions to be more,” Tim replied.  “He auditioned for the band in the mid-eighties, but he wasn’t quite good enough.  We got to talking after the auditions, and he seemed to be a nice guy.  I gave him the name of a good instructor and suggested that he take some additional lessons and keep trying.  He had some talent, but I don’t think he had a lot of time to practice.”

      “He and his wife had three small children,” Fenella interjected.

      Tim nodded.  “He mentioned that, actually, although I think there may have only been two at that point.  Anyway, he said something about his family holding him back from realizing his dream.  I told him he was lucky to have a wife and kids and that he could always chase his dream later in life.”

      Shelly gave Tim’s arm a squeeze.  “What a lovely thing to say.”

      He shrugged.  “It was true, although I don’t know that Roy believed me.  He started appearing at all of our shows and I suppose we became friends, although we never saw one another anywhere else.”

      “And then he disappeared?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, although the article about his, um, love life was in the paper before he disappeared.  I was surprised, but not surprised, because he sometimes came to shows with women, different women, none of whom were his wife,” Tim told her.

      “I’ve met his wife.  According to her, when he confessed all, he claimed he’d actually only been involved with one other woman,” Fenella said.

      “Only one other woman,” Shelly repeated, emphasizing the word other.

      Fenella nodded.  “There is that.”

      Tim shrugged.  “He introduced me to a few different women over the years he was hanging around with the band.  He probably came to one show a month, maybe even less than that, so it wasn’t as if I saw him all the time, and he didn’t bring women to every show.  I think I probably saw him with a woman maybe three or four times over the two or three years he was following the band.”

      “But never the same woman twice?” Daniel asked.

      Tim frowned and sat back in his seat.  “Maybe the same woman twice,” he said after a moment.  “It would have been the last two times that I saw him, a few months before he disappeared.  He was with a really pretty blonde at two shows in a row.”

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “Did he introduce you?  Do you remember her name?”

      Tim took a bite of cake and chewed slowly.  “This was thirty years ago,” he said eventually.  “I’m surprised I remember any of it, really.  He did introduce me, though.  I kept hoping, every time he brought a woman with him, that one of them would be his wife.  He’d told me he was married with children, after all, but this one wasn’t his wife, either.  She seemed nice enough.  I don’t know if she knew he was married.  I didn’t tell her, although I was tempted.”

      “You should have told her,” Shelly said firmly.

      He nodded.  “I wish I had, especially after that article was in the local paper.”  He ate another bite of cake, staring straight ahead with unfocused eyes.

      Fenella ate her own cake while mentally replaying what Helen Austin had told her.  “His wife said that he was involved with a woman from his past,” she said eventually.

      Tim looked up and blinked at her.  “Now that you mention it, he did say something about her having been his first true love or some such thing.  It was a casual remark, something along the lines of, ‘meet Bonnie, she was my first love and we’ve recently been reunited,’ or words to that effect.”

      “Bonnie?” Fenella and Daniel said together.

      Tim laughed.  “It was the first name that popped into my head, but now that I’ve said it, it sounds right.  I don’t recall Roy saying her surname, although he may have.”

      “So a woman named Bonnie from his past,” Fenella said.  “Surely it won’t be hard to find her?” she asked Daniel.

      “As we’re having great difficulty finding anyone at the moment, I don’t share your confidence.  All we have to go on is a Christian name and a thirty year old description,” Daniel replied.

      “I may have the name wrong, too,” Tim said.  “I’m pretty certain it was something similar to Bonnie, anyway.”

      “Bethany, Beverly, Betty, Bessie,” Shelly suggested.

      “Yeah, one of those,” Tim sighed.  “I’m sorry, I’m not much help.”

      “On the contrary, I’ve learned that Roy played the drums and used to follow your band.  That’s good information.  I may have a word with the other band members, too.  One of them might remember Bonnie more clearly,” Daniel told him.

      “You should talk to Mark,” Tim suggested.  “He always paid a great deal of attention to every pretty girl at every show.  He’ll have noticed Bonnie and may well have tried to chat her up.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I’ll ring him in the morning.”

      “I could ring him now,” Tim offered.  “If he isn’t busy, I’m sure he’d love to come over for cake and coffee.”

      “If you think he’d be willing to come over here now, I’d appreciate the chance to speak to him,” Daniel replied.

      Tim pulled out his phone and tapped out a text.  A few minutes later, he had a reply.  “He’s going to walk over now.  He only lives a short distance away.”

      The word walk was all that Winston needed to hear.  He jumped to his feet and ran to the door.

      Fenella sighed and looked at the others.  “Anyone want to walk a dog?” she asked.

      After a quick discussion, they all went.  Fenella took Katie home before they left Shelly’s apartment. Smokey grumbled loudly as the dogs were escorted out the door and she was let out of the bedroom.

      “I’ll text Mark to meet us on the promenade,” Tim said as they waited for the elevators.

      “He won’t get any cake, though,” Shelly said.

      “He’ll get over it,” Tim laughed.

      They walked the dogs along the route that Mark would be taking.  He came into view a short while later.

      “Good evening,” he said brightly.  “Tim tells me you have some questions for me about things that happened in the mid-eighties.  I’m afraid some of those years are a bit of a blur.  I drank quite a lot back then.  I’ll do my best, though.”

      “I really appreciate your time,” Daniel replied.  “We were talking about Roy Austin over dinner.  I understand he used to follow your band.”

      Mark frowned and then nodded slowly.  “Give me a minute,” he said.  He fell into step with them, staring out to sea as they walked.

      “Mid-twenties, brown hair, thought he was a drummer, but was sadly mistaken?” he asked after a while.

      “That’s him,” Tim agreed.

      “He’s the one who got caught sleeping with his customers and then fled the island, right?” Mark asked.

      “Not exactly, but close enough for our purposes,” Daniel said.

      Mark shrugged.  “I remember him, but only vaguely.  He auditioned when we needed a new drummer, but he wasn’t very good.  After the auditions, we all went for a drink or two and he came along.  After that, he started coming to some of our shows, just once in a while.  Sometimes he’d bring a friend with him.  They were nearly always pretty blonde women, even though we all knew he was married, because he’d complained at his audition about how he never got to practice because his wife didn’t want him waking up the children.”

      “How inconsiderate of her,” Shelly muttered angrily.

      Mark nodded.  “I suggested he find a place to practice outside of his home, if he wanted to get good.  He didn’t really want to be successful, though, not if it meant working hard.  I think he wanted to join a band because he thought it would give him access to more women, really.”

      “More women?” Fenella demanded.  “It seems to me that he already had access to far too many women.”

      “Did you ever meet the women he brought to the shows?” Daniel asked.

      “Oh, I’m certain I met them all,” Mark laughed.  “I would have made a point of it, actually.  They were always pretty, but then Roy looked like a Hollywood star.  We talked about putting him in the band anyway, even though he couldn’t play, just to get more women to our shows.”

      “I don’t remember that,” Tim said.

      “You probably weren’t in on that conversation,” Mark told him.  “You were married and not much of a drinker.  I’m pretty sure we had that conversation after half a dozen pints one night after you’d gone home.”

      Tim nodded.  “That sounds familiar.  You guys used to come up with all sorts of stupid schemes after half a dozen pints.”

      “The good old days,” Mark laughed.

      “Do you remember any of the women’s names?” Daniel asked.

      Mark shook his head.  “I’m sure I can’t.  That was a really long time ago and I was usually drunk.”  He stared out at the sea again and then shrugged.  “I sort of remember the last one he brought, actually.  She was stunning and I remember thinking she could do a lot better than Roy Austin.  I did my best to persuade her that I was a lot better than Roy Austin, actually, but she wasn’t having any of it.  She seemed really devoted to him.  He brought her twice, which was unusual for him, actually.  The first time she came, I bought her a few drinks, but the second time she was with him, she wouldn’t drink anything other than water.  I remember thinking at the time that she must have been pregnant, actually.”

      Fenella felt her heart skip a beat.  Poor Helen.  She felt sorry for the other woman, too.  Even if she had known that Roy was married, she can’t have been planning to get pregnant with his child, surely.

      “But you don’t remember her name?” Daniel asked.

      “I want to say Connie, but I’m not sure that’s right,” Mark replied.

      “I thought it was Bonnie,” Tim said.

      Mark nodded.  “That sounds better.  Bonnie Kelly, I think.  She definitely had a common Manx surname.  Kelly, Christian, Quayle, one of those.”

      “It was Bonnie Cannell,” Tim said.  “At least I think it was.”

      “That sounds right,” Mark exclaimed.

      Daniel stopped and typed a quick note into his phone.  “Thank you,” he said.  “I don’t know if it will help, but it might.”

      “I hope it does and I hope Roy is okay,” Tim said.  “I know he treated his wife badly, but I’d still hate to think that anything awful happened to him.”

      “He treated his wife badly and he deserted his children,” Fenella said.  “I think they’d all feel better if they found out that he’s been dead for all these years.”

      “You may be right about that,” Tim said quickly, clearly not wanting to argue with Fenella.

      “She is right about that,” Shelly said firmly.  “If you do track him down and he’s still alive, I hope he has to pay for all the years when he should have been supporting his children.”

      “As they’re all adults now, I’m not sure how that would work,” Daniel said.

      “His wife should get every penny he has,” Fenella said.  “They’re still legally married.  Maybe she could get a huge settlement if she divorced him.”

      “What else can we talk about?” Tim asked, slightly desperately.

      “Do either of you know anything about any of our other possible victims?” Daniel asked.

      “My parents had some investments with Arnold Costain,” Mark said.  “I wasn’t making enough money in those days to invest, not that I am now, really, but my parents lost about thirty thousand pounds when he disappeared and the company collapsed.  That was a lot of money in those days.  It’s still a considerable sum now, unless you’re Fenella.”

      Fenella flushed as the others laughed.

      “They never got any of the money back?” Daniel asked Mark.

      “There was some sort of settlement when the company collapsed and the two remaining partners went to prison, but they didn’t get much back, maybe two or three percent of what they’d originally invested.  They were bitter about it for years, too.  The money was supposed to help fund my father’s retirement.  He reckoned he had to work for an extra two years to replace what they’d lost.”

      “Any reason to believe that he’s our skeleton?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “Not really.  He disappeared before everyone found out what was really going on with the company.  I think half the island would have happily murdered him after we all found out the truth, but that came later,” Mark replied.

      “Did you know him at all?” Fenella wondered.

      “I met him once when I happened to be at my parents’ house when he came to talk to them, but we were simply introduced.  He started a sales pitch and I told him that I had about twenty quid to spare.  That shut him up, anyway.”

      “Did you ever meet him?” Daniel asked Tim.

      Tim shook his head.  “I knew one of his other partners.  We’d gone to school together, actually.  He tried to persuade me to invest with them, but I was building a house and didn’t have the money to invest.  I was lucky, really.”

      “There were two partners, right?” Fenella checked.

      “Yes, Donald and Charles.  I knew Donald.  Sadly, he passed away some years ago.  I believe Charles moved to the UK after he got out of prison,” Tim replied.

      “He’s in Rugby,” Daniel told him.  “I’m interviewing him tomorrow by telephone.”

      “I have to think that if he knew where Arnold was, he would have said something years ago,” Tim said.  “He and Donald both insisted that Arnold was the one behind everything criminal that was going on with the company.  Having known Donald, I can believe that, as well.  He was hard working and ambitious, but not terribly bright.  I can see him doing exactly what Arnold told him to do without question.”

      “Any of the others?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      “I knew William Norton,” Mark said.  “We were at school together when we were younger.  He was a little bit different, but nice enough.  His mother was another story.  She was very overprotective.  I remember thinking, when I heard that he’d disappeared, that he’d probably run away to get away from her.”

      “I got a similar impression from reading the missing person report,” Daniel said.  “She was able to give an almost minute by minute account of everything William had done the day before he’d disappeared.  It was odd, almost as if she’d been following him around as he’d gone about his business.”

      “But somehow his wallet was stolen?” Fenella asked, remembering what Shelly had read from the local paper.

      “That was what his mother said, but the theft was never reported to the police,” Daniel replied.  “We aren’t certain what happened.”

      “If his wallet wasn’t stolen, it seems he got on the ferry and vanished,” Fenella said.

      “That’s how it seems, but we can’t be certain about anything at this point,” Daniel sighed.

      Fiona stopped and began to whine.  Fenella picked her up and sighed.  “I know how you feel.  I’ve had quite enough walking for today, too.”

      “Let’s go home,” Daniel suggested.  “Maybe we could leave the dogs for a short while and go to the pub?”

      “That sounds wonderful,” Fenella agreed happily.

      “I’m in,” Mark laughed.  “I never turn down a chance to go to the pub. Which pub, though?”

      “We only ever go to the Tale and Tail,” Shelly told him.

      He nodded.  “It’s one of my favorites, although I’m not all that particular.”

      The others headed to the pub while Fenella and Daniel took the dogs home.  At Fenella’s apartment, Daniel pulled out his phone.

      “I’m just going to ring into the office and ask someone to start looking for Bonnie Cannell,” he told Fenella.  “I’m hoping she’ll know more about what happened to Roy Austin.”

      Fenella gave the dogs each a treat and then gave Katie one, too.  She could hear Daniel talking as she brushed her hair and pulled it into a ponytail.  When she walked back into the living room, he was just putting his phone away.

      “I’m really sorry,” he said softly.

      “But you have to go into the station,” Fenella finished for him.

      “We’ve a solid lead on Lloyd Kelly.  The police in Canada are fairly certain they’ve found the right man and because of the time difference, I can ring now and speak to him at his office.  As much as I’d love to go to the pub with you, solving this case has to be my priority.”

      Fenella nodded and then pulled him close.  “I hope you can spare a minute,” she whispered.  She lost all track of time as Daniel held her tightly.  When he released her, he sighed.

      “Maybe Lloyd can wait until tomorrow,” he said softly.

      “You don’t mean that,” Fenella told him.  “It’s okay.  Go and talk to the man.  I only wish you’d be able to tell me everything he says.”

      “I’ll tell you what I can,” Daniel promised.  “At the very least, I’ll be able to tell you if we cross him off the list of possibilities.”

      “I suppose I’ll have to be happy with that.”

      “And this,” Daniel said huskily, giving her another kiss.

      “Okay, that made me happy,” she agreed when he finally let her go.

      “I’ll ring you later, when I get home, unless it’s too late.”

      “I’ll be up until midnight,” she said impulsively.

      He raised an eyebrow and then nodded.  “If I get home before midnight, I’ll ring, then.”

      She let him out and then leaned against the door.  “What was I thinking?” she asked Katie as the animal walked past her.  “I never stay up until midnight.”

      Her phone buzzed, making her jump.  It was Shelly, texting to find out what was keeping her.

      Daniel had to go into work.  I’m just going to stay home, she texted back.

      Are you sure? Shelly texted back.

      Yes, I’m sure, she replied.  While she’d been looking forward to the pub with Daniel, going with Tim, Mark, and Shelly held less appeal.  Instead, she popped a bag of microwave popcorn and curled up with the dogs, the cat, and an old movie.  The phone rang not long after ten, as she was drifting off in her seat.  The noise made her jump and startled the dogs.  They began to bark loudly.  Katie shouted and then ran off into the bedroom.

      Shushing the dogs, Fenella reached for the receiver.

      “Hello?”

      “I hope I didn’t wake you,” Daniel said.

      “We were watching an old James Bond movie,” she replied.

      “We?”

      “Me and Winston, really.  Katie was fast asleep and Fiona was mostly asleep, although I’m sure she’d deny it.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I thought maybe Shelly and the others came back and joined you.”

      “Oh, no, it’s just me and my menagerie.”

      “How much longer do you think you’ll have the dogs?”

      “Harvey rang today, actually.  He thinks he’ll be coming home tomorrow and he’ll take the dogs back right away.  I’ll still have to walk them, though, until he recovers.”

      “That’s good news.”

      “Yes, I was really worried about him.  But what did you learn about Lloyd?  Or rather, what can you tell me about Lloyd?”

      “I can tell you everything he said, because he was going to ring Dan Ross after we spoke.  I suggested it and gave him Dan’s name.”

      “Why would you do that?” Fenella demanded.

      “Because it gives Dan a headline and Lloyd has absolutely nothing to do with my case.  Dan thinks I’m helping him when I’m really trying to distract him from focusing on the other possibilities.”

      Fenella thought about his words for a minute and then chuckled.  “That’s very clever.”

      “I have my moments.”

      “So what did Lloyd say?”

      “That he’s absolutely fine and that he had no idea he’d ever been reported missing.  I’ll give you the short version, but I can give you all of the details if you really want them.”

      “I’ll settle for the short version for tonight, anyway,” Fenella said, struggling to swallow a yawn.

      “Thank you for that.  I’m hoping to get to bed soon, myself.  The short version is that Lloyd’s father was abusive, breaking his arm once and knocking him into a wall another time.  By the time he passed away, Lloyd had dropped out of school and was basically just drifting through life.  His mother found a new husband almost immediately, but he and Lloyd didn’t get along.  They tolerated one another for a few years.  Lloyd did his best to stay out of the house, although he didn’t have any money or anywhere else to go.  One night his stepfather came home drunk and started a fight with Lloyd.  When the man took a swing at him, Lloyd decided that he’d had enough.”

      “The poor kid.”

      “He was tougher than anyone gave him credit for, really,” Daniel replied.  “He packed up what he could carry in a backpack and left.  He was a bit vague as to how he got off the island.  I suspect he found a way to sneak onto the ferry, but whatever, he got himself to Liverpool where he found a job on the docks.  He hated the job and he hated the tiny flat he could only just barely afford, so he went back to school.  By the time he emigrated to Canada, he had a master’s degree in mechanical engineering.”

      “Good for him.”

      “He’s married now, with two kids in their teens and he’s never been happier.  After he talks to Dan, he’s going to ring his mother and bring her up to date, too.  I suspect he may come back to the island for a visit one day in the near future.  He got very nostalgic talking about it.”

      “It sounds as if the fight with his stepfather ended up being a good thing,” Fenella said.

      “He said as much, actually.  He said he was lazy and immature and that getting thrown out of his home was the best thing that could have happened to him.”

      “So that’s one name off the list, anyway.”

      “It is and I’m happy to have found him doing so well.  Only five more to go.”

      “Unless one of them is the victim.”

      “I would like to identify the victim.  It will be a good deal easier to find out what happened to him once we know who he was.”

      “Rence Pittman has to know something,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Now you sound like Paul Yates’s mother.  She’s convinced that Rence knows what happened to her son.  Did you see her interview in today’s paper?”

      “I got the paper, but I haven’t actually read it yet,” she admitted, glancing around the room, trying to remember where she’d dropped the paper.

      “She goes on and on about Rence and how he and Paul were such close friends because they’d been at school together.  I’m not sure if she was careful or Dan was, but she stops just short of accusing Rence of having had something to do with Paul’s disappearance.”

      “What about the former girlfriend who said Paul went to Australia?”

      “I still haven’t had a chance to speak to her, actually.  She never answers her phone and she hasn’t rung me back, even though I’ve left several messages.  I’m going to track her down tomorrow,” he said with a yawn.

      “Good luck with that and with everything else,” Fenella said, yawning in turn.

      “Thanks.  I think I’m going to need it for this case.”

      Fenella put the phone down and then stood up and stretched.  After switching off the television, she cleared away the popcorn bowl and soda can and then headed for the bedroom.  All three animals were in place across her king-sized bed.  Once she was ready, she snuggled down in the spare bedroom.  No doubt she’d find herself surrounded by animals again in the morning, but at least for now she could fall asleep in peace.

      “Meroow,” Katie said at seven the next morning.

      Fenella opened her eyes, but couldn’t see anything.  Why was Katie shouting in her ear, her tired brain tried to work out.  Shifting slowly, she realized that Winston was lying so close to her that her face was completely buried in his fur.  She rolled over onto her back and Katie immediately began to tap on her nose.

      “Okay, okay, I’ll get you some breakfast,” Fenella grumbled as she slowly sat up.
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      Fenella got the animals their breakfast and started coffee.  After her shower, she drank half the pot with her toast and cereal.  “What should I do today?” she asked Katie after she’d loaded her breakfast dishes into the dishwasher.

      “Merrrooww,” Katie replied.

      Fenella nodded.  “I could just relax and watch television.”

      “Merroooowwww,” Katie said.

      “Or I could read a good book.”

      “Meerreewwwww,” Katie replied.

      Winston looked from Fenella to Katie and back again before he bounded over to the door and barked twice sharply.

      Fenella sighed.  “Or I could take the dogs for a walk.”

      They were on the promenade a few minutes later, walking briskly in the strong wind.  “It’s going to have to be a short walk for now,” she said after a while.  “This wind is hard work.”

      With the necessary business taken care of, she turned and headed for home, eager to get out of the weather.  Just before they reached her building, she tripped over a crack in the pavement and fell to the ground, dropping both leashes as she struggled to catch herself.

      Winston gave her a guilty look and then turned and headed straight toward the sea.  Fiona hesitated and then began to follow.

      “Don’t you dare,” Fenella shouted after them.  “Harvey is coming home today and he isn’t going to take you back if you’re both filthy with sea water.”

      Neither dog paid her any attention, however, as they ran along the promenade toward the nearest flight of stairs down to the beach.

      “Stop,” Fenella shouted as she got to her feet and began to run after them.

      There were two men walking together, seemingly in deep conversation.  They looked startled as the dogs ran toward them, but one of them was quick enough to grab the leashes that were flapping in the wind as the dogs went past them.  Fenella got there a moment later.

      “Oh, thank you,” she gasped, struggling to catch her breath.  “Winston loves the sea, but he gets filthy and I don’t have the time or the energy to take him to the groomers today.”

      The man shrugged.  “It wasn’t a problem.  They’re lovely animals.”  He was tall and slender and appeared to be in his mid fifties.

      His companion, who looked a few years younger, had begun to pet both dogs.  The older man handed Fenella the leashes and then did the same.  Fenella took several deep breaths before she tried to speak again.

      “Thank you again,” she said eventually.  “I really appreciate it.”

      “It wasn’t a problem,” the first man assured her.  “I’m glad we were here at the right time.”

      “Not half as glad as I am,” Fenella said firmly.

      “Do you live on the island, then?” he asked.

      “Yes, just across the promenade, actually,” Fenella replied.

      “How nice for you.”  He looked at the younger man and raised an eyebrow.

      “I’m sure it’s lovely, but so is London,” was the reply.

      The first man chuckled.  “I’m Gregory and this is William,” he told Fenella.  “I grew up in London and I’m ever so tired of it.  William is from the island and he hasn’t any interest in returning here, at least not to live.”

      William shrugged.  “I don’t have particularly happy memories from my childhood.”

      “But that was a long time ago,” Gregory argued.  “Think how lovely it would be to live right on the sea.”

      William turned and looked out at the water.  “It would be lovely and I know we could afford a lot more here than we can in London, but I’m not certain I want to move back.”

      “I only just persuaded him to have the holiday here,” Gregory told Fenella.

      “And I wouldn’t have agreed to that if I’d known what we were going to find once we got here,” William snapped.

      “You aren’t enjoying your visit?” Fenella asked.

      William sighed and then shrugged.  “I’m enjoying parts of it, but I wasn’t expecting to see my name in the papers the day after we arrived.”

      Fenella stared at him for a minute and then slowly shook her head.  “You can’t possibly be William Norton,” she said.

      Gregory chuckled.  “When you told me it was a small island where everyone knew everyone’s business, I didn’t believe you.  It seems you were right.”

      William sighed again.  “I was William Norton.  I assume you’ve read all about me in the local paper.  It all sounded very interesting, really, my mysterious disappearance, my stolen wallet, the whole made up story.”

      “Was it all made up, then?” Fenella asked.  “I hope you’ve been in touch with the police since you’ve been here.  They need to know that you’re alive and well.”

      “We haven’t spoken to the police and I’d rather not, really,” William told her.

      “I should warn you that my, well, the man I’m seeing is head of the investigation,” Fenella said, almost apologetically.

      William stared at her for a minute and then chuckled.  “That’s such an Isle of Man thing that I can barely believe it.  We go out for a walk and the first person we speak to happens to be involved with the policeman investigating my disappearance.  I told you the island was its own insular little world,” he said to Gregory.

      “To be fair, Daniel isn’t really investigating your disappearance.  He’s trying to determine the identity of the remains that were found in the crawl space under Pittman’s hotel.  He’ll be delighted to learn that you’re alive and well and no longer one of the possibilities for those remains,” Fenella said.

      “I’m alive and well.  You tell him that for me,” William said.  “Let’s go,” he said to Gregory.

      They began to walk together away from Fenella.  The dogs rushed to keep up with them, dragging Fenella behind them.

      William looked at her and frowned.  “Are you going to follow us back to our hotel so you can tell your boyfriend where to find me?” he demanded.

      “Actually, now that you mention it, that isn’t a bad idea,” Fenella replied.  “I was simply going this way because it’s the way back to my apartment, but I am trying to do what I can to help Daniel with the investigation.”

      Gregory sighed.  “Why don’t you just tell her the whole story?  She can tell her boyfriend and we can get on with our holiday.”

      “Daniel is still going to want to talk to you,” Fenella said.  “I’d love to hear the whole story, though, as I’m endlessly nosy.”

      William stared at her for a minute and then burst out laughing.  “At least you’re honest,” he said.  “Let’s sit on a bench and talk.  The story isn’t even interesting, really.”

      The walked to the nearest bench and sat down.  Fiona jumped into Gregory’s lap and settled in for a rest.  Winston plopped down across William’s feet and shut his eyes tightly.

      “Do you train them to force people to stay and talk to you?” William asked.

      Fenella shook her head.  “They just love people.  They aren’t even my dogs.”

      William shrugged and then looked out at the sea again.  After a moment, he glanced at Gregory.  “The whole story?”

      Gregory laughed.  “Just tell her the interesting bits.  There aren’t really that many of those.”

      William nodded.  “It’s all quite dull, mostly, in this day and age anyway.  I’ll start at the beginning so that you truly understand it all.  I was the only child of a hugely overprotective mother.  My father passed away when I was ten.  His sudden death made my mother even more obsessed with me.  She never wanted to take her eyes off of me.  We slept in the same room until I was eighteen and finally rebelled.  It wasn’t until I was twenty-five that I worked up the nerve to tell her I wanted my own flat.  She didn’t speak to me for days, even though we were still living together.  It was, well, difficult.”

      “It sounds horrible.”

      He nodded.  “It was that, too.  She wouldn’t let me go away to uni, but I took classes at the college on the island and then did an Open University degree.”

      Fenella was impressed.  The Open University was a distance learning university that allowed students to study from anywhere in the UK.  From what she’d seen, the courses were challenging.  She’d briefly considered applying to teach with them, but once she’d understood the demands of the courses and of the instructors, she’d quickly changed her mind.  “Good for you,” she said.

      “I was working for one of the banks, slowly working my way up the ranks, when I was told I needed to go across for a conference.  Mother was upset and insisted that I couldn’t go.”  He stopped.  Gregory put his arm around him and patted his back.

      “But you went anyway,” Fenella said after a moment.

      William shook his head.  “No, I didn’t.  I told the bank that my mother was poorly and that I couldn’t leave her.  They rescheduled me for a different conference six months later.  Then I met Gregory.”

      The pair exchanged glances and Fenella could see how deeply they cared about one another.

      “You worked together?” she asked.

      “He worked for me,” Gregory replied with a wicked grin.  “I came over to the island to do some training and, well, I found myself very attracted to young William.”

      “I knew that my mother’s heart would be broken if she found out that I was gay,” William said.  “She was very religious and she used to lecture me about all of the sins of the flesh.  Anyway, I found myself falling in love with Gregory and getting increasingly fed up with my mother’s behavior.”

      “In the end, I persuaded him that he needed to get away from her,” Gregory said.  “I genuinely believed that his sanity was at stake.”

      “It was,” William agreed.  “I never could have had an ordinary life if I’d stayed on the island.  That was all I wanted, as well.  I wasn’t chasing fame or fortune, I just wanted to be able to live my life the way I wanted to live it without having to answer to my mother every time I was five minutes late getting home from work.”

      “So you staged your own disappearance?” Fenella asked.

      “Not at all.  I told my mother that I was moving across.  Gregory found a new job for me elsewhere because we couldn’t work together if we were in a relationship and, well, we both wanted that relationship.  My mother was furious and did everything she could to change my mind, even threatening to commit suicide if I went, but by that point, I’d, well, I hate to say it, but I’d stopped caring.  I told her to do whatever she felt she needed to do and I left.”

      “So why did she report you missing?” Fenella wondered.

      “I think she thought that the police would find me and drag me back to the island.  I’m sure she was hoping that she’d embarrass me, or upset me, or something.  As it happened, I didn’t even realize that she’d filed a report.  I went across and moved in with Gregory.  Once we were certain that we wanted to spend the rest of our lives together, we both changed our surnames to one that we chose together.  Gay marriage wasn’t legal in those days, so it was our way of celebrating our lifetime commitment.  I suppose that may be why the police never managed to track me down after all these years.  We got married properly the day after it became legal in the UK.”

      Fenella nodded.  “So you aren’t William Norton anymore?”

      “I’m William Norris.  Gregory’s surname was Morrison, and we sort of combined our names to get our new name,” he explained.

      “And your mother knew where you were all along?” Fenella asked.

      “She did.  I kept in touch and frequently invited her to visit me in the UK.  I never did tell her about Gregory, though, and I never told her about my name change, either.  Those things weren’t any of her business, to my mind.”

      “She made up the part about your wallet being stolen, then?”

      “Yes, I think she thought that would get the police to take my disappearance more seriously.  It may even have worked, to an extent.  The thing is, I wasn’t trying to disappear, but I did quit my job and walk away from my old life and my mother was the only person who knew where I’d gone, aside from Gregory.  We didn’t want anyone at the bank to know about our relationship, so we didn’t tell anyone there what was happening.   I never imagined that my mother would report me missing, though.”

      “I understand she was hospitalized for a while after you left,” Fenella said.

      “I believe that was after she made an attempt to kill herself,” William said calmly.  “She rang me and told me that she’d taken an entire bottle of sleeping tablets and was simply waiting to die.  I hung up and rang 999 and sent help, which she knew I’d do, of course.  I think she thought I would also be on the next ferry or airplane back here, but I wasn’t going to let her control me any longer.”  He stopped and sighed deeply, staring out to sea.

      Gregory rubbed his back and whispered something in his ear.

      “All I wanted was a normal relationship with my mother,” William said after a moment.  “I used to ring her once a week and talk to her.  I’d tell her all about my life in the UK, without ever mentioning Gregory, of course.  I’d invite her to visit, but she’d always make excuses.  Over time, I began to ring less and less frequently.  I had a subscription to the Isle of Man Times and I actually saw her obituary one day when I hadn’t rung her in about a month.  I didn’t even feel sad, really.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said softly.

      “I’ve done all right, really,” William told her.  “Gregory saved my life, although he’ll disagree.”

      Gregory shook his head.  “I’m happy to take all of the credit for everything always,” he said, winking at Fenella.

      William chuckled.  “We worked together and then we lived together for several months before he finally told me the truth.”

      “What truth?” Fenella asked.

      “That he’s filthy rich,” William replied.

      Gregory shrugged.  “Just a little dirty, not quite filthy.”

      “For a guy who’d grown up on the edge of poverty, you’re filthy,” William shot back.

      “It’s family money,” Gregory told Fenella.  “I left home at eighteen, determined to earn some of my own.  That was why I was working for the bank.  Once I met William and we decided that we wanted to be together, I realized that we’d be happier if we could travel and see the world, so that’s what we did.”

      “And now he wants to buy a flat here, on the Isle of Man,” William said grumpily.

      “It’s where William and I met and because of that it has a special place in my heart,” Gregory told Fenella.  “I’m sure you can understand that.”

      “I can understand that, but I can also understand why William would prefer not to live here again,” she said slowly.  “He has twenty-something years of bad memories to work through.”

      “And I’m trying,” William added.  “It would be easier to work through them if my name wasn’t all over the local paper.”

      “That’s your old name,” Gregory reminded him.  “You aren’t that man anymore.”

      William nodded.  “I suppose I really must talk to your boyfriend, mustn’t I?”

      “You really should.  It will let him cross you off his list.  He may be able to let someone at the paper know that he’s crossed you off, too.  That may get the papers to stop talking about you.”

      “I’d appreciate that,” William said.

      “You could always give the papers a statement,” Fenella suggested.  “I’m sure they’d love to print your story.”

      “I’m sure they would, but I’d rather not have the island’s residents talking about me any more than they already are.  Gregory and I have worked hard to keep our private lives private for the past thirty or so years.  That’s the way we want to keep it now, as well.  I suppose we’ve taken a big risk telling you anything, really.”

      “I’m going to repeat everything you told me to Daniel, but I promise I won’t repeat it to anyone else,” she assured him.  “If you give me a phone number where he can reach you, he can probably talk to you today and get the whole thing over with.”

      William looked at Gregory who nodded slowly.  After a moment, William pulled a card out of his pocket.  It had his name, William Norris, and a mobile phone number on it.

      “He can ring me anytime,” he said with a sigh.

      “Thank you,” Fenella replied.

      “Your accent is American,” Gregory said.  “How long have you been on the island?”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s only fair if I tell you my story, I suppose.  Stop me when you get bored.”  She told them about her life as a university professor in America and her unexpected inheritance from Mona.  The dogs were getting restless by the time she’d finished the story.

      “So you’re filthy rich, too,” Gregory laughed.  “It’s lovely, isn’t it?”

      “It would be better if I could persuade Daniel to let me spoil him a bit,” she replied.  “He refuses to let me spend money on him.”

      “I was that way at first,” William told her.  “It felt weird and wrong for Gregory to pay for things, but after a while, he managed to persuade me that he was doing it because he loved me.  Love goes a long way towards making things right.”

      “I hope Daniel will come to see things that way one day,” Fenella sighed.

      “Marry him,” Gregory suggested.  “Once you’re married, everything is community property, or should be.”

      “He hasn’t asked,” Fenella replied.

      “So ask him,” William told her.  “You don’t have to wait for him to ask, not in this day and age.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We aren’t quite there yet, but maybe one day.  Now I must take the dogs for another walk as they’ve been very patient with us, really.”

      William and Gregory headed off in one direction while she deliberately went the other way.  Her mind was racing and she knew she needed to ring Daniel, but first she wanted to give the dogs a bit more exercise.  When she got back to her apartment, she grabbed her phone.

      “This is Daniel Robinson,” the familiar voice said a few moments later.

      “Hi,” she said softly.

      “Fen?  Hi,” he replied.  “How are you?”

      “I’m good.  I just spent an hour with William Norton and I thought I should tell you about it.”

      Daniel muttered something under his breath that Fenella was pretty sure she was glad she hadn’t heard.  “How do you do it?” he demanded.

      “It wasn’t my fault.  I fell over, actually, and the dogs got away from me.  They were running down the promenade and I was chasing after them when William and Gregory caught them for me.”

      “Gregory?”

      “William’s husband.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Maybe you’d better start at the beginning.”

      Fenella sank into a chair and switched the phone to speaker mode.  As she cleared her throat, she heard the now familiar clicking noise.  A moment later, Mona appeared in the chair next to her.

      “His mother knew where he was the entire time,” Fenella began.  By the time she’d finished, she needed a cold drink.  Daniel was silent for several minutes as she walked to the kitchen and pulled one out of the refrigerator.

      “I’m going to have to see some identification that proves that he is who he claims to be,” he said eventually.

      “He must have something related to his name change, although he may not travel with it,” Fenella replied.

      “I’m going to ring him now and see what he has to say.  You’re convinced that he is who he claimed to be?” Daniel asked.

      “I can’t imagine why he’d lie.  I suppose it’s remotely possible that someone killed William and is paying this man to pretend to be him or something, but that seems unlikely.”

      “Anything is possible,” Daniel sighed.  “I just hope he’ll be cooperative when I ask for proof.”

      “He was very nice.  I’m sure if you tell him you’ll get the papers to stop talking about him, he’ll cooperate.”

      “I can’t promise anything when it comes to the local papers.  You know that.”

      “But if you tell Dan that you’ve taken him off your list, he’ll have to take him off his list, too,” Fenella said.

      “We’ll see.”

      “How has your day been, then?” Fenella asked in the lull that followed.

      “Not as productive as yours, anyway,” he told her.  “I’ve been trying to find Bonnie Cannell and I’ve spoken to Paul Yates’s former girlfriend.  She was less than helpful, and Bonnie seems to have disappeared around the same time as Roy Austin.”

      “They ran away together,” Mona said firmly.

      “Is it possible they left together?” Fenella asked.

      “I wish I knew.”

      “What happened with Paul’s girlfriend?”

      “I can’t tell you anything except she was vague and unhelpful,” he said.  “I’m going to simply leave it at that.”

      “What’s next?”

      “I’m going to talk to William Norris before I do anything else.  I’d love to be able to cross him off my list today.  That would feel like an actual accomplishment,” Daniel told her.  “And then maybe I could buy you dinner and we could go to the pub after.  You won’t still have the dogs, right?”

      “I won’t but I’ll still have to walk them at least once tonight.”

      “We can walk them between dinner and the pub,” he suggested.  “I’ll be at your flat around six, if that works for you.”

      “That sounds good.  I can’t wait to see you.”

      Fenella put the phone down and sighed happily.

      “You really should be slightly less eager to see him,” Mona told her.  “Men prefer to feel as if they have to work hard to win a woman’s love.”

      “I’m not playing games with Daniel,” Fenella said firmly.  “I care about him far too much to do anything stupid.”

      “I’m just suggesting that you make yourself less available all the time.  You were supposed to go to the pub last night with him and he canceled at the last possible minute.”

      “He had to work.  Dating a police inspector isn’t always going to be easy.”

      “You should talk to him about finding a new job,” Mona suggested.  “Maybe he could go into private security.  You could finance the whole business for him, until he starts getting clients.”

      “He doesn’t want to work in private security.  He loves what he’s doing.”

      “Even if it means never getting to spend any time with you?”

      “We spend time together,” Fenella argued.  Just not enough, she added silently.

      “It would be easier if you lived together.”

      “If he moved in here, would you move out?” Fenella demanded.

      Mona looked surprised and then hurt.  “You’d make me leave?”

      “I didn’t say that.  I was just wondering what you’d do if Daniel and I got married.”

      Mona shrugged.  “I don’t know,” she said, sounding hurt.  “I’ll have to think about that.”  She faded before Fenella could reply.

      “Don’t get mad at me,” Fenella shouted to the air.  “I was just asking.”

      Fenella paced around the apartment for several minutes, trying to work out how she was feeling.  When Mona didn’t reappear, she decided to try to find something to wear for her date with Daniel that evening.  She opened the wardrobe full of Mona’s amazing clothes and began to search through it.  Mona usually helped her choose her outfits and she felt frustrated as she looked for the perfect thing that would be suitable for dinner, walking the dogs, and the pub.

      Eventually, she pulled out a simple sundress.  “What do you think?” she asked Katie who’d followed her into the room.

      “Meroow,” Katie replied with a yawn.

      Fenella slipped off her jeans and T-shirt and pulled the dress over her head.  As she tried to tug it into place, she found that she couldn’t.  “Did I miss a zipper?” she muttered as she took the dress off and inspected it.  She hadn’t missed a zipper.  Her second attempt was even more frustrating than the first had been.  No matter what she tried, she couldn’t pull the dress down over her curves.

      “Is that how it’s going to be then?” she said loudly.  “You’re going to sulk and, I don’t know, make your clothes shrink?”  As she put her own clothes back on, she shook her head.  “I’m probably just losing my mind.  Mona was a totally different size to me, anyway.  None of her clothes should fit me.  I’ve probably just been lucky up to this point.”

      As she poked her head through the neck of her T-shirt, she spotted Katie.  The kitten was staring at her as if she thought her owner was crazy.

      “See what Mona does to me?” she demanded.

      When someone knocked on the door, Fenella was still shaking her head over the dress that hadn’t fit.

      “Harvey, hello,” she said, relieved to see a friendly face.

      He smiled and then walked into the apartment very slowly.  “Hello.”

      The dogs both jumped up and ran over to their owner.  Winston woofed softly while Fiona bounced up and down excitedly.  They both kept a short distance away from Harvey, almost as if they were aware that they needed to be careful of him.

      “Sit down and rest,” Fenella said.

      Harvey dropped into a chair.  Fiona was on his lap in an instant while Winston stretched out across his feet.

      “How are you?” Fenella asked.

      Harvey shrugged.  “I’ve been better.  I’m getting around, but slowly.  Everything hurts and I get tired far too quickly, as well.”

      “I’ll walk the dogs before you take them home and then again later tonight,” she told him.

      “I really appreciate all of your help.  I don’t know what I would have done without you, really.”

      “You have lots of friends.  Someone else would have taken the dogs.  They’re such lovely animals, after all.”

      “But they’re hard work and my friends all know that.  I’m sure I would have struggled to find someone to look after them if you hadn’t been so kind as to take them.  And now, after all of your kindness, I need to ask you for another favor.”

      Fenella glanced at the dogs.  Was he going to ask her to keep them for longer?  He really didn’t seem up to having them at home, although she knew that he wanted them with him.  “What sort of favor?”

      “One that should be less work for you, I hope,” he said with a chuckle.  “Before my fall, I’d promised a friend that I’d attend an event this evening.  It’s a charity fundraiser sort of thing and I know I’m not up to it.  I can’t ring my friend and tell him that I’m not coming, not unless I can offer him a suitable substitute.  He’s counting on me to bid on a number of the auction items, you understand.  He’s one of the few people on the island who actually know that I’ve a few pennies in the bank.”

      Fenella nodded.  Harvey had managed several different bands during the course of his successful career.  She knew that he was worth a great deal, but he did his best to downplay the extent of his fortune.  “It’s a charity auction, then?”

      “Yes, at a pub in Port Erin.  It’s in aid of a charity for animals, which is near and dear to my heart, of course.  If you could go in my place, I’d be hugely grateful.  You’ll have to bid on several items and you’ll have to win a few, too, but I’ll pay you back for whatever you spend.  That’s only fair.”

      “What sorts of items are going to be up for auction?”

      “Probably a little bit of everything from jewelry to exotic holidays to chocolates and bottles of wine.  I was planning to spend around ten thousand pounds on bits and pieces.”

      “And it’s in Port Erin?”

      “I know it’s far away.  Take a taxi so you can drink.  It’s the sort of evening where you’ll want to drink heavily, I imagine.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “Can I take a date?”

      “Of course you can.  I’ll ring Rence and tell him that you’re coming in my place and bringing a friend.”

      “Rence?”

      “It’s an odd name, but his father was Lawrence.  I’m sure he thought it was clever.  The host is Rence Pittman.  I said we were friends, but really, it was his father that I knew well.  He owned the hotel where that body was just found.  I used to stay there when I visited the island and I often booked my clients there when they needed to get away from the rest of the world and have a break somewhere quiet.  I do what I can to support Rence.  He owns the pub that’s hosting the auction, you see.  He has several pubs in the south of the island.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ve heard of him.  Daniel is investigating the skeleton that was found at the hotel.”

      “So you’ll know all about Rence.  I haven’t spoken to him since the body was found, but I’m confident he knows nothing about it.  I’ve known him for years.”

      “Do you think his father knew anything about it?”

      Harvey shook his head firmly.  “Someone who worked for Lawrence must have hidden the body, maybe the man who built the wine cellar.”

      Fenella didn’t argue, instead, she thought about the request.  While she hated charity fundraisers, she was excited about the chance to meet Rence.  At any rate, she couldn’t very well refuse to help Harvey.  “Who will walk the dogs if I’m in Port Erin?” she asked after a minute.

      “I’ll ring a few other friends.  I’m sure someone will help.  Does that mean you’ll go to the pub for me?”

      “I will, I just hope Daniel agrees to come along,” Fenella replied, swallowing a sigh.
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      Fenella felt oddly reluctant to see the dogs go.  Katie, on the other hand, seemed elated.  As soon as the door shut behind the animals, she began to race around the apartment shouting loudly.

      “Do be quiet,” Mona said as she appeared.  She looked at Fenella.  “I was snapping, but I’m certain you couldn’t hear it.”

      “I can’t hear anything over Katie’s celebrations,” Fenella replied, frowning at the kitten that was still running laps of the sitting room.

      Mona sat down on the couch and looked hard at Katie.  “Enough,” she said sharply.

      Katie stopped dead in her tracks.  She looked at Mona for a moment.  “Merrow,” she said softly before slowly walking away, heading for the bedroom.

      “She’s just excited to have the apartment back to herself,” Fenella said.

      “I appreciate that, but she was making a tremendous racket.  I have a headache.”

      “You can get headaches?”  As soon as she’d asked, Fenella sighed.  There was no way Mona was going to tell the truth with her reply.

      Mona shrugged.  “I didn’t come to talk about me.  We need to work out a strategy for tonight.  How will you get Rence to tell you about the skeleton?”

      “I have no intention of asking Rence about the skeleton.  I’m going as a favor to Harvey, not as an amateur detective.”

      “But you’ll have the perfect opportunity to talk to the man.  You should dye your hair blonde before tonight.  Rence prefers blondes.”

      “I’m not changing my hair so that I can talk to Rence.  I’m sure we’ll get introduced at some point, but I’m going to be taking Daniel with me, anyway.”

      “No you aren’t,” Mona said with an enigmatic smile.

      Fenella opened her mouth to question her aunt when the phone rang.

      “I’m so sorry,” Daniel said.

      “Why?”

      “I’m going to have to cancel our plans for tonight, and I can’t even tell you why.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means I’ve been pulled into something, but I can’t tell you anything about why I’m needed or what’s going to be happening.”

      “But you’re working.”

      “Yes, I’m working,” he sighed.

      “I’m going to Port Erin to a charity fundraiser at one of Rence Pittman’s pubs.”

      The silence on the other end of the phone seemed to drag on forever.  “Hello?” she said eventually.

      “How do you do it?” Daniel demanded.  “How did you manage to get yourself an invitation to that event?”

      “I didn’t get invited, exactly, Harvey did.  He’s not up to attending, obviously, so he asked me to go in his place.”

      “Harvey Garus?”

      “Yep.  Apparently, he and Lawrence knew one another.  Harvey said he used to stay in the hotel years ago.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Knowing you, you’ll end up chatting to Rence for hours.  Ring me when you get home and tell me everything.”

      “Will you be home?”

      “Probably not, but you can try.  Don’t ring my mobile, as I won’t be able to answer it if I’m still at work.  If I’m not home, you can leave a message on my answering machine and I’ll ring you back when I do get home.”

      “I didn’t even know there was a charity event at one of Rence’s pubs tonight,” Fenella told him.  “I didn’t do anything to make this happen.”

      “It’s just odd, that’s all.  You always seem to find ways to meet my witnesses.”

      “I’ll do my best not to talk about the case if I do meet Rence.”

      “It might be better if you do talk about the case.  You always seem to get relevant information out of witnesses.  They seem to talk to you more freely than they talk to me.”

      “I’ll see how the evening goes.  I might not even meet Rence.”

      “Take someone with you,” Daniel said.  “I’m sure you’ll be safe enough in a crowd, but Rence is still a person of interest in a murder investigation.”

      “I’ll ask Shelly to come along, but she might be busy with Tim.”

      “If Shelly can’t go with you, let me know.  I’m sure I can find a constable to accompany you.”

      “Which won’t look odd at all.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “He or she won’t come in uniform, I promise.”

      “Which reminds me, I have to find something to wear,” Fenella sighed.

      “Ring me back if Shelly can’t go with you.  You’ll have to ring in the next half hour or so, though, otherwise, you’ll miss me.”

      “If you don’t hear from me, Shelly is coming along.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “It isn’t your fault.  I still, er, care about you.”

      He sighed again.  “And I still love you.  Have fun tonight.”

      “Thanks.”

      She put the phone down and frowned at it.  “Why can’t I say the L word?” she demanded.

      “Because you’re afraid to admit that you love him to yourself,” Mona replied with a yawn.  “Ring Shelly.”

      Fenella was delighted when Shelly agreed to attend the event with her.

      “Tim and the band are playing at a wedding tonight.  I was going to suggest a trip to the pub, but this sounds as if it might be fun.”

      “I doubt it, but I’ll still have to spend lots of money.”

      “Did Harvey really say that he was planning to spend ten thousand pounds?”

      “He did, which means I shall have to spend at least that much.”

      “You rich people are totally different to the rest of us,” Shelly laughed.

      “And now to find something to wear,” Fenella said after she’d finalized the arrangements with Shelly.

      “That dress you tried on earlier would be suitable,” Mona told her.

      “It doesn’t fit.”

      “Try it again.”

      Fenella frowned at her aunt and then picked up the dress in question.  She checked it once again for zippers or buttons, but found nothing.  When she pulled the dress over her head, though, it slipped into place as if it had been made for her.

      “Does this mean you aren’t still mad at me?” Fenella asked Mona as she checked her appearance in the mirror.

      “I was never mad at you, just a bit hurt because you seem so eager to get rid of me.”

      “I’m not eager to get rid of you, I’m just concerned about how we’d all get along if Daniel moved in, that’s all.  I’m not sure I’m ready for Daniel to move in, though.”

      “But you will be one day and that will probably be when I need to move on,” Mona sighed. “I truly enjoy my time now.  I’ll miss you and Katie and the building, and then there’s Max, of course.  I do hope I’ll be able to persuade him to come with me to the next stage, but I’m afraid he’ll insist on staying behind.  I think the afterlife will be quite lonely without him.”

      “Will Rence remember you?” Fenella deliberately changed the subject.

      “Of course he will remember me.  I’m unforgettable.  You know that, darling.”

      “So tell me about him.”

      Mona shrugged.  “I’m unforgettable, but he’s rather more ordinary.  I’m sure I told you that he went to boarding school when he was young.  Once he came back, he sometimes came to parties with his father, but he also spent a great deal of time working on his business.  He worked a good deal harder than his father ever did and he was more successful, as well.”

      “Perhaps pubs are easier to manage than hotels,” Fenella suggested.

      “They may be, but that merely proves my point.  Rence was smart enough to get into the pub business and stay there.  His father tried lots of different things, all while letting the hotel get run down.”

      The pair talked for a while longer, but Mona couldn’t remember anything particularly interesting about Rence.  Fenella felt as if they’d reached an uneasy truce when Mona faded away some time later.  At least the dress still fit when she went to get ready for the fundraiser.  She did her makeup with care and then twisted her hair into a knot at the back of her head.

      “I couldn’t have done that if I’d tried,” she told Katie as she studied her appearance in the mirror.  Somehow, when she’d pulled her hair up, she’d managed to arrange it so that it was mostly her blonde highlights that could be seen.  “I almost look blonde.”

      “Meroowww,” Katie agreed, nodding.

      “Did you dye your hair?” Shelly asked when Fenella opened her door to her friend a short while later.

      “No, but the highlights seem to be on display more than usual tonight,” Fenella replied.  Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw Mona laughing, but when she turned her head, there was no one there.

      “They really are on display,” Shelly agreed.  “And that dress is gorgeous, as well.”

      “Thanks.  Obviously, it’s one of Mona’s.”

      “Of course, so is mine.”

      Occasionally, Fenella flipped through the dresses in Mona’s wardrobe and pulled out ones that she knew she’d never wear.  Thus far, she’d given Shelly four dresses and every one of them had fit Shelly perfectly.

      “Can we take Mona’s car?” Shelly asked as Fenella grabbed her handbag.

      “Oh, yes, let’s.”  Fenella loved the racy red convertible and she’d take any excuse to drive it.  Port Erin was some distance away, which meant tonight was perfect for taking Mona’s car.

      As Fenella drove out of the garage, she cleared her throat.  “How’s the book coming?” she asked.  Shelly had been writing her first romance novel for several months now.  Fenella was hoping to use the subject to start talking about proposals for Tim’s benefit.

      “It’s getting there.  I spent some time on it yesterday, but I got caught up in a lengthy description of Castle Rushen and gave up.  I want to talk about the island’s wonderful history, but I’m not certain it actually advances the story.”

      “But Castle Rushen would be a very romantic spot for a proposal,” Fenella suggested.

      “It would, actually, but I’m thinking about having my hero propose over dinner at the fanciest restaurant on the island.”

      “That sounds good, too.  Did John do something really romantic when he proposed?”

      Shelly laughed.  “Not John.  He wasn’t all that good at romantic gestures, really.  He just sort of slipped the proposal into casual conversation one night.  I barely even noticed, really.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, we were talking about Christmas, which was right around the corner and our plans for the new year.  He said something about hoping that we’d end the next year as a newly married couple in our own little house and I simply agreed.  It wasn’t until later that the real significance of it all hit me.”

      “And he never proposed again properly?”

      “No, although he did give me a beautiful ring when we were at the top of the Eiffel Tower in Paris, many years later.  I never wear it, but it’s a largish diamond solitaire.”

      “Why don’t you wear it?”

      “It isn’t really my style, I suppose.  It’s beautiful and I’m sure it was expensive, but I prefer colored stones. Diamonds are, well, cold, may be the right word.  That’s just my opinion, of course.  You may think they’re beautiful.”

      “I do think they’re beautiful, but I’m not sure I’d want to wear one every day.”

      “So what would be your perfect engagement ring?” Shelly asked.

      “Goodness, I’ve no idea.  What about you?”

      “Something colorful, I suppose, but I’m not likely to get an engagement ring at my age, am I?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Me, either.”

      “I’m sure Daniel will propose one day.”

      “Maybe.  What about Tim?  He might propose.”

      “I doubt it.  He told me, when we first met, that he doesn’t plan to ever get married again.”

      “If he were going to propose, what would be properly romantic, do you think?  Castle Rushen?  Paris?  Venice?   What?”

      Shelly chuckled.  “Not Castle Rushen.  I spent too much time there on class trips when I was teaching.  It won’t ever feel romantic to me, not when I used to chase badly behaved children though the corridors.  Paris will forever belong to John, I think.  I don’t know about Venice, as I’ve never been there.  I should start traveling more, though, so I can set my books in exciting locations.”

      “Maybe Tim should propose at the Tale and Tail,” Fenella suggested.

      “If Tim were thinking about proposing, and I’m sure he isn’t, he could do worse than propose at the Tale and Tail.  I’m not certain that I’d want a big romantic proposal, anyway.  What if I say no?”

      “Would you say no?”

      Shelly sighed.  “I’m not sure what I’d say.  I care about Tim a lot.  I love him, even, and we have a lot of fun together, but I’m not certain I want to get married again.  Losing John was incredibly difficult.  Maybe I’m not ready to make that sort of commitment again and risk losing someone else.”

      “If you’re in love with him, you’ll be just as upset if anything happens to him, whether you’re married or not.”

      “I know, but I keep telling myself that I don’t care all that much,” Shelly replied.  “I know I’m lying to myself, but I’m scared.  I don’t want to lose anyone else, ever.”

      “Maybe you should have thought about that before you fell in love with Tim.”

      “I definitely should have thought of that before I fell in love with Tim,” Shelly agreed.

      Feeling as if she were no closer to helping Tim with the proposal, Fenella pulled Mona’s car into the large parking lot for the pub that was holding the fundraiser.  “I was worried about parking,” she said as she switched off the ignition.

      “Pubs usually have large car parks,” Shelly told her.  “Although they shouldn’t, really.  People should take taxis to pubs.”

      “I don’t mind not drinking.”

      “If you do have a few, I can always drive home,” Shelly offered.  “I’d be afraid to drive Mona’s car, but I’ve always secretly wanted the chance.”

      “You can drive home even though I won’t be drinking.  I’m happy to let you drive Mona’s car.”

      Shelly looked at her for a minute and then shook her head.  “I know how much it’s worth.  I’d be terrified to drive it.”

      “I just try not to think about it.”

      “But you could afford to replace it dozens of times over.  If I crashed it, I’d have to sell my flat and probably my soul to repay you.”

      “It’s insured,” Fenella said.  “If you crashed it, my insurance would replace it and then probably double or triple my premium.”

      “Maybe you should just drive,” Shelly said.

      “Let’s see how the evening goes.  I may want a drink or two,” Fenella said softly as they walked toward the pub.

      “Closed for a private function,” Shelly read the sign on the door.  “I hope we’re on the guest list.”

      She pushed the door open and the pair stepped inside.  The interior was surprisingly well lit for a pub and almost too quiet.  There were a handful of men in suits and women in pretty dresses standing at the bar, sipping drinks.  A small band was tucked into a corner, softly playing nondescript music.  A large man in a security uniform was standing at the door.

      “Good evening, ladies,” he said.  “We’re having a private function this evening.  Do you have your invitation?”

      “No, sorry,” Fenella said.  “Harvey Garus asked me to take his place because he had a bad fall and isn’t up to attending.  He was going to let Mr. Pittman know that I was coming and bringing a friend.”

      The man smiled politely and then looked at the clipboard in his hand.  “One moment, please,” he said before he turned around and said something into his Bluetooth headset.  “Someone will be right with you,” he said when he turned back around.

      “I’m almost hoping we aren’t going to be allowed in,” Fenella whispered to Shelly.  “It doesn’t look like a fun party and it would save me a lot of money.”

      Shelly nodded.  “Everyone appears to be politely bored.”

      The door opened behind them and two men in jeans and black leather jackets walked into the pub.  The security guard shook his head.

      “We’re closed this evening,” he said firmly.

      “Rence here?” one of the men demanded.

      “He’s busy,” the guard said.

      “He’ll want to see me,” was the reply.

      A moment later, a dark-haired man walked out of a door behind the bar.  He glanced around the room and then frowned at the small cluster of people in the doorway.  It only took him a moment to cross the room.

      “Jake, I told you not to come here tonight,” he said, grabbing one of the men in jeans by the arm and almost dragging him out the door.  The other man followed.

      Fenella took a step toward the door, eager to hear the conversation that was taking place right outside, but when the door swung shut, it blocked the sound.

      “Maybe we should just go,” Shelly said.  “We’re clearly not welcome.”

      The security guard shook his head.  “We just have to be careful, that’s all,” he said quickly.  “People often try to sneak into Rence’s parties, like those two, er, gentlemen that he just escorted out.  I can assure you that they were not on the guest list.”

      “Why would anyone want to sneak into a charity fundraiser?” Shelly demanded.

      “Free food and alcohol,” the guard replied.

      Fenella glanced over at the table in the corner where the food was available.  From where she was standing, nothing looked particularly enticing.  Maybe it would look more appetizing when she got closer to it, but for right now, she was feeling relieved that she’d eaten dinner before she’d left her apartment.

      The door opened again and the dark-haired man walked back inside.  “Sorry about that,” he said loudly.  Fenella wasn’t sure if the apology was meant for her and Shelly or for everyone in the room.

      “These are the ladies that Harvey Garus rang about,” the guard told the man.  “Ladies, this is Rence Pittman.”

      Rence glanced at them and shrugged.  “Harvey said he was sending a friend and her date.  I didn’t realize you were a gay couple, but you’re welcome anyway.”

      Fenella flushed.  “The man in my life couldn’t make it.  My friend, Shelly, was kind enough to take his place.”

      Rence shrugged.  “Whatever.  Have a drink or two and help yourselves to the buffet.  The items available for auction are in the back room.  Take a look and see what you might be interested in purchasing.  We’ll be starting the auction in half an hour or so.”

      He whispered something to the guard and then walked quickly back to the bar.  The bartender said something to him, but that didn’t stop Rence from opening the door behind the bar and disappearing through it.

      “He’s very busy at the moment,” the guard said.  “I’m sure he’ll be back out to socialize before the bidding starts.”

      “Great,” Fenella muttered.

      She and Shelly walked over to the bar and ordered soft drinks.  Fenella nodded and smiled at a few people she recognized from various other charity events she’d attended over the past year.  When she’d been dating Donald Donaldson, he’d dragged her to dozens of the things.  No one seemed interested in speaking to her, and she didn’t remember anyone well enough to want to talk to any of them, either.

      They walked over to the food table and surveyed it.

      “I’m glad I had dinner,” Shelly muttered as she put her empty plate back on the stack.

      “Me, too.  Nothing looks at all good.”

      “Maybe there will be pudding later.”

      “We can hope.”

      “Let’s go and see what’s on auction,” Shelly suggested.

      “I hope I can find something to bid on.  Harvey will be upset if I don’t buy something to support whatever charity we’re here to support.”

      “It’s the Manx Canine Club,” a woman who appeared to be in her sixties snapped.  “They run a shelter for abandoned animals from all over the island.”

      “Who could abandon a dog?” Shelly asked.

      The woman frowned.  “A great many people fail to recognize the responsibilities that come with pet ownership.  My husband and I have been supporting rescue organizations for many years now.  I could tell you stories that would shock you to the core.”

      “I shall have to bid early and often, then,” Fenella said.

      “Indeed,” the woman replied.

      The auction items were in a smaller room at the side of the main room of the pub.  There were three uniformed security guards stationed around the room and Fenella felt their stares as she and Shelly walked up and down the rows of items on display.

      “They’re making me nervous,” Shelly complained as they stopped in front of one of the tables.

      “Me, too, and I have no intention of doing anything wrong,” Fenella whispered back.

      There were smaller items, like televisions and computers on the first tables.  As they made their way along, the items began to get more valuable. Shelly stopped in front of a large gold bangle bracelet that was studded with gemstones.

      “It’s huge and gaudy, but I sort of love it,” she told Fenella.

      “Do you want it for Christmas?”

      Shelly quickly shook her head.  “I would never let you spend that sort of money on me, even if I thought I would wear it.  As it is, it would go in a drawer and I would spend the rest of my life worrying that it would get stolen.”

      Fenella nodded.  “That’s how I feel about jewelry, really.  I still haven’t been to see what’s in Mona’s safe deposit boxes, mostly because I don’t intend to wear any of the fabulous jewels that she’s meant to have stored there.”

      “You should go and look, though.  Take me with you.  Mona had incredible jewelry.  I’d love a chance to try on a few of her pieces.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Okay, whenever I do end up going, you can come along.”

      A few minutes later, they’d seen everything.

      “What are you going to bid on?” Shelly asked as they walked back into the larger main room.

      “I don’t know.  The European cruise vacation sounds good.  I wonder if Daniel would come with me if I bought it.”

      “If he won’t, I will,” Shelly offered.

      “In that case, I’ll definitely bid on it.  I don’t want to go alone, but if Daniel won’t come, we’d have a wonderful time.”

      “I’m sure we would.”

      “Have you ever wanted to visit Dubai?”

      Shelly stared at her for a minute and then shook her head.  “Not really, but if you get that holiday, I’ll go with you, anyway.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Maybe not Dubai.  Maybe the cruise and maybe the week in Italy.  Both of those are appealing, much more appealing than any of the jewelry, anyway.”

      A few minutes later, as the pair sipped their soft drinks and tried to look as if they were having fun, the door behind the bar opened again.  Rence walked out and looked around the room.  When his eyes met Fenella’s, he stopped and stared at her for a moment before moving on.

      “That was odd,” Shelly whispered.  “He was staring right at you.”

      “I noticed,” Fenella replied.

      “I believe just about everyone is here,” Rence said a moment later.  “Let’s begin the auction.”

      A handful of men and women hurriedly began to set out folding chairs in rows in front of the bar.  As soon as a row was finished, people rushed forward to secure seats.  Fenella and Shelly waited until the last chairs were in place to take seats at the back.

      Rence hadn’t moved from his spot behind the bar and Fenella couldn’t help but feel as if he hadn’t taken his eyes off of her the entire time.  Once everyone was seated, Rence motioned to someone and one of the security guards from the smaller room marched in, carrying the first item up for auction.  The small flat-screen television sold for seven hundred pounds.

      “I was pricing them last week,” Shelly whispered.  “Tim needs a new telly.  That exact model was on sale for three hundred pounds in ShopFast.”

      “It’s a charity auction.  Everything will go for stupid prices,” Fenella told her.

      When the gold bracelet came up for auction, Fenella was quick to start the bidding.

      “Do not buy that for me,” Shelly said frantically.

      “I’m not.  I’m just trying to seem as if I’m taking part,” Fenella reassured her.  If the bidding hadn’t quickly moved to ridiculous heights, she might have been tempted to get the bracelet for her friend, but it soon became obvious that there were two women in the room who both wanted the item very badly.  They were both with partners and were urging them on as the bidding went higher and higher.  When the hammer finally went down, the older woman who’d told them about the charity was the happy winner.

      An hour later, Fenella had managed to purchase two vacation packages, spending only a bit over what Harvey had suggested he’d planned to spend.  Of course, she wouldn’t let Harvey pay her back, not unless he wanted to buy the vacations from her, and maybe not even then.  She could afford to send Harvey and the dogs on a cruise through Europe if she decided not to go herself.

      After she’d won her second item, she’d settled back in her seat to watch the rest of the auction.  Rence was still standing behind the bar, and when she looked over at him, he was staring straight at her.

      “Why is he staring at me?” she asked Shelly.

      “You look lovely,” Shelly suggested.

      “And blonde,” Fenella muttered.

      Shelly looked at her hair and then nodded.  “Actually, in this light, you do look blonde.  It’s uncanny.”

      A few minutes later, the auction finally ended.  A short line of people formed at the bar.

      “It’s all men,” Shelly whispered as Fenella joined the end of the line, her checkbook in hand.

      “We’re the only, um, nontraditional couple here,” Fenella pointed out.  “And there aren’t any women on their own, either.”

      “That’s a bit odd,” Shelly replied.

      After a short while, it was Fenella’s turn to pay.  She wrote her check and handed it to the man behind the bar.

      “We’ll send you the complete information about the holidays once the check clears,” he told her.

      Fenella raised an eyebrow.  “Everyone else is writing checks and being given their items immediately,” she protested.

      He flushed.  “We have to be careful with people that none of us know personally,” he explained.

      Fenella thought about arguing but it didn’t seem worth the effort.  She’d get her vacation packages eventually.  There wasn’t any rush, as Daniel couldn’t go away in the middle of a murder investigation, anyway.  As she turned around to walk away, she noticed Rence approaching.  When she looked over at him, he stopped and took a sudden interest in something on the bar.

      “This is the strangest night ever,” Shelly murmured as the pair walked away from the bar.

      They walked a few feet away and then Fenella turned back and watched as Rence spoke to the man dealing with the payments.  After a moment, he handed Rence a check and Fenella would have bet her last penny that it was her check that Rence spent several minutes studying.

      “Let’s go and get some food,” Fenella suggested, almost certain that Rence would be looking for her within a moment or two.

      “I don’t want any of the food,” Shelly hissed in her ear as they headed for the table in the corner.

      “No, but I want to make Rence hunt for me,” Fenella said with a chuckle.  “And then, I want to grill him about the body under the hotel.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I don’t blame you.  He was rude earlier.  I’m sure he’s only just realized who you are.”

      “The question is, how much information can I get out of him before he gets tired of being nice to me?”

      “Considering how much you’re worth, I’d be willing to bet that he’ll be polite for a very long time.”

      “I think we’ll get to find out now,” Fenella said as she spotted Rence heading toward them.

      She turned her back on the room and began to fill a plate with food she didn’t intend to eat.  A moment later, someone touched her arm.

      “Ms. Woods?  I must apologize.  Mark, behind the bar, had no idea who you were.  Otherwise, he never would have refused to give you the items you’d won.”

      Fenella turned around and smiled as Rence held out the envelopes containing the information for the two vacations for which she’d successfully bid.  “Thank you,” she said.

      He shrugged.  “It’s loud and crowded in here.  Why don’t you and your friend come back to my office with me?  We can have a drink and get to know one another.”

      Fenella glanced at Shelly and then shrugged.  “Why not?”
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      Rence smiled and nodded at several people as he led Shelly and Fenella behind the bar.  He didn’t actually stop to speak to anyone, though.  As he opened the door that he’d been going in and out of all evening, he turned and said something to the bartender.  Then he escorted Fenella and Shelly into the room behind the bar.

      “It isn’t much, but it’s mostly mine,” he said with a grin and a slight shrug of his shoulders as he glanced around.

      It was a small room with a desk along one wall.  There were three small chairs arranged in front of the desk and a larger one behind it.  The laptop on the desk was shut and Fenella could see a crack running along the case.  The desk was covered in paperwork, sheets with brightly colored sticky notes attached.  Fenella hid a grin when she spotted a lime-green note that said “urgent” attached to one of the sheets in the pile.  As there were several other papers partially covering it, she doubted it would get dealt with urgently.

      “Please, have a seat,” Rence said, gesturing toward the chairs.  “I love helping charities, but sometimes these events take a toll on me.  The crowds, the noise, the worry that the event won’t be successful, all of those things add up until I find myself hiding in my office and wishing I’d never agreed to host yet another charity event.”

      Fenella slid into a chair and smiled politely at Rence.  “At least you’ve raised a lot of money for rescue dogs tonight.”

      “Yes, of course, and I do love dogs,” Rence replied.  He waited until Shelly had taken a seat and then stepped behind he desk and sat down in the large chair.

      “Do you have a dog yourself, then?” Shelly asked.

      Rence frowned and shook his head.  “Sadly, the demands of keeping seven pubs running make it impossible for me to have any sort of pet.  I keep promising myself that I’ll get a dog when I retire, but right now retirement seems a very long way away.”

      As an awkward silence descended, Fenella tried to work out how to bring the conversation around to the body at Pittman’s.

      “Drinks,” Rence said suddenly.  “What can I get you?”

      “Just a soda, please,” Fenella said.  “I’m driving.”

      “Same for me.  I’m not much of a drinker,” Shelly told him.

      “I’ll be right back,” he promised before he got up and left the room.

      Shelly looked around.  “It’s a bit claustrophobic.”

      “I really must start planning my vacations,” Fenella replied.  She pulled the envelopes she’d been given out of her handbag and opened one at random.  Shelly stood up and then leaned over her shoulder to take a look.

      “Do you think we’re being watched?” Shelly hissed in Fenella’s ear.

      “Quite possibly,” Fenella replied softly before she began reading out the various instructions for booking the vacation she’d purchased.  She was getting bored with hearing her own voice when Rence returned, drinks in hand.

      “Here we are,” he said, handing Fenella a glass.

      Shelly sat back down and took the drink Rence offered.

      Fenella took a sip and made a face.  “What did you put in this?” she demanded.

      “Just a half a shot of rum,” he replied.  “It is a party, after all.”

      “I told you, I’m driving,” Fenella snapped, putting the drink on the desk.

      “One drink won’t hurt,” Rence argued.  “Anyway, as I understand it, you have friends in the constabulary.  No one will stop you, even if you do drive after a few drinks.”

      “Having friends in the constabulary does not give you a license to drive while intoxicated,” Fenella said stoutly.

      “It’s always worked for me,” Rence shot back, winking at her.  “Cheers,” he added, taking a large sip from the glass of amber liquid in his hand.  “And before you ask,” he added.  “I’m not driving.  I have a flat upstairs.  I’ll be staying there tonight.  I should have taken you up there, really.  It’s far more comfortable.”

      “This is fine,” Fenella told him.  “We aren’t going to stay much longer.”

      “Did you drive Mona’s car tonight?” Rence asked after another sip of his drink.

      “Yes,” Fenella replied.

      “It’s a wonderful car.  Mona was, well, someone incredibly special.  I only met her a few times, but she was completely and utterly unforgettable.  My father tried to persuade her to leave Max for him, but he never managed it.  Max had more money, of course, but my father would have done the right thing and married her, if she’d have agreed.”

      “As I understand it, Mona was devoted to Max,” Fenella said.

      Rence shrugged.  “They fought all the time.  I witnessed a few of their battles.  I’m not sure that devoted is the right word.  They seemed to share some sort of odd obsession with one another.  Whatever.  Is it true that you’re involved with a Douglas police inspector?”

      Fenella and Shelly exchanged glances.  The conversation was not going at all the way Fenella had hoped.  “I’ve been dating a Douglas police inspector, yes,” she said after a moment.

      Rence shook his head.  “That seems an odd choice for the island’s richest woman.  I hope you’ve considered that he may simply be interested in you for your money.”

      Shelly gasped while Fenella took a deep breath and counted slowly to ten.  “Thank you for your concern,” she said eventually.  “I’m not worried.”

      “If you decide you’d rather spend some time with someone more successful, I’m currently single,” Rence told her.

      “Gee, thanks,” Fenella said, fairly certain that her sarcasm would be lost on him.

      “I’m worth a few million, although most of that is tied up in property,” he continued.  “I know that’s not much compared to you, but it has to be a good deal more than your inspector has in the bank.”

      “I don’t get involved with men based on their bank balance,” Fenella said coolly.

      “That’s interesting.  What do you look for in a man, then?”

      “Intelligence, compassion, a good sense of humor,” Fenella began.  “Daniel has all of that.  He’s currently investigating the body that was found in the hotel that your father used to own.  Any thoughts on who might have been found there?”

      Rence’s expression didn’t change.  After a moment, he swallowed the rest of his drink and set his glass on the desk.  “Is that why you’re here?” he asked.  “Did your boyfriend send you to question me?”

      “Not at all.  I’m here because Harvey Garus asked me to take his place and bid on a few items.  He felt terrible about not being able to attend.  Daniel would probably be furious if he knew that I was asking you questions about the body, actually, but I wanted to change the subject.”

      Rence let out a snort of laughter.  “Change the subject?  I suppose you’ve done that.  For the record, for your Daniel, I know nothing about the body, although I believe it should be more accurately described as a skeleton.  I got that from the local paper, though, so it may not be accurate.  Regardless, whatever someone hid in the crawl space under my father’s hotel is of no interest to me.”

      “Surely your father had to have known it was there,” Fenella argued.

      “I’ve no idea what my father knew or didn’t know.  I rarely spoke to the man.  I had a string of nannies before I was sent to boarding school.  After that, he paid for my university education and then he set me up with a small pub and expected me to make my own way in the world.  I’ve worked hard to turn that single pub into a chain and to generate my own financial success without any help from anyone,” Rence replied.

      “You inherited the hotel when your father died, didn’t you?” Fenella asked.

      “I inherited a run-down old building that had once been a hotel, if that’s what you mean,” he said.  “There were complications with the will, but once they were settled, I sold the building for a good deal less than it should have been worth if it had been maintained in any way.”

      “What sort of complications?” Shelly asked.

      Rence glanced at her.  “You, too?  Are you also sleeping with a police inspector?”

      Shelly flushed.  “I was just curious.  I assume it’s all a matter of public record, anyway.”

      “It is, at that,” Rence admitted.  “My father wrote his will himself because no advocate would have agreed to what he wanted to put in it.  He did everything he could to prevent his heirs from ever selling the hotel.  He even attempted to lock in ownership for eternity, which is impossible, of course.  It took my advocate months to fight it all through the courts, but in the end, the courts agreed that the hotel was mine and that I could do what I wanted with it.”

      “Do you think he didn’t want you to sell it because he was worried about someone finding the skeleton in the crawl space?” Fenella asked.

      Rence stared at her for a moment, looking surprised.  “I think he loved that hotel and that he wanted very much to keep it in the family forever.  Even if he did know about the body in the crawl space, he had no reason to believe that someone purchasing the hotel would decide to start digging down there.  Besides, if I had kept the hotel, there’s every chance I would have tried to enlarge that crawl space myself.  I might have found the skeleton.”

      “And then buried it again immediately,” Shelly suggested.

      Rence flushed.  “Of course not.  I would have rung the police, the same as the current owners did.  What exactly are you implying?”

      Shelly shrugged.  “If I thought my father had hidden a dead body, I might not be in a rush to ring the police.”

      “If my father committed a crime, that isn’t my problem,” Rence said flatly.

      Fenella looked at her watch.  “It’s getting late.  We should go,” she said, getting to her feet.

      Rence stood up and then opened the desk drawer.  “My card,” he said, pulling one from the drawer and holding it out to her.

      She took it and dropped it into her bag without looking at it.  “Thank you for an interesting evening,” she said.

      Shelly stood up and opened the door.  As she left the room, Rence touched Fenella’s arm.

      “If you and the inspector don’t work out, ring me,” he said in her ear.  “Maybe we could take one of those holidays together.  I’d really enjoy an opportunity to get to know you better.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen replies, trying to work out something polite to say.  In the end, as the silence got awkward, she simply turned around and rushed out of the room.

      She and Shelly quickly made their way through the nearly empty pub.  The security guard at the door pulled it open for them.  “Drive carefully,” he said as they walked outside.

      “What a horrible, creepy man,” Shelly said as they climbed into the car.

      “The guard at the door?”

      “No, Rence,” Shelly said.

      Fenella laughed.  “I knew who you meant, and I quite agree.  He was awful.”

      “I’m quite happy to believe that he had something to do with that body ending up in the crawl space.  The question is, who did he murder?”

      “Let’s hope Daniel can work that out before too much longer.  It will be a lot easier to figure out what happened once we know who is dead.”

      “I can’t believe he brought you something alcoholic when you specifically requested a soft drink,” Shelly said after a moment.

      “He suggested that he might go with me on one of my vacations,” Fenella told her.

      Shelly was silent for a moment.  “Seriously?  I mean, I know he gave you his card but that’s, well, I mean, just wow, really.  What a creep.”

      “I agree with you.  I can see him being involved in whatever happened to the dead man.”

      “Which of them had a connection to Rence, then?” Shelly asked.

      “He went to school with Paul Yates.  Apparently, Paul got kicked out of their boarding school because he was caught changing marks.  I wonder if he ever changed marks for Rence’s benefit prior to the time when he got caught.”

      “You think Paul was blackmailing him?”

      “It’s a possibility.  Daniel told me that Paul had been in and out of prison many times before he disappeared.”

      “What about the man who was Lawrence’s partner?”

      “Allan Edwards?  I think he was older when he disappeared, but he’s still on Daniel’s list, just in case.  If he had enough money to invest in Pittman’s you’d think he would be easier to find now.”

      “But he was never reported missing, was he?  Maybe he simply moved away and doesn’t even know he’s being talked about over here.”

      “I suppose so.  It just seems as if the police should be able to find him fairly easily if he’s still alive.”

      “Maybe he died a month after he left,” Shelly suggested.  “There are a million possibilities, at least.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I wanted to talk about each of the possibilities with Rence, but in the end I wanted to get away from him more than I wanted to talk about the missing men.”

      “I’m with you on that.”

      Shelly gave Fenella a hug outside her apartment door.  “Thank you for an interesting evening,” she said. “I think I’m glad I’m too poor to get invited to such things.”

      “It was odd, even for a charity fundraiser,” Fenella replied.  “I don’t know how many people were invited, but there didn’t seem to be very many people there.  The food was terrible and the auction items weren’t very exciting, really.  I’ve never been to an event quite like it.”

      “And you hope to never go to another.”

      Fenella laughed and then nodded.  “Next time, I’ll tell Harvey I can’t do it.”

      She let herself into her apartment and then sighed.  The dogs were hard work, but they did tend to greet her with enthusiasm and love.  Katie was nowhere to be seen.

      As Fenella locked the door behind herself, the now familiar clicking began.

      “How was your evening?” Mona asked when she appeared.

      “Long and boring.  Rence is creepy.  I need to ring Daniel, although I’ve nothing interesting to tell him, really.”

      She was sure she was going to get his answering machine, but he picked up after three rings.

      “Hello?”

      “I’m home and Rence was horrible and I have two vacation packages to use in the next twelve months.”

      Daniel sighed.  “I’m exhausted, but I need to hear everything.”

      Fenella sat down and put the phone on speaker.  “We weren’t exactly welcomed with open arms,” she began.  Mona sat down next to her, clearly eager to hear the whole story.

      “Stay away from Rence,” Daniel advised when she’d finished speaking.  “I don’t know that he had anything to do with the body at Pittman’s, but I don’t appreciate the things he said to you tonight.”

      “I don’t either.  I’ll be staying far away from him, I promise.”

      “I’m going to do some more digging into his background.  In the meantime, I found Arnold.”

      “You did?  Are you sure?  Where is he?”

      “He’s in a prison in Cornwall, actually.  He was harder to find than he should have been because he legally changed his surname to Crosby when he moved to the UK back in the late-eighties.  When I questioned him about it, he said it was simply easier to pronounce and spell.”

      “I mean, I suppose he’s right, but it seems odd to me.”

      “As he was on the run from the police, I don’t believe his explanation.  He did the change through proper legal channels, though, which meant I was able to track him down eventually.  He’s been in and out of prison ever since he left the island, even though he’d never been arrested for anything when he lived here.”

      “But if he’d stayed, he would have been arrested, right?  Both of his coworkers were arrested after he’d gone.”

      “He definitely would have been questioned, along with the other two men.  Who would have eventually been blamed for what was going on within the company is anyone’s guess.  The other two men both blamed Arnold, of course.  They still went to prison, though.”

      “While Arnold disappeared with a lot of money.”

      “No one has ever been able to find the money and, for what it’s worth, Arnold denies stealing anything.  His version of events is that he left the island on a business trip and when he was ready to come home his partner, Donald, rang him and told him not to come back.  Arnold claims that Donald told him that Charles had been embezzling from the company and was planning to blame everything on Arnold.  Donald advised him to hide somewhere in the UK until the police were able to sort everything out.”

      “And Donald is dead, so we’ve no idea who to believe,” Fenella sighed.

      “I only had a short telephone conversation with Arnold.  It was enough to satisfy me that he was indeed Arnold Costain, which is all I need to do at this point.  Once things are quieter at the station, I intend to request a formal interview with Arnold.  I want to hear the entire story from him and then compare it to what Charles has to say,” Daniel told her.

      “But he isn’t the skeleton from Pittman’s anyway.”

      “No, he is not.  We’re left with Roy Austin, Paul Yates, and Allan Edwards from our original list.  I was advised today that the constables answering the phones have another possibility for me, but I don’t know anything other than the man’s name at this point.”

      “Can you tell me that much?”

      “I can, because his former girlfriend has already been talking to the papers.  So has Arnold, for that matter, which is why I told you what he told me.  He actually spoke to Dan Ross before he spoke to me.”  Daniel sighed.  “Sometimes, I think maybe I should just let Dan do all of my work for me.”

      “You don’t mean that.”

      “No, of course not, and the guard at the prison who let Dan speak to Arnold is going to be in trouble, not that it matters much after the fact.  Anyway, a woman named Jennifer Sutton rang to report that her former boyfriend, Theodore Heard, disappeared in the mid-eighties.  He was twenty-seven and they’d been together for almost a year when he simply vanished.  She admitted that they’d been having some difficulties, which was why she never reported him missing, but once she read about the body, she realized that something awful might have happened to him.”

      “What else did she say about him?”

      “Not much, so far.  I’m going to interview her formally tomorrow.  The constables did a cursory look for him, but found several men with the same name around the right age.  I’m hoping when I speak to Jennifer, that I’ll be able to narrow down the possibilities.”

      “Did he have any connection to Pittman’s?”

      “According to Jennifer, he tended bar there on occasion.”

      “Interesting.  I wish I’d known.  I would have asked Rence about him.”

      “I’m glad you didn’t know.  The less you ask Rence, the better.”

      “We’ve talked a lot about the possible candidates for the body, but not much about the suspects for the murder.  I assume Rence is one of them.”

      “He is, as is his father, of course.  Once we work out whom we’ve found, we should be able to narrow the date range and that should give us a short list of suspects.  Someone such as Allan Edwards, for example, could be a suspect, assuming he isn’t the victim.”

      Fenella sighed.  “It’s all very complicated.”

      “It is, but we’re narrowing the list.”

      “Except now you’ve added Theodore Heard to it.”

      “I don’t think it’s him, although I’m not certain why.  He just doesn’t feel right.”

      “Who does feel right?”

      Daniel sighed.  “I can’t go on instinct.  I have to investigate every possibility.”

      “But you can tell me what your instinct is saying.”

      He chuckled.  “I think we’ve found Paul Yates and I think Rence had something to do with his death, but you can’t repeat that to anyone.”

      “I won’t repeat it, but I will think about it.  If I ever do see Rence again, maybe I’ll ask him about Paul.”

      “I believe I already said that you should stay away from Rence,” Daniel said tightly.

      “And I promise I won’t go looking for him, but if I happen to bump into him somewhere, well, I know what I’ll ask him about, that’s all.”

      Daniel sighed.  “I’m too tired to argue tonight, but we’ll talk more about this tomorrow.”

      “I don’t want to argue.”

      “We won’t, at least I hope we won’t.  I didn’t tell you, we found out about the poison.”

      “You did?  That’s good news.  Does it tie into the murder in any way?”

      “Unfortunately, no.  A man who formerly owned a business on the promenade rang when he saw the pictures of the box and the bottles in the local paper.  Apparently, it’s rat poison, or I should say longtail.”

      “Why?”

      Daniel chuckled.  “It’s a Manx thing.  Apparently, it’s bad luck to say the word rat, although it mostly applies to ships, I believe.  Anyway, they call them longtails over here, or some people do, anyway.”

      “I didn’t know that, but I suppose I’ve never really talked about rats with anyone over here.”

      “It was a first for me, too,” Daniel said.  “Apparently, there was a large ra, er, longtail problem on the island in the late-fifties and some salesman from across came over with a great many boxes of this poison.  He sold it to businesses all along the promenade.”

      “And that took care of the rats?”

      “Unfortunately, when the business owners tried to use the poison, following the instructions they’d been given, they found the poison ineffective.  In fact, apparently, the rats seemed to love the stuff and it didn’t appear to do them any harm.  When the building owners went to find the salesman to demand their money back, he’d already left the island, of course.”

      “Of course.  Any idea how the box ended up in the crawl space, then?”

      “No, but the man I spoke with was fairly certain that Lawrence Pittman bought at least one box of the stuff.”

      “So he may have simply shoved it into the space to get it out of the way and left it there for years and years.  Maybe he moved it out when he hid the body and then put it back afterwards.”

      “That’s one possibility, certainly.  At this point, we’re still waiting on lab results for what’s actually in the bottles, but it doesn’t sound as if it’s anything dangerous.”

      “At least not to rats.”

      “Exactly.  It doesn’t seem to be connected in any way to the skeleton, anyway.  Assuming it’s nothing but sugar water, which is what the man I spoke to suspected it was, we’ll simply dispose of it and leave it as an interesting note in the files.”

      “One mystery solved, or nearly solved, anyway.  When will you find out what’s in the bottles?”

      “Any day now.  Maybe tomorrow.”

      “I hope it is nothing dangerous, although I do feel sorry for the businessmen who were duped into buying it.”

      “After I spoke to the man who’d rung, I checked the files and there was a formal complaint made against the seller.  There’s a part of me that would love to try to track him down, although it’s far too late to charge him with anything.”

      “Maybe you could give him a good scare, at least.”

      “Except he was in his thirties in the fifties, so he’d be around ninety now.  It seems unlikely that he’s still alive, but if he is, I probably don’t want to scare him.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “Maybe not.  He probably ended up in prison for something else once he got back to the UK, anyway.”

      “You could be right about that.  Again, I’d love to track him down, just to see what’s happened to him.”

      “Have you had any results on the hunt for Bonnie Cannell?” she asked.

      “I may have a lead there, actually.  It’s something else to follow up on tomorrow.  I’m going to have to put in ten or twelve hours tomorrow at the rate I’m going.”

      “So I should let you go and get some sleep.”

      “As much as I hate to admit it, I need some sleep.”

      “Good night.”

      “Good night, darling.”

      Fenella put the phone down and frowned at Mona who’d kept uncharacteristically silent during the call.  “He’s working too hard.”

      “And he always will.”

      She sighed.  “I suppose you’re right.”

      “Maybe Rence was correct.  Maybe you need a man who’s more successful.  One who could go away on one of your holidays with you tomorrow.”

      “You’re probably right, but, unfortunately, I’ve fallen in love with Daniel.”

      Mona grinned.  “Now you simply have to tell him that.”

      Fenella flushed.  “That isn’t easy.”

      “No, of course not.  I rarely told Max that I loved him.  Our situation was complicated, of course.”

      “Indeed.”

      Mona sighed.  “I think I need to go and have a rest.  Sometimes death is exhausting.”  She disappeared before Fenella could reply.

      Katie was already in bed as Fenella washed her face and brushed her teeth.  “You were smart to stay home tonight,” she told the kitten as she slid in next to her.  “I didn’t have any fun at all.”

      Her dreams were all about faceless men who wandered in and out of her apartment, fading and then reappearing in the oddest places.  She could only assume they were the missing men.  Rence popped in, as well, whispering all sorts of invitations to dinner, drinks, movies, and more, as Fenella tried to get away from him.  When Katie began to tap her nose, Fenella was ready to get up and away from the dreams.

      “They were almost nightmares,” she told Katie as she filled her bowls.  “Parts of them were horrible, but parts were simply weird.”

      Katie didn’t respond as she waited.

      After the bowls were full, Fenella took a shower and then got dressed in casual clothes.  She didn’t have any plans, and spending the day watching television and reading a good book or two sounded just about right.

      Her phone rang as she grabbed the remote control.

      “I’m working a split shift today,” Daniel told her.  “That means I get a long lunch hour.  Do you want to have lunch with me?”

      “I’d love to,” Fenella replied.  “Where?”

      “What if I bring food there?  I could do with an hour of simply sitting and watching the sea while holding hands with the woman I love.”

      “That sounds great.”

      “I’ll see you around midday.”

      “Noon,” Fenella muttered, mostly to herself.  She put the phone down and glanced around the room.  It needed tidying and vacuuming, she realized.  As she put the remote down on the nearest table, she frowned.  And dusting.

      By the time she’d tidied away piles of books, dusted, vacuumed, and cleaned both bathrooms, it was nearly noon.  She quickly wiped down her kitchen counters and the inside of the microwave.  That would have to be enough for today, she thought as she threw away the paper towel she’d used.

      “Meooooowww,” Katie said as she walked into the kitchen.

      “Yes, okay, you can have your lunch now.  I’m waiting for Daniel,” she told the kitten.

      She filled the animal’s water and food bowls, adding a small treat to the top of the food pile.  Clearly, Katie wasn’t interested in waiting for Daniel.  As soon as her bowls were on the floor, she began to eat.

      When someone knocked, Fenella rushed to answer it.

      “Tim?  Hello,” she said uncertainly.

      “I just wanted to see if you’ve managed to find out anything about how I should propose to Shelly,” he said, looking up and down the corridor nervously.

      “Not really, although I did find out that John didn’t really formally propose.  He just sort of said something about them being married one day and things went on from there.”

      “That’s good,” Tim smiled.  “I can certainly do better than that.”

      “Not Paris.”

      “No?  Why not?”

      “She and John had a romantic trip there once.  She associates it with John.  She’s never been to Venice, though.”

      He sighed.  “I was hoping to propose to her here.  I’m just old fashioned enough to think that we shouldn’t travel together until we’re married.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m sure Shelly feels the same way.  Don’t propose at Castle Rushen, though.”

      “Really?  I was thinking about that, actually.  We play there in the summer and I know the site manager pretty well.  I was thinking about asking him if I could borrow the throne room one night.  I thought I could fill it with candles and flowers.”

      “She spent too much time there when she was teaching.  I suspect none of the historical sites will feel romantic to her.”

      “Great, back to the drawing board,” he sighed.  “You’re going to keep working on her, right?”

      “I will.  When do you get the ring?”

      “Tomorrow, but I don’t have to propose right away, even though I’d rather get it over with.”  He chuckled.  “That didn’t sound right, but what I meant was that I want it to be over with and I want to know that Shelly is going to be my wife.”

      “I’ll see what I can do,” Fenella promised.

      Tim nodded.  As he began to walk toward Shelly’s door, the elevator doors opened and Daniel stepped out, carrying a pizza box.  He raised an eyebrow as he approached.

      “Good afternoon,” Tim said before he knocked on Shelly’s door.

      Fenella let Daniel into her apartment without saying a word.  He put the pizza box on her counter before she pulled him close and whispered in his ear.

      “Tim asked me to find out how he should propose to Shelly.  I’m working on it.”

      Daniel smiled and then made her forget all about Shelly, Tim, and the skeleton under the hotel.
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      “We should eat,” Fenella said eventually.

      Daniel nodded.  “The pizza will get cold if we don’t.”

      She grabbed plates and glasses while he opened the pizza box and pulled cold drinks out of the refrigerator.

      “I’m almost afraid to ask who you’ve seen this morning,” Daniel said between bites.

      “This morning?  After we spoke, I cleaned my apartment.  Aside from Tim, I haven’t seen anyone, well, I mean, you’re here.”

      He chuckled.  “I am, yes.”

      His phone rang loudly, ending the conversation.

      After he glanced at the display, he shrugged.  “Not a number I recognize.  Is it okay if I put it on speaker?  If it’s related to the case, I may need to take notes.”

      “Shall I leave the room?”

      “Just pretend you aren’t here,” he told her as he put the phone on the counter and pushed the speaker button.

      Mona appeared suddenly, standing right next to the phone.  She winked at Fenella and then stared intently at the device.

      “This is Inspector Daniel Robinson,” he said in his serious voice.

      “Why are you looking for me?” a woman’s voice came down the line.  “I’ve had three different people ring me to tell me that you’re trying to track me down.”

      “I’m trying to track down a great many people at the moment,” Daniel replied.  “We’ve a thirty-year-old murder to solve.”

      “I’m not involved in any murder mystery,” the caller snapped.  “I don’t know anything about any murders.”

      “I can’t cross you off my list if I don’t know who you are.”

      “Hmm, I suppose I can’t argue with that.  If I tell you who I am, you’ll stop bothering my friends and family?”

      “I’d appreciate it if you’d answer a few questions,” Daniel said, pulling out a notebook.

      “This is Bonnie Cannell.  I don’t want to answer any questions, though.”

      “Ms. Cannell, hello.”

      “I prefer to be called Mrs. Austin,” she snapped.

      “Do you really?  That’s interesting.  Can I ask for your husband’s name, then?”

      “I’m with Roy, Roy Austin.  We left the island together and I don’t want to say anything further.”

      “I was searching for you because I really need to find Roy, actually,” Daniel said.  “We found a skeleton and Roy’s name came up as one of the possible identities for the skeleton.  He disappeared from the island around the same time we believe the man we found died.”

      “Roy isn’t dead.”

      “I’m going to need to hear that from him, I’m afraid.”

      “Why?  I’m telling you that he’s fine.”

      “You’ve also told me that you’re married to him, but Helen Austin seems to believe that she and Roy are still married,” Daniel said steadily.

      “I didn’t say we were married,” Bonnie snapped.  “He’s fine, and we’re together, even if we aren’t married and none of this has anything to do with your body.”

      “I’d appreciate it if you’d ask Roy to ring me.  All I want to do is confirm his identity so I can cross him off the list of possible victims.  What he’s been doing for the last thirty years is his business, and not of interest to the police.”

      “If Helen finds out he’s still alive, she’ll try to find him.”

      “She’s the mother of his children,” Mona murmured.

      Fenella nearly shushed the woman, only just stopping herself in time.

      “If he’s still alive, I’m sure I’ll be able to find him eventually.  You can make my job a good deal easier by simply having him ring me.”

      “I’m not interested in making your job easier,” Bonnie shot back.  A loud click suggested that she was done speaking to Daniel.

      “That was interesting,” Fenella said.  “Why would he be hiding from Helen?  The children are too old now for her to claim child support.  Maybe he isn’t alive, but Bonnie wants everyone to think he is for some reason.”

      “I suspect he is alive and with Bonnie,” Daniel said.  “What’s interesting is it seems several of the people I spoke to about Bonnie knew how to contact her.  If she doesn’t ring back, I shall have to bother them all again.”

      “What about the woman who said she knew where to find Paul Yates?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m going to speak with her again, but I’m not sure she knows anything.  She claims he told her he was going to Australia, but his mother swears he never would have moved that far away from her.”

      “Interesting.”

      “I’m really hoping Roy rings me now.  I hope Bonnie will want me to leave them alone and that she’ll tell Roy to ring.  Otherwise, I don’t think she’ll mention that I’m looking for him.”

      “I’d love to be a fly on the wall for that conversation,” Fenella said.

      Daniel nodded.  “I’m not sure what’s going on there, but I’m looking forward to finding out.”

      “Helen will be devastated if it turns out he’s been alive for all these years.  I’m sure the children will be upset as well.”

      “No doubt, but maybe I can keep the whole thing out of the papers.  We’ll see what happens next.”

      What actually happened next was that they both had large bowls of ice cream for dessert.  When that was gone, Daniel loaded the dishwasher while Fenella cleared away the pizza box and the empty ice cream tub.

      “What time do you have to be back at the station?” she asked when they were done.

      “I have an hour.  Should we take a walk on the promenade?”

      “Maybe we should walk the dogs.  I haven’t been to see Harvey today, actually.”

      He was home and more than happy to hand off the dogs to the pair.  Daniel took Winston for a short jog while Fenella walked Fiona.  When they returned the tired animals to Harvey, he thanked them both profusely.

      “I have a friend coming later tonight to take them for their evening stroll,” he said.  “I’ve been trying to find different people for every walk so that no one is over-burdened.  You’ve already done a good deal more than you should have for us.”

      “Ring me whenever you need me,” Fenella told him firmly.  “Don’t try to walk them yourself, not yet.”

      He nodded.  “I’ll be good so I don’t end up in hospital again,” he promised.

      Fenella left Daniel at his car.

      “I’ll ring you later.  I’m working until seven, which is too late for dinner, but maybe I could meet you at the pub for a drink about half seven?”

      “That sounds great.  I haven’t been to the Tale and Tail since before Harvey’s fall.”

      “I’ll ring you or text you,” he promised before a quick embrace.

      She watched him drive away and then sighed and headed back to her apartment.  Maybe now she could curl up with that book she’d been planning to read earlier.  Shelly knocked on her door a few hours later.

      “What are you doing tonight?” Shelly asked.

      “I’m meeting Daniel at the pub around seven-thirty.  I’m not doing much of anything between now and then,” Fenella replied.

      “Do you want to get dinner somewhere?  I’ve been spending so much time with Tim that I’ve stopped grocery shopping.  Now, he’s busy and I don’t have any food in the house.”

      “Sure, now?”

      Shelly looked at her watch and shrugged.  “I’m starving, but I only had a light lunch.  There wasn’t any food in my flat at midday, either.  And yes, I should have gone shopping when I realized it, but I was writing and I didn’t want to stop.”

      “Things are going well with the book?”

      “I hope so.  My hero and heroine are being kept apart by circumstances they can’t control.  I think I only have one more chapter to go before I can start resolving all of their issues.  I’m excited to be getting close to the happy ending.”

      “Good for you.”

      “But now my wrists ache and I can’t stand the thought of typing even one more word today,” Shelly laughed.  “I need a break.”

      “Let me feed Katie and we can go.”

      Shelly waited patiently while Fenella fed Katie.  A short while later, they made their way out of the building, walking to one of the many nearby restaurants.

      The one they chose did excellent Chinese food.  Only about half of the tables were occupied when they arrived, although customers seemed to be streaming in steadily as they ate.  They were waiting for the bill and their fortune cookies when one of the waiters walked past.

      “Keep an eye on table six,” he whispered.

      Both women immediately looked over at the table next to theirs.  The young couple had just received their fortune cookies.  The pretty brunette snapped hers open and then stared at the slip of paper in her hand.

      “What does it say?” her companion asked.

      The woman looked confused as she read out the fortune.  “It says ‘will you marry me,’” she said slowly.

      Her date grinned and then slipped out of his chair and down on one knee.  As he reached into his pocket for something, the woman began to shake her head.  He pulled out a ring box and held it up, snapping it open as the first tears began to slide down his date’s cheeks.

      “So, will you?” he asked in a low voice.

      The brunette looked at him and then glanced at the ring.  Her eyes went wide and then she sighed deeply.  “Stan, you already know the answer to that question.”

      Fenella and Shelly exchanged glances.  From the woman’s tone, things didn’t look good for Stan.

      He shook his head.  “I don’t know the answer.  I’ve been hinting for weeks that I wanted to propose and you’ve been telling me that you aren’t ready to get married.  I thought maybe you were simply saying that because you didn’t really think I was going to ask.”

      “I wasn’t,” his date said flatly.

      Stan’s face lost its color.  “Is that a no?”

      “I’m sorry, truly I am, but I’m not ready to get married.  I may never be ready to get married.  It isn’t you, it’s me,” the woman said.  “The ring is stunning, though.  If I were ready, it would be perfect.”

      “That doesn’t make me feel any better,” Stan snapped.  He shut the ring box and shoved it back in his pocket as he stood up.

      “I’m sorry,” his date said.  “You need to give me more time.”

      “We’ve been seeing one another for three years.  If you aren’t ready now, you aren’t going to be ready,” Stan said.  “Just forget about it, okay.”  He stood in place for a moment and then shook his head.  “Just forget about me, as well,” he said before he stormed out of the restaurant.

      Fenella flagged down their waiter.  “If they haven’t paid yet, give me their bill,” she said softly.  “I don’t want either of them to have to pay for what turned out to be a rather disastrous evening.”

      “That’s very kind of you, Ms. Woods,” the waiter said.

      “Don’t tell anyone, please,” Fenella added.  “Just tell her that their meals were taken care of by a friend.”

      He nodded and then moved over to the table next to them.  The brunette was still sitting there, crying quietly.  He said a few words to her as Fenella looked away.

      “That was horrible,” Shelly whispered.  “Public proposals are a terrible idea.  I think, if someone did that to me, I’d say yes just to avoid all the awfulness, but then it would be really difficult to end things later.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Such things might be best done privately,” she agreed, feeling eager to talk to Tim and warn him against planning anything similar.

      “Maybe Daniel will propose on one of your romantic holidays,” Shelly suggested as they made their way out of the restaurant.

      “If he ever agrees to go on one, maybe,” Fenella sighed.  “Having said that, I don’t know that he’ll ever propose.  My money might be too much of an issue.”

      “He should be thrilled that you’re wealthy and that all that money hasn’t changed you.  Some women, in your position, might want to find a rich husband or maybe a toy boy.”

      “A toy boy?” Fenella laughed.  “I can’t imagine dating anyone much younger.  What would we talk about?”

      “I don’t think talking is the main objective when you get involved with a much younger man.”

      “I don’t want a younger man or a rich man or any other man.  I care about Daniel a lot, but getting him to accept my money may be our biggest problem.”

      “What will you do, if you do get married?  Would you want him to quit his job so that you could travel?”

      Fenella frowned and then smiled in spite of herself as they walked into the Tale and Tail.  The pub had once been the library in a large mansion.  When the original owners sold the building, the new owners turned the building into a luxury hotel.  The library they’d left largely unchanged, simply adding a large bar to the center of the room and scattering tables and comfortable chairs and couches around the upper level.  Cat beds were randomly dotted around both floors and a dozen or more rescued cats called the pub home.  The walls were still lined with bookshelves full of books and customers were welcome to browse, read, and borrow titles from the collection.  Everything about the pub was just about perfect as far as Fenella was concerned, and just being there always lifted her spirits.

      The regular bartender had their drinks ready as they crossed the room.  “Good evening,” he said.

      “Good evening,” Fenella replied.  “Daniel is joining us.”

      “I’ll send him upstairs when he arrives,” the man promised.

      Shelly and Fenella climbed the winding staircase to the upper level and then settled into chairs in a quiet corner.

      Fenella took a sip of her wine and then sighed deeply.  “I don’t know,” she said after a moment.

      “You don’t know what?” Shelly asked.

      “I don’t know what I want Daniel to do if we get married.”

      “Oh, that.  I’d completely forgotten what we were talking about.”

      “He loves his job.  I’d hate to ask him to give that up, but I’d love to travel and see the world with him.  He’s quite a few years away from retirement age.”

      “He is, but maybe you could persuade him to retire early.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Let’s talk about murder or something else more pleasant.”

      Shelly chuckled.  “Have they worked out who they found under Pittman’s?”

      “I don’t think so, although they’ve managed to eliminate some of the possibilities.”

      “I didn’t get a paper today.  Who has been eliminated?”

      “The police found Lloyd Kelly and Arnold Costain.  I actually tripped over William Norton myself.”

      Shelly stared at her.  “Really?  Tell me everything.”

      They were still talking about William and his husband when Daniel arrived.  He greeted Fenella with a quick kiss.

      “Any news on the case?” she asked after he was settled in the chair next to her.

      “We found Theodore Heard.”

      “Who is Theodore Heard?” Shelly asked.

      “A late addition to the list of possibilities,” Daniel explained.  “His former girlfriend rang the police to suggest that he might be the skeleton we found.  The constables didn’t have any luck finding him, so they gave me his name.”

      “And you found him right away?” Fenella asked.

      “I wish I could take the credit, but Theodore follows a few Manx news sites on social media.  He found out that we were looking for him when one of his social media accounts exploded.  Everyone he knew linked him to the article with the interview with his former girlfriend.”

      Fenella laughed.  “So he rang you?”

      “He did.  He was, well, not very happy, really.  He seemed to think that we should have been able to find him and saved him the embarrassment of seeing his name in print.”

      “Where is he?” Shelly asked.

      “He’s in London.  He doesn’t have a driving license, he rents his flat, and he doesn’t have a valid passport.  I’m not certain how we were meant to find him, but he seemed to think that we should have managed it.”

      Fenella patted his arm.  “At least you can cross him off the list.  Did he say anything about why he left?”

      “He and his girlfriend were fighting all the time and he was offered a job in London.  He did admit that he may have forgotten to mention to anyone that he was leaving, but in fairness, no one seemed to have missed him until recently,” Daniel explained.

      “So that’s another one off the list,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “That just leaves Roy, Allan, and Paul missing.”

      “I’m pretty sure Roy is out there somewhere,” Daniel said.  “If I don’t hear back from Bonnie by morning, I’m going to push a little harder.”

      “Allan was older than the skeleton, though, wasn’t he?” Shelly asked.

      “Determining age from a skeleton is an inexact science, but he’s definitely at the very edge of the outermost range of possibility for our skeleton.  He’s staying on the list, though, until we find him or identify the remains.”

      The trio finished their drinks and had a second round.  Daniel stuck to soda because he had to drive home to the outskirts of Douglas.

      “Wouldn’t it be wonderful to live right there?” Fenella asked as they walked out of the pub a short while later.  She gestured toward the apartment complex next door to the pub.

      Daniel looked up at it and sighed.  “It would be wonderful.  I’m tired and I truly don’t want to drive home.”

      “You can stay in my spare room,” Shelly offered.

      “That’s very kind of you, but I need to go home,” he replied.

      At Fenella’s door, he pulled her into an embrace as Shelly let herself into her apartment.

      “Good night,” she called before she shut her door.

      “Coming in?” Fenella asked when the kiss ended.

      “I shouldn’t, but I want to,” he replied.

      “We could talk about how you should buy that apartment next to the pub,” she suggested.

      “You know I can’t afford it.”

      “Did you think about letting me lend you the money?” she asked as she turned to open her door.

      “I thought about it, but I don’t want money to come between us.”

      They walked into the apartment before Fenella replied.  “It seems to me that money is already coming between us,” she said softly.

      Daniel looked surprised and then sighed.  “I don’t mean for it to be an issue.”

      “You know I can afford…”

      Daniel’s phone interrupted Fenella.  He pulled it out and frowned at it.  He answered it in speaker mode.

      “Inspector Daniel Robinson,” he said in a clipped tone.

      “This is Roy Austin.  Don’t try to trace me.  This isn’t my phone and it will be going into a bin as soon as this conversation is finished.”

      Daniel looked at Fenella and raised an eyebrow.  “That seems a bit extreme,” he said.

      “I don’t want to be found,” Roy said.  “It’s important to me not to be found.”

      “I need some sort of proof that you are who you claim to be,” Daniel told him.

      “I can give you my old passport number for the passport that I got when I living on the island.  I haven’t used it since I left, but I still have it.  I have my Manx driving license, as well.  I don’t have a UK one, because people could have used that to track me down.”

      “Why are you hiding?” Daniel asked.

      “I left behind a bit of a mess when I left the island.  It’s much safer for me if I’m not found.”

      “You left behind a wife and three children,” Daniel pointed out.

      “And I sent money for the children every month until the youngest was eighteen.  They’re all adults, now, of course.”

      “Your wife claims she never got a penny from you.”

      “She’s lying.  She can’t be trusted.  I’m not even certain that the children are all mine.”

      “Really?” Daniel asked.  “I’ve spoken to Helen several times during the investigation and she seems completely trustworthy.”

      “She’s a brilliant actress.  I was fooled completely.  It wasn’t until Bonnie showed me photographic proof that I realized that Helen was cheating on me.”

      “Let’s go back a bit,” Daniel said.  “I’m still trying to establish that you are who you claim you are.  Tell me about yourself.”

      Roy sighed and then rattled through a brief history of his life on the island before he’d met Helen.  “I was involved with Bonnie for a short while, and then she left the island.  When I met Helen, I thought I fell madly in love with her and I didn’t realize my mistake until years later.”

      “You were still in love with Bonnie?”

      “I was, although I denied my feelings.  It wasn’t until Bonnie showed me that Helen was cheating that I realized how I really felt about both women.”

      “And then what happened?”

      “Bonnie came up with a plan so that I could get a quick divorce from Helen.  I started flirting with all of my customers, to try to get some rumors started that I was having affairs.  I also started taking other women out for drinks and things.  After a while, Bonnie went to the papers and told them that we were having an affair, and then a bunch of other women came forward to say the same thing.  Most of them were Bonnie’s friends, just helping her out.”

      “So you didn’t have multiple affairs?” Fenella asked, feeling confused.

      Daniel frowned at her and shook his head slowly.  She blushed, realizing she wasn’t even supposed to be listening to the conversation.

      Roy didn’t seem to notice, though.  “No, I didn’t have multiple affairs.  I’ll admit that I had an affair with Bonnie, but only after I found out that Helen was cheating on me.  Before that, I’d been completely faithful to my wife.”

      “So the plan was to get Helen to divorce you?” Daniel asked.

      “Yeah, Bonnie thought that would be easier than anything else.  I didn’t really understand the whole plan, but she’d spoken to an advocate and everything.”

      Fenella and Daniel exchanged glances.  “What happened next?” Daniel asked after a moment.

      “Things didn’t really go to plan.  The story was in the papers and I started to feel really horrible about the whole thing.  I told Helen everything and promised her that I would end things with Bonnie.  I really meant it, but then Bonnie rang me.  One of the women I’d been linked with in the papers was married to a karate instructor.  He believed that his wife had been cheating with me and he told Bonnie that he was going to kill me.  My only option was to run away.”

      “I see,” Daniel said.

      “Bonnie helped me sneak off the island.  We started over again in Newcastle.  I couldn’t get a driving license or renew my passport, but I was able to find a job.  We’ve been here ever since.”

      “And you never tried to contact Helen again?”

      “I’ve sent her a bunch of letters, along with money for the children.  Bonnie was incredibly nice about it.  She encouraged me to send nearly all of my income back to Helen.  We were able to live on what she was making, so it worked out.”

      “And how did you send the money?”

      “Bonnie took care of that.  I think she sent it to a friend who passed it along to Helen.  It was important that Helen not know where to find me, so she couldn’t accidentally tell the man who wanted to kill me where I was.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Do you remember the man’s name?”

      “I don’t think I ever knew it, actually.  I can ask Bonnie, if you want, although she’ll probably be angry that I’ve told you the whole story.  She just wanted me to confirm my identity so you could stop looking for me.”

      “Bonnie said that you two were married now,” Daniel said.

      “We got married a while back, after Helen divorced me.  I was really sad that she did that, actually, for the sake of the children, but Bonnie told me that Helen had found someone else and wanted to get remarried.”

      “Mr. Austin, I’m not sure how to tell you this, but Helen never filed for divorce,” Daniel told him.

      There was a long silence on the other end of the phone.  “She did,” he said eventually.  “Bonnie told me that she did.  Anyway, I have a copy of the final decree.  One of Bonnie’s friends got it for us.”

      “Can you take a photo of it and send it to me?” Daniel asked.  “I need to check it against the island’s official records.”

      There was another pause.  “I suppose so, but Bonnie keeps all of our important papers somewhere.  I’ll have to ask her to dig it out.  I’m sure we’re divorced, though, because Helen remarried.”

      “Helen didn’t remarry,” Daniel told him.  “I know that for certain.”

      “But I saw a copy of the announcement in the local Isle of Man newspaper.  Bonnie’s friend sent her that, too,” Roy protested.

      “I’m not certain what’s going on, but I believe you’ve been given wrong information,” Daniel said.

      “Bonnie is too trusting.  Her friends on the island must have lied to her.”

      “That’s one possibility.”

      “I don’t understand,” Roy said after another prolonged silence.  “None of this makes any sense.”

      “It would be helpful if you could give me the names of the people on the island who have been helping Bonnie for the last thirty years.”

      “I don’t want to get anyone into trouble,” Roy protested.

      “I’m fairly certain that Helen never received any money from you after you left the island.  That money seems to have disappeared somewhere along the way.”

      Roy swore under his breath.  “Bonnie’s friend stole my money,” he said angrily.  “I can’t believe it.”

      Before Daniel could reply, the sound of a door opening came down the line.

      “Bonnie, you’ll never believe what I just learned,” Roy said.

      “What are you doing?” a woman’s voice asked.

      “I decided that I couldn’t wait any longer and I rang that police inspector,” Roy replied.

      “I told you to wait for me,” Bonnie said icily.

      “I wanted to get it out of the way.   You know I was worried about it.”

      “But I know you.  You probably said a lot of things you shouldn’t have said.”

      “I didn’t.  I just told him what he needed to know to confirm my identity.”

      “What did you tell him?”

      “Roy has forgotten you’re listening,” Mona whispered as she appeared.

      Fenella nodded.

      “I told him the whole story, about how Helen was cheating and how you came up with a plan so I could divorce Helen, but that it didn’t exactly work out the way we’d hoped.  I told him that we had to leave the island in a hurry, but that I’d sent money back for Helen until the kids were eighteen and that you and I didn’t get married until Helen divorced me.”

      “Did it ever occur to you that you might be getting Helen into a great deal of trouble?” the woman demanded.  “I’d be willing to bet that Helen never mentioned all the lovely cash she was pocketing from you when she filed her income taxes every year.  She’s probably going to owe the government a fortune now that you’ve told the police about the money.”

      “I didn’t mean to get her into trouble,” Roy said.  “I can always tell the inspector that I was mistaken, that I didn’t actually send any money.”

      “That might be better.  Maybe you should tell him that we aren’t actually married, too, just to keep things easier.”

      “He wants to see a copy of the divorce decree.”

      “He should ask Helen for that.  I wasn’t supposed to get a copy, you know.  I don’t want my friend on the island to get into trouble for sending it to me.”

      Roy sighed.  “I’m afraid I’ve made a mess of everything,” he said.

      “I’ll ring the inspector and clear things up.  I’ll just tell him that you were confused about a few things.  That way Helen won’t get into any trouble.”

      “You don’t have to ring him.  You can just talk to him now,” Roy said.

      “You’re still on the line with him?  He’s been listening to this conversation?”

      “Oh, um, maybe,” Roy said.

      A moment later the line went dead.  Daniel frowned at the phone and then picked up Fenella’s landline.  She was silent as he called into the station to request that the number Roy had called from be traced.

      “I want the closest constable and an inspector sent to that address immediately,” he said when an address was given.  “I want both the man and the woman there taken into custody.  Roy Austin and Bonnie Cannell Austin.  I want them separated immediately.  I’m on my way into the station now to file a report,” he said.

      He ended the call and then pulled Fenella into an embrace.  “I have to go,” he said eventually.

      “Bonnie lied to him,” Fenella said.

      “That’s speculation at this point, but I’m inclined to agree with you.  I suspect she lied to him about a great many things over the past thirty years.”

      “Poor Helen.  Roy tried to do the right thing, it seems.”

      “He could have tried harder,” Mona muttered.

      “I need to go.  I’ll ring you in the morning.  I just hope Roy was lying about the phone not being his.”

      “Yeah, me, too,” Fenella replied.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            14

          

        

      

    

    
      “Bonnie lied to him to get him to move across with her and has been lying to him ever since,” Mona said after Daniel had gone.

      “It certainly sounded that way to me,” Fenella agreed.  “That poor man.  If he was telling the truth, he tried to support his children.”

      “You heard how quickly Bonnie turned things around, urging him to lie about the support to protect Helen.  Roy sounded dimwitted enough to go along with her.”

      Fenella sighed.  “At least now Helen may be able to find out what happened to Roy.”

      “And maybe he’ll be able to have some sort of relationship with his children.”

      The pair watched an old movie on the television before Fenella headed to bed.  Her mind was still racing and she found it difficult to fall asleep, but once she’d managed it, she slept soundly until Katie woke her.

      After she and Katie had both had breakfast, Fenella showered and got dressed.  She was wondering what to do with herself when her phone rang.

      “Is there any chance you can take the dogs for their morning stroll?” Harvey asked.  “My friend who was going to help is having car trouble.”

      “No problem.  I’ll be there in five minutes,” Fenella replied.

      She grabbed her handbag and slid on her shoes, happy to have something to do.  When she opened her door, she nearly walked straight into Daniel’s arms.

      “Good morning,” he said, pulling her close.

      “Good morning,” she replied.  “I have to go and walk the dogs.”

      “I’ll join you, if you don’t mind.  I could use some fresh air and exercise after last night.”

      “Of course I don’t mind.  Should I ask what happened last night?”

      “The phone was Roy’s, or rather, it was Bonnie’s.  Everything is in Bonnie’s name, including two phones.  When the first constable arrived, the pair were packing suitcases.  Bonnie insisted that they’d decided to have a short holiday, but once they were separated and questioned, Roy admitted that they were planning to run away again.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t understand what they’re running from.”

      “As far as I can tell, nothing.”

      They’d reached Harvey’s door and Fenella had to bite her tongue as she knocked.  A few minutes later, after being only barely polite to Harvey, they were back on the promenade with the dogs.

      “What do you mean, nothing?” Fenella demanded.

      “Bonnie spun this whole story about the husband of one of the women who had allegedly been involved with Roy, but I’ve been back through the files and I can’t find any husbands who match Bonnie’s description.  Unsurprisingly, she refused to name any names.”

      “So she made up a threat in order to get Roy to leave the island with her?”

      “It appears so.  Roy was a good deal more forthcoming, telling the police that they’ve moved more than a dozen times in the past thirty years.  He claims he wrote letters to Helen for years, trying to explain why he’d gone and that he sent birthday cards and Christmas cards to his children every single year.  I’ve spoken to Helen and she insists that she never received anything.”

      “Bonnie never sent any of it.”

      “That would be my guess.  She’s refused to give us the name of the person on the island to whom she claims she forwarded everything.  According to her, she doesn’t want that person to become a potential target for the angry husband.”

      “Who doesn’t exist.”

      “The police have kept them both for additional questioning, but they’re going to have let them go eventually.  The worry is that they’ll disappear again, but I’m hoping we’ve put enough doubts in Roy’s head that he’ll start to question the things that Bonnie has told him.”

      “I want to talk to him,” Fenella said.  “I’m sure I could persuade him to leave Bonnie and come back to the island.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “I’m not sure that’s a very good idea.”

      They walked the dogs to the end of the promenade and back to Harvey’s apartment.

      “Thank you so much,” Harvey said as the dogs settled in for a rest.

      “Not a problem.  Call me again if you need me,” Fenella told him.

      Back outside, Daniel took her hand.  “I have the morning off,” he said.  “Let’s take a walk.”  He led her to the building next to the Tale and Tail.

      “It’s the perfect apartment for you,” Fenella said.

      He sighed.  “I know, but borrowing money from you seems dangerous.”

      “I could just give you the money,” she offered.

      He sighed.  “You could, couldn’t you?  You’re that wealthy.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply and then stopped as she noticed the man standing in front of Pittman’s.  He looked to be around sixty and he was frowning at the building.  “Who’s that?” she whispered to Daniel.

      He looked over and shook his head.  “I’ve no idea.”

      “Let’s find out,” she suggested.

      He frowned, but she walked away before he could argue.

      “Good morning,” she said brightly as she approached the well-dressed man.

      “Ah, good morning,” he said, glancing her way before returning his stare to the hotel.  “It used to be stunning, you know,” he said conversationally.  “It was once the best hotel in Douglas.”

      “I believe the new owners are hoping to recapture some of its past glory,” Fenella replied.

      The man shrugged.  “There was a time when I thought I’d retire here,” he said. “There was a time when I thought I’d stay on the island forever, actually.  Now I’m back because I need to talk to the police, otherwise, I think I’d have stayed away forever.  I’d forgotten how lovely it is, though.”

      “You need to talk to the police,” Fenella echoed.

      He nodded.  “I’m missing, although I’m not.  Rence always knew where to find me.  He simply never bothered to tell anyone.  I’m not surprised, of course.  Neither he nor his father could be trusted in any way.”

      “You’re Allan Edwards,” Fenella said.

      He looked surprised and then laughed.  “Everyone on this island always knew everyone else’s business.  That hasn’t changed, then.”

      Daniel stepped forward.  “I’m Inspector Daniel Robinson with the Douglas Constabulary.  I’ve been trying to find you for the past week or more.”

      Allan sighed.  “Anywhere else in the world, this would be a strange coincidence.  On the Isle of Man, it simply feels quite normal.”

      Daniel glanced at Fenella and then nodded at Allan.  “We should go down the station so I can get your statement.”

      “Do we have to go anywhere?  I’d much rather talk to you here, on the promenade, watching the waves.  I don’t get many opportunities to visit the seaside.  The waves are soothing, even as I have unpleasant memories,” Allan replied.

      “I can take your preliminary statement out here,” Daniel said after a moment.  “Depending on what you have to say, I may need to take a more formal statement at another time.”

      Allan nodded.  “Let’s go and sit down,” he suggested, gesturing toward some benches on the other side of the road.

      As Daniel moved to follow him, Fenella hung back, uncertain of what she should do.

      “Are you coming?” Allan asked her.

      “I’m not with the police.  I assumed you’d want privacy.”

      Allan studied her for a moment.  “I don’t expect anything I say to remain private for long, not on this island.  I assume you’re romantically involved with Inspector Robinson.  That must mean that you know all about his current case.  Come along.  He’d probably just share everything with you after I’ve gone, anyway.”

      “He never shares anything with me,” Fenella replied.

      Allan laughed.  “In that case, you truly must come along,” he said firmly.

      They crossed to the benches and sat down.  Allan looked out at the water for several minutes before he spoke.

      “I never expected that anyone would think I was missing,” he said eventually.  “Having said that, I did do my best to, I don’t know, disappear, I suppose is the right word.  I left the island and then left the UK as well, determined to make it difficult for anyone to find me.”

      “But you kept in touch with Rence?” Daniel asked.  “That’s what you said earlier, anyway.”

      “I didn’t keep in touch with him, but I did make certain that he could always find me.  There is a difference.  Lawrence and Rence both had the name and address for my solicitor in the UK and my solicitor always knew how to contact me.  He handled the wrapping up of my business affairs on the island for me.”

      “Why did you leave?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m going to go back a bit further and start with why I came,” Allan replied.  “I hope you’ll indulge me.  I want you to properly understand the situation.”

      “By all means,” Daniel said.

      Allan nodded.  “I inherited a decent sum when my parents passed away.  My father had been part owner of a small hotel chain.  He wasn’t interested in the business.  He’d inherited it from his own father, and never took an active role in managing the hotels.  He was quite happy to simply sit back and collect his share of the profits.  I’d always assumed that I’d inherit the share from him, but I intended to insist on a role within the business.  After university, I went to work for a large hotel chain, determined to learn everything I could about hotel management.  My father never bothered to mention that when he died, his partners were planning to buy out his share.  I was shocked and disappointed when I was told that I would be getting a check, rather than anything else.”

      “If your father knew your intentions, I’m surprised he didn’t tell you anything,” Fenella said after Allan went quiet.

      “My father and I had a difficult relationship.  I suspect he was quite pleased to think that I was going to be disappointed when he died.  And I was disappointed, but I was also determined to continue with my plans.  I started looking for a hotel or some similar business into which I could invest my newfound wealth.”

      “And Lawrence Pittman was looking for investors,” Fenella said.

      “He was indeed.  I came over to see the island and the hotel and I thought I’d found paradise.  Instead of owning part of a chain of small hotels dotted around the midlands, I had a chance to buy into a huge hotel right on the seaside.  I agreed to the deal on that first trip and didn’t start to regret it until months later.”

      “What happened?” Fenella asked.

      “I’ll admit that I may have had unrealistic expectations, but I wasn’t the only one who failed to anticipate the problems that were going to arise.  Lawrence had never had a business partner before, which was the first issue.  Although I’d told him before I invested that I intended to move over here and take a role in managing the hotel, he wasn’t prepared to let me actually do anything.”  Allan sighed. “It was a long time ago, but I still get frustrated when I remember the situation.  I’d prefer to believe that we’d have worked things through eventually, given the chance, but everything grew more complicated when Rence became involved.”

      “Why did he get involved?” Fenella asked.

      “He’d been away at university and then, when he’d come back, he’d settled in the south of the island.  Lawrence set him up with a small pub business down there.  When I first met him, he told me that he was more than happy with his pub and that he had no interest in the hotel.  I shouldn’t have believed him, but I didn’t realize that at the time.  He had his own agenda, of course, him and Paul Yates.”

      “Paul Yates?” Daniel echoed.  “Where does he fit into the story?”

      “Paul was a silent partner in Rence’s pub, or so I was told.  As Paul never seemed to have any money, I’m not certain how he came to invest in the pub, but that was between him and Rence.  He certainly spent a great deal of his time at the pub, and he never got charged for his drinks, either.”

      “Interesting,” Daniel muttered.

      “Anyway, the pair of them started spending more time at the hotel.  Paul was nearly always in the bar, drinking and being rude to the staff.   He always insisted that his drinks be charged to Rence and, as far as I knew, Rence never paid for any of them.”

      “What was Rence doing at the hotel?” Fenella asked.

      “Mostly, he sat in one of the empty offices and pretended that he worked there,” Allan said.  He sighed and then shook his head.  “That may be unfair.  Lawrence always told me that Rence was going through the accounts, searching for places where we could make small cuts to maximize our profits.  I’ll just say that I never saw any evidence that he was doing anything of the kind.”

      Daniel nodded.  “How long were you on the island?”

      “Not much more than six months.  The situation between Lawrence and myself was tense and after a while I began to consider my options.  One night, in the bar at the hotel, Rence and I had a disagreement.  We’d both had a few drinks, but the argument had been coming for some time.  I had taken over managing the front desk and Rence made some comment about how he could do the job a good deal better.  When I got angry, Paul jumped in, waving his arms and basically threatening to beat me up if I didn’t back down.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella exclaimed.

      “I was smart enough to simply walk away.  Paul would have flattened me.  I was ashamed to admit that then, but I’m not now.  The next day I went to Lawrence and told him that I wasn’t happy with how things were going.  I told him I wanted Rence and Paul out of the hotel or I wanted my investment back.  He laughed in my face and suggested that Paul could make certain that I left my money invested.  Lawrence told me that I was welcome to leave, but that the money was his now and I wasn’t getting it back.”

      “Was that legal?” Fenella wondered.

      “Technically, maybe.  He didn’t have to return my money, but he couldn’t stop me from selling my share of the business to someone else.  He had right of first refusal, but I suspect he couldn’t have afforded to buy me out.  He didn’t want me to sell, though.  He wanted me to leave the money invested and simply be a silent partner.”

      “And you didn’t want to do that,” Fenella said.

      “No, but I agreed to do it anyway.  I was afraid of Paul and Rence, you understand.  I probably should have rung the police, but it would have been my word against theirs and, well, by that point, I was more interested in getting away, really.  I told Lawrence that I needed to think about my options and then I packed my bags and took the next ferry back to the UK.  I had my solicitors inform Lawrence that I was seeking a buyer for my share in Pittman’s.  He opted to return my investment rather than allow me to sell.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I thought he didn’t have any money.”

      “So did I.  Obviously, he found some, somewhere.  Once everything was settled, I moved to Canada.  I can’t say that my fears of Rence and Paul drove me to run away, but it was a factor.  I wanted to put as much distance between myself and those two men as I possibly could.”

      “Did you like Canada?” Fenella asked.

      “Very much, although I’ve now retired back to the UK.  I’d finally had enough of the cold winters, you understand.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I lived in Buffalo, New York, for most of my life.  I don’t miss the snow.”

      “It can be stunningly beautiful, but only if you aren’t the one responsible for shoveling or plowing it.”

      Daniel asked him a few questions about his life in Canada before bringing the conversation back to Allan’s time on the island.  “You felt threatened by Rence and Paul, correct?” he asked.

      “I was literally threatened by them.  Rence told me that if I didn’t keep quiet, he’d have Paul shut me up for a good long time.  I didn’t doubt him.”

      “How did you find out that we were looking for you?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “I moved away, but I never lost my love for the island.  I often visit the various island websites, including several that cover local news.  I was shocked to see my name suggested as the possible victim of a murder.”

      “You know about the skeleton that was found under Pittman’s then,” Daniel said.

      Allan nodded.  “I’m certain Rence will know who was buried there, but I’m equally certain he’ll never admit to it.”

      “Is it possible that it’s Paul?” Daniel asked.

      “I saw his name on the list with mine, but I didn’t give the matter much thought.  If anything, I’d suspect that Rence wanted Paul to, well, physically injure someone, and that Paul accidentally went too far.  If Paul accidentally killed a man, he’d have run right back to Rence for help hiding the body.”

      “But Paul did disappear,” Fenella pointed out.

      “I suppose the body could be his,” Allan conceded.  “Maybe he and Rence had a fight.  Rence was oddly deferential to him, really, considering Paul was unemployed and nearly always drunk.”

      “It’s been suggested that Paul might have been blackmailing Rence,” Daniel said.

      Allan sat back and stared out at the sea for several minutes.  “I can see that,” he said, nodding his head.  “In fact, it makes sense of several anomalies.  I can see Rence giving Paul a share in his pub business in exchange for Paul’s silence.  They had an odd relationship, now that I think back.  On paper it seems as if Rence had all of the power, but Paul appeared to have some sort of control over Rence.  Blackmail?  It makes perfect sense.  I should have thought of that before hearing it from you.”

      “Does that change your opinion on who the body might have been?” Daniel asked.

      “Yes, I suppose it does.  If Paul was blackmailing Rence, I can see Rence quickly running out of patience with the man.  Can I see Rence killing Paul to put a stop to the blackmail?  Absolutely.”

      “We’re going to have to go down to the station so I can get a formal statement,” Daniel said.  “I’m going to have to question Rence again and everything that you’re telling me is relevant.”

      Allan nodded.  “I’ve spent the last thirty years avoiding that man.  If I can help put him behind bars, that would be very satisfying.”

      Daniel stood up and waited while Allan got to his feet.  “I’ll ring you later,” he told Fenella before he escorted Allan away.

      Fenella sat on the bench for a while longer, staring out at the sea and thinking about everything that Allan had told them.  She kept changing her mind as she wondered whether the body was Paul’s or someone that he’d killed.  On balance, she decided as she stood up, it was most likely to be Paul’s.  He was the last of the missing men, anyway.  If it was anyone else, it wasn’t someone she knew anything about.

      “Of course it’s Paul’s body,” Mona said after Fenella had told her everything she’d learned.  “That’s the only thing that makes sense.  He was blackmailing Rence and Rence killed him.  I’m glad that’s sorted.  Maybe you’ll be able to spend some quality time with Daniel now that he isn’t investigating a murder.”

      “I certainly hope so,” Fenella said firmly.

      When her phone rang a few hours after lunch, she rushed to answer it, hoping it would be Daniel.

      “Maggie?  How are you?” Jack Dawson’s voice came down the line.

      Fenella frowned.  Jack was the only person who’d ever called her Maggie and she’d always hated it.  She’d used her middle name, Margaret, when she’d live in the US, as it was far more common than her Manx first name, but she’d never used a nickname.  Jack had started calling her Maggie when they’d first begun dating and she couldn’t remember now if she’d ever corrected him or not.  “I’m fine,” she said after a moment.  “How are you?”

      “I’m fine,” he said.  “You know I’ll always love you.”

      When Fenella had cut her ties and moved to the island, Jack had had great difficulty with accepting that their relationship was truly over.  After several months, he’d even visited the island, intent on winning Fenella back.  His time on the island seemed to have changed Jack, though.  He’d gone back to the US a more confident and adventurous man with a new attitude toward life.  He still called Fenella regularly, but his recent calls had been about his travels and even a new woman in his life.  Surely, he wasn’t now going to suggest that they should reunite?  Not after all this time.

      “I’ll always love you, too, but we’re better off apart,” she said almost mechanically.

      “Yes, of course, I realize that now,” Jack said so quickly that Fenella was almost disappointed.  A token protest would have been nicer, she thought as he cleared his throat.  “I told you about Linda, didn’t I?”

      “You’ve mentioned her, yes.”

      “Oh, good.  I thought I had, but I wasn’t certain.  The thing is, I mean, I wanted you to be the first to know, well, the first after Linda, really, but, well, this is proving more difficult than I imagined it would be.”

      “What’s proving difficult?” Fenella asked.

      Jack cleared his throat again.  “Last night I proposed to Linda,” he blurted out.

      Fenella sat down on the nearest chair.  “Proposed?” she repeated.

      “Yes, and I realize that I haven’t known her for very long, but, well, I’m not getting any younger.  I knew I’d fallen in love with her and I thought, why wait?  I truly thought she’d say no, if I’m honest.  I mean, why would she want to marry me?  But she didn’t.  She said yes and now we’re getting married.”

      After several deep breaths, Fenella managed to speak.  “Congratulations,” she said.

      “Thank you.  I can’t quite believe it, really.  We don’t have a date set yet, of course.  I only proposed last night, but I don’t want to wait too long.  As I said, I’m not getting any younger.”

      “I’m really happy for you,” Fenella said.  As the shock began to wear off, she realized that it was true.  She was genuinely happy for Jack and for his new fiancée.

      “I knew you would be.  I want you to come, too.”

      “Come where?”

      “To the wedding, of course.  You were part of my life for over ten years and I’d like to believe that we’re still friends.  I want you here on the most important day of my life.”

      “I can’t promise anything, but definitely send me an invitation,” Fenella said, already pondering what sort of excuse she could use to get out of going.

      Jack was silent for a moment.  “Please,” he said eventually.  “I really want you here.  As I said earlier, I’ll always love you.  I want you to meet Linda.  I suppose, in some ways, I want to know that you approve of her.  It’s all happened rather quickly and I’m sort of terrified that I’m making a horrible mistake.  Please come to the wedding.”

      “Let me know your plans once you make them.  Right now I’ve no idea what I’ll be doing next week, let alone later in the year.”

      “Of course, but, well, I won’t argue.  I need to get ready for lunch with Linda.  I just hope she hasn’t changed her mind now that she’s had the whole night to think about it.”

      “I’m sure she hasn’t,” Fenella said, although she wasn’t at all sure.  “Congratulations again.  I hope you’ll both be very happy together.”

      “Thank you.  I think we will be.  She makes me smile, and I hope I do the same for her.”

      Fenella put the phone down and looked at Katie.  “Jack is getting married,” she said before she burst into tears.

      “Do stop,” Mona said a short while later as she appeared on the couch next to Fenella.  “I did snap, but you couldn’t possibly have heard me over your sobbing,” she added when Fenella jumped.

      “Jack is getting married.”

      “Yes, I heard.  You should be happy for him.”

      “I am happy for him,” Fenella replied as a tear slid down her cheek.

      “You look delighted,” Mona told her.

      Fenella took a deep breath.  “It’s just odd, that’s all.  He never wanted to get married.”

      “And neither did you, when he was the prospective groom.”

      “Okay, that’s true, but still.”

      “But still nothing.  You and Jack were ill-suited but you were both too stubborn to admit it for ten long years.  Now you’re both happy with other partners and you should be happy for one another.”

      Fenella took a deep breath.  “You’re right.”

      “Of course I’m right.”

      “I am happy for him, I’m just surprised, that’s all.”

      Mona nodded.  “So you can go to the wedding.”

      “I’m not sure about that, but I’ll worry about it later.  Right now I think I need ice cream.  Maybe an entire tub of ice cream.”

      “Daniel will be here soon.  Wash your face and redo your makeup.  You don’t want him to think that you’ve been crying over Jack.”

      As Mona faded away, Fenella got to her feet and rushed to her bathroom.  It only took her a few minutes to wash away the mascara that had run down her face.  “It’s supposed to be waterproof,” she told Katie.  She put a cold washcloth over her eyes to try to make them slightly less puffy before she redid her makeup.

      “How do I look?” she asked the animal who was sitting on the bed, washing her paws.

      “Meww,” Katie replied.

      “But is that good?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel arrived a short while later.  After a warm greeting, he gave her an apologetic smile.  “I can’t tell you anything about the case, not right now,” he said.  “Things are progressing slowly and there’s nothing more I can do today, so I thought I’d buy you dinner.”

      “That sounds great,” Fenella replied.

      They went to another restaurant that wasn’t far away.  After dinner, they headed for the Tale and Tail.  Fenella paused outside the apartment complex next to it.

      “You haven’t had time to think, have you?” she asked.

      “Not really,” Daniel replied.  “I did call Emily and ask her if I could see the flat again on the weekend.  If it truly is as perfect as I remember, maybe we’ll have to find a way to make it work.”

      “Do you want me to come with you to the viewing?”

      “Absolutely.  We may be buying the flat together, or something.”  Daniel sighed and shook his head.  “I don’t want money to come between us.  I may never stop worrying about that.”

      “Let’s worry about that another day.  For tonight, let’s get a drink.”

      Daniel nodded and the pair continued on their way to the pub.  When they got to the top of the winding staircase, Fenella spotted Shelly and Tim at a table in the corner.  She waved.

      “Feel free to join us, unless you’d rather not,” Shelly called across the nearly empty room.

      “Up to you,” Daniel told her.

      “I have news to share with everyone, actually,” Fenella said.  They walked over to join the other couple and after initial greetings were exchanged, Fenella grinned.  “By the way, Jack’s getting married,” she said casually.

      “Jack?” Shelly echoed.  “Jack Dawson?  That Jack?  Your ex?  The man who followed you here because he couldn’t live without you?  That Jack?”

      “That Jack,” Fenella agreed.

      They spent several minutes discussing Jack, with Fenella telling them everything she knew about his courtship of Linda.

      “I’m shocked,” Shelly admitted when she was done.  “I hope they’ll be very happy together, though.”

      “Me too,” Fenella agreed.

      Daniel looked at his watch after he’d finished his drink.  “I should go,” he said regretfully.  “Tomorrow is going to be a busy day, I suspect.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen questions as she got to her feet.  Shelly and Tim stood up as well.

      “We may as well all walk back together,” Shelly said.

      It was a lovely night, warm, but not hot, without any cloud cover.  The promenade looked beautiful, with strings of lights stretched between lampposts.  The foursome crossed the road for a slow stroll.

      As they wandered down into the sunken gardens, Daniel took Fenella’s hand and squeezed it tightly.  “I hope we can work things out,” he said softly.  “Once I’m living down here, we can do this every night.”

      She nodded as he pulled her close, sliding an arm around her.  Ahead of them, Tim had taken Shelly’s hand.

      “We’re going to turn around,” Fenella called to them.  “Daniel needs to go.”

      Tim looked back and then muttered something under his breath.

      “Pardon?” Shelly said.

      Tim took a deep breath and then stared at Shelly for a moment.  “Fenella was supposed to find out how I could do this so it would be perfect,” he said.  “I wanted to wait for just the right moment, to make it the most romantic thing that’s ever happened to you.  But now, standing here, looking at you, all I want to do is get this over with.”

      “Get what over with?” Shelly demanded, looking worried.

      “Shelly Quirk, I’ve enjoyed every single moment I’ve spent with you for the last nine months.  Maybe I’m rushing things, but I’ve known how I feel since our first kiss.  I love you and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”  He looked around and then sighed.  “Here we go,” he said softly before he dropped to one knee.

      Fenella had tears running down her face as she watched her friend realize what was happening.

      Tim reached into his pocket and pulled out a ring box.  His hands were shaking as he looked back up at Shelly.  “I wanted to wait to get this just right, but the thing is, I don’t want to wait to spend forever with you.  I want our forever to start right now, this very moment.  Shelly, will you marry me?”

      Shelly stared at Tim for what felt like hours as Fenella held her breath.  Daniel pulled her close.  “Breathe,” he whispered.

      “Shelly?” Tim said uncertainly.

      With tears running down her cheeks, Shelly slowly shook her head back and forth.  “I don’t believe this,” she said.

      “Is that a no?” Tim asked, sounding defeated.

      Shelly gasped.  “It’s not a no,” she said loudly.

      “It’s not a no?” he repeated.

      Shelly laughed.  “It’s a yes,” she explained.  “I want to spend forever with you, too.”
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      Daniel refused to discuss the case with Fenella for the next several days.  When they met on Saturday morning to have another look at the apartment next to the Tale and Tail, he greeted her with a hug.

      “I can finally tell you a few things,” he exclaimed as he released her.  “We aren’t due at the flat for another hour.  Let’s take a walk while I tell you what’s going to be in tomorrow’s papers.”

      They walked hand in hand along the promenade for several minutes before Fenella exploded.  “What?” she demanded.

      He chuckled.  “Sorry, I was trying to get everything straight in my head so that I can tell you the whole story in one go.”

      “I don’t mind if it isn’t straight in your head.  Talk.”

      “First, the bottles labeled poison contained nothing more than a mild cleaning solution.  If someone drank the contents of every bottle, he or she might get a slight stomachache, but nothing more.  It’s no more poisonous to rats than it is to people, although it would take less to make them feel ill.  Even in large quantities, it probably wouldn’t kill them, though.  No one seems to know how the box ended up in the crawl space, but it hardly seems to matter.”

      “Great, wonderful, but have you identified the body?” Fenella asked.

      “Patience, my dear.”

      Fenella stopped and glared at him.  “I’ve been very patient for several days, ever since we met Allan Edwards,” she reminded him.

      He sighed.  “I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t tease you, should I?  I can’t imagine how frustrating being on the outside must be.”

      “I wouldn’t mind so much, except that I know that you know everything that’s happening.”

      “We were able to use what Allan told us to question Rence more closely.  He started out denying everything that Allan said and then began to backtrack and contradict himself.  Things got even more interesting when we identified the body.”

      “It was Paul Yates, then.”

      “It was Paul Yates and once we knew that for certain, we had even more questions for Rence.  When I went to see him, I found him packing his bags.  He claims he was simply going on holiday, but as a person of interest in a murder investigation, I was able to persuade him to reschedule.  He’s now giving us a very different story, one that he’s also shared with Dan Ross.”

      “Why?”

      Daniel shrugged.  “I think he’s hoping to get the trial moved off island.  If everyone on the island has read his version of events, it would be difficult for the courts to find a fair jury.  At least that’s what I expect his advocate to argue.”

      “Why would he want the case moved off island?”

      “I suspect he thinks he’d have a better chance of defending himself somewhere where no one knows him.  He has something of a reputation on the island, especially among men and women who knew him when he was younger.  I don’t think any of them were surprised to hear that he may have murdered someone.”

      “And yet none of them came forward when you found the body.”

      “We had a few anonymous messages suggesting that we look more closely at Rence, but as he was already on the list of suspects, they weren’t especially helpful.”

      “So what’s his story?”

      “He and Paul often drank together in the bar at Pittman’s.  One night, Paul had too much to drink and fell backwards off of one of the bar stools.  He hit his head on the floor and died instantly.”

      “How convenient,” Fenella muttered.

      “Unfortunately for him, the skeleton’s skull seems intact,” Daniel replied with a grin.  “I haven’t mentioned that to Rence yet, though.”

      “Has he explained how the body ended up in the crawl space?”

      “He claims to have had nothing to do with that.  In his version of events, he was devastated to have lost his dearest friend.  His father put him into one of the rooms at the hotel for the night and he took care of everything.  Rence claims that when he got up the next morning, his father told him to never mention Paul again.”

      “Rence did sell the hotel, which suggests that he didn’t know that there was a body in the crawl space.”

      “I’m sure his advocate will use that argument in court,” Daniel sighed.  “It may even be valid, but regardless of who hid the body, I’m certain that Rence killed Paul.”

      Fenella sighed.  “And he may get away with it.”

      “He has been getting away with it for thirty years.  At least he’s going to spend some time in prison and on trial now.  I’ve done all that I can.”

      Fenella slid an arm around him and squeezed him tightly.  “At least Paul’s family know what happened to him.”

      “There is that,” Daniel agreed.

      They’d reached the end of the promenade, so they turned and headed back.  They were nearly at the Tale and Tail when Fenella saw a familiar face.  Helen was walking toward them, hand in hand with a tall grey-haired man.

      “Helen?” she said as they approached.

      Helen stopped and then flushed and nodded.  “Good morning.  I don’t believe I ever thanked you for listening to me the other day.  I had a lot on my mind.”

      “You did.  I hope you’re feeling better now,” Fenella said.  Daniel hadn’t said anything about Bonnie or Roy since before they’d met Allan so she didn’t know what was happening with them.

      “Inspector Robinson, I should thank you, as well,” Helen continued.  “And Roy needs to thank you, as well.”

      The man nodded solemnly.  “Thank you for rescuing me,” he said softly.  “I didn’t even know that I was a prisoner, but I was.  We’re still working through all of Bonnie’s lies.  She ruined my life, but worse than that, she ruined Helen’s life and made things unbelievably difficult for our children.”

      “I hope you can mend some of those relationships,” Fenella said after a moment.

      Roy shrugged.  “I’m going to do my best.  Helen has been more understanding than I deserve her to be.  The children are, well, still angry, but they have every right to be angry.  I should have done a great deal more for them and for Helen.”

      “He thought I’d cheated on him,” Helen said.  “Bonnie even had photographs.”

      “Doctored photographs,” Roy said bitterly.  “I can’t believe how naïve I was.”

      “She was an expert at manipulation,” Helen interjected.

      “I can’t argue with that,” Roy sighed.  “I fell in love with her when I was sixteen and then she broke my heart and left the island.  When she came back, she was angry that I’d fallen in love with someone else.  In hindsight, I can see it all clearly.  She decided to get back at me by ruining my marriage.  She made herself look enough like Helen to fake the photos that convinced me that Helen was cheating and then she dreamed up an elaborate plot to get me to leave the island.  I never would have gone except she told me that my life was in danger and that if I didn’t run away, my kids and Helen could be in danger.”

      “Which was crazy talk,” Helen sighed.

      “It sounds crazy now, but at the time it all felt real,” Roy countered.  “I was terrified and I thought things would be better for you and the kids if I was across and sending money back rather than dead.”

      “Except you never sent any money,” Helen said.

      “I sent nearly every penny I made,” Roy replied.  “I was always so pleased that Bonnie never complained about how much money I sent back to the island.  I used to send the kids more than I could really afford for their birthdays and for Christmas.  Bonnie never said a word, which makes sense now, because now I know that she was simply putting the money into her own bank account, one that I didn’t realize she had.”

      “What did she do with the money?” Fenella asked.

      “Once or twice a year she had to go on business trips,” he told her.  “Or, at least, that’s what she told me.  I found out recently that she was simply using her holiday time, but whatever, she used to go to amazing places, Paris, Berlin, Venice, Barcelona, somewhere in Greece, even Australia and New Zealand.  I paid for all of that and more.  We never took a holiday together.  We couldn’t afford it.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “And you never tried to contact Helen?”

      “I wrote to her nearly every month.  I used to beg her to write back, to let me know that she was okay, how the kids were doing, anything.  Bonnie promised me that she was sending the letters, but I know now that she wasn’t.”

      “She wasn’t smart enough to destroy them, though,” Helen said.  “When Roy searched their flat, he found a big box full of every card and letter that he’d ever asked her to post for him.  The money was long gone, but everything else was there.”

      “Why would she keep them?” Fenella wondered.

      “I think she liked to read them and laugh about how stupid I was,” Roy said bitterly.  “I’m sure it made her feel powerful.  She’d always loved having secrets.  I can’t believe I never questioned anything she told me, though.  I’m going to regret that for the rest of my life.”

      “You should have rung me,” Helen said softly.

      “I thought about it, but I was afraid for you.  Bonnie had me convinced that if the angry husband thought you knew where to find me, he’d beat it out of you.”

      “Angry husband,” Helen scoffed.  “Except there wasn’t any angry husband.”

      “I was a complete idiot,” Roy sighed.  “I won’t blame you if you never forgive me.”

      “Whether I forgive you or not, I want us to have some sort of relationship for the sake of the children,” Helen said.  “At some point, you’ll have to give them all of the cards and letters that you wrote to each of them over the years.”

      He nodded.  “I stopped writing to Helen after Bonnie told me that she’d remarried.  Bonnie said that her new husband probably wouldn’t be happy if I were still writing to her.  I never stopped sending cards to the children, though.”

      “And I never remarried,” Helen reminded him.

      “I’m struggling a bit with getting my head around reality,” Roy explained to Fenella and Daniel.  “Bonnie had me so brainwashed that I never questioned anything she told me.  She had proof, as well, a copy of the divorce decree and printouts from some web page with the details of Helen’s second marriage.  My whole life was an elaborate scam and I’m not certain why she bothered.”

      “That’s a very good question,” Fenella said.

      “She stole a lot of money from you,” Helen pointed out.

      He shrugged.  “Maybe her psychiatrist will be able to work out why she did what she did.”

      Daniel glanced at his watch.  “We have to be somewhere,” he reminded Fenella.

      She nodded.  “It was good to see you again.  I’m glad you got away from Bonnie and that you’re working things out.”

      “Thank you,” Roy said.

      “Yes, thank you,” Helen added.

      Fenella watched as the pair continued down the promenade, talking quietly together.

      “Will they end up together again?” she asked Daniel.

      “I’ve no idea, but there’s a bit of me that hopes they do.  They both deserve a happy ending after what Bonnie put them through.”

      Fenella nodded.

      “And now, we have a flat to revisit.”

      They crossed the road and walked up the stairs at the front of the apartment building.  Fenella had already spoken to Doncan about her options.  He’d given her a written list of ten possibilities that ranged from buying the apartment outright and gifting it to Daniel, through to loaning him the money to purchase it himself and then charging him a fair rate of interest on the loan.  She was hoping that she and Daniel would be able to find an option on the list that they could agree upon.

      The one option that hadn’t made Doncan’s final list, although he’d suggested it, was getting married.  If they were married, that would simplify a great many things, but it would also mean that Daniel would no longer need his own apartment.  The idea played at the back of Fenella’s mind as they boarded the elevator.  Maybe, if Daniel didn’t get around to proposing soon, she’d take matters into her own hands, she thought as he rang the apartment’s doorbell.
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      Fenella has been living on the Isle of Man for a year and a half.  She reckons it’s high time she took a good look at all of the properties that she inherited from her Aunt Mona.  After a long day spent driving all over the island, she and her lawyer end their day in the far north of the island.  Among other things, Mona owned a building there that had once been used as a candle-manufacturing plant.

      After everything that has happened to Fenella since she’s been on the island, she shouldn’t be as surprised as she is to find a skeleton locked in an office inside the building.  What’s even more surprising is Mona’s refusal to discuss anything to do with the building or the company that had once used it.

      Can Fenella work out what Mona is hiding?  Can she discover what actually happened in Bride over twelve years earlier?  Will doing those things mean revealing Maxwell Martin’s big secret to the world?
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