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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to book seventeen in the series.  I always suggest that you read my series books in order, alphabetically, as the characters and their relationships do change and develop throughout the series.  Having said that, each story should stand on its own, if you’d prefer not to read them all.

      

      As my main character, Fenella, grew up in the US, this book is primarily written in American English.  The book is, however, set on the Isle of Man, a British crown dependency, so most of the other characters speak in British English.  I try to be consistent, but I know I make mistakes.  Please let me know if you spot any, as they are typically easy to correct.

      

      This is a work of fiction and all of the characters are fictional creations by the author.  Any resemblance they may have to any real people, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.  The businesses named throughout the book are also fictional and again, if they resemble any real businesses, on the island or elsewhere, that is also coincidental.  The historical sites mentioned within the book are all real, but the events that happen within them in the story are fictional

      

      I love to hear from my readers.  Please feel free to get in touch at any time.  All of my contact details are available at the back of the book.  Thank you for spending some time with Fenella and her friends.
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      “Ready to see everything you own?” Doncan Quayle asked, glancing at the passenger in his luxury car.

      Fenella Woods nodded.  “I’m shocked and annoyed with myself for not doing it sooner,” she told him.  “I inherited Mona’s estate a year and a half ago and I should have immediately started working to get a full understanding of exactly what that includes.”

      He nodded.  “I should have insisted that we do this some time ago.  If you want to find a new advocate, one that you think will better look after your interests, please do so.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I wasn’t suggesting that you weren’t looking after my interests, not at all.  I’m more than happy with everything that you’ve done on my behalf, and everything that you did for Mona before her death.  That was in no way meant to be a criticism of you.  I’m just annoyed with myself for leaving this tour for so long.”

      She had been surprised when she’d found out that she’d inherited her aunt’s estate.  With four older brothers, she’d never expected to inherit more than a fifth of anything of Mona’s and she’d had no idea what the estate entailed.  Upon learning that she now owned a luxury flat on the seafront in Douglas, the capital of the Isle of Man, she’d decided that it was the perfect time to make big changes in her life.

      She’d sold her small house in Buffalo, New York, ended a ten-year relationship that had been going nowhere for most of those years, quit her job as a college history professor, and moved with just a few suitcases to the Isle of Man.  While she’d been born on the island, her family had moved to the US when she’d been only two years old, so she had no real memories of the island.  Almost as soon as she’d arrived, however, she’d realized that she felt at home there in a way she hadn’t expected.

      Initially, she’d planned to write a book, but once she’d learned the true extent of Mona’s fortune, she’d given up on that idea and now spent her days reading, taking long walks, and simply enjoying life.  Being caught up in a number of different murder investigations had also taken up some of her time, and she could only hope that she’d found her last dead body.

      “Max gave Mona property regularly,” Doncan said as he started the car.  “We’re going to start in the south of the island and work our way north.  I don’t know if we’ll have time to see everything today or not.”

      Fenella nodded.  She knew all about Mona’s relationship with Maxwell Martin, including things that she suspected that Doncan didn’t know.  Max and Mona had met when Mona was eighteen.  He’d moved her into a room in one of the hotels that he’d owned and had showered her with gifts over the next fifty or more years.  He’d given her everything from stocks to jewelry to property across the island, and today was the day that Fenella was finally going to visit the various properties she now owned.

      “For the most part, we’re simply going to drive past the buildings,” Doncan told her.  “They’re nearly all occupied.  If you want to tour the inside of any of them, we can, of course, make an appointment with the residents or businesses to do that.”

      “I don’t think I need to see the insides,” Fenella told him.  “I suppose I just want to get a better feel for what I actually own.”

      He nodded.  “Once you’ve seen everything, you can start to think about whether you want to sell anything, or maybe buy something else.”

      “I’m already buying something else,” Fenella reminded him.

      “And that should all be complete by the end of the month.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Daniel’s house has sold, so he’s eager to get moved into his new apartment.”

      “I’m keeping a close eye on everything.  He should be able to go straight from his current home to his new flat, assuming everything goes to plan.”

      One of the first people Fenella had met on the island had been Daniel Robinson, a handsome police inspector who was close to Fenella’s age.  They’d met over a dead body, and from that inauspicious beginning, a relationship had developed.  After a number of ups and downs, the pair were now happily together, and they were in the process of purchasing an apartment together in a building very near to where Fenella lived.  Daniel currently lived in a large house on the outskirts of Douglas, and they were both looking forward to being able to easily walk between their homes.

      “Let’s hope everything goes to plan,” Fenella replied.

      She and Daniel had spent some time working out their plans for the immediate future.  Neither felt ready to live together, but Daniel had been unable to afford the wonderful apartment right on the Douglas Promenade that was both perfect for him and in the ideal location.  Eventually, they’d agreed to purchase the flat together, splitting the cost equally between them.  Fenella would, of course, be able to simply write a check for her share.  Daniel was taking out a mortgage for some of his share, but his new monthly payment would be less than what he was currently paying for his home.

      Doncan had drawn up what seemed to Fenella to be a very complicated legal agreement that covered what would happen to the apartment under every possible contingency.  If nothing changed, by the end of July, Daniel would be living just a short walk away from Fenella’s apartment, which meant that they should be able to see a great deal more of one another.

      “Are you planning to go to Tynwald Day on Wednesday?” Doncan asked after a short while.

      “Of course.  It’s one of my favorite things about the island.  It’s one of the things that makes it so unique,” Fenella replied.

      Tynwald Day was the island’s national day, a day for celebrating everything that made the island special.  On that day, the Manx government met outdoors, at Tynwald Hill.  All of the laws that had been passed in the previous year would be read out in both English and Manx, the island’s Celtic language.  Island residents with concerns were permitted to present petitions to the government, as well.  After the official ceremony was finished, the day turned into a celebration.

      There would be bands, dancers, and sports team demonstrations.  Food trucks would offer a variety of tasty options and there would be tents full of representatives from local businesses and charities, all showcasing what they did.  Fenella knew many of the businesses would be offering samples of their wares and she was looking forward to tasting local cheeses, meats, and ice cream.

      “Does Daniel have to work?” Doncan asked.

      Fenella made a face.  “Pretty much the entire constabulary has to work,” she said with a sigh.  While she loved that Daniel was dedicated to his job and incredibly hard working, she hated that his job took up so much of his time and energy.

      “Not all day, I hope?”

      “No, he’s signed up for the earliest shift, so he’ll be working from seven to four.  He’ll be done in time to enjoy that last few hours of the day.”

      “Those are the best hours,” Doncan laughed.  “You can get some dinner and then watch the fireworks.”

      “That’s exactly what we’re planning.”

      They’d been slowly making their way south, now Doncan slowed down for the roundabout just outside of Castletown.  “As I said before, nearly all of your properties are rented out to businesses or to people.  Mona always loved her Douglas flat and had no interest in moving elsewhere, but the properties are yours, so if you see somewhere you think you’d rather live, we can discuss what we can do to make that happen.”

      “Daniel would love that,” Fenella said.  “He’s finally moving down to the promenade to be closer to me.  I wonder what he’d do if I told him I’m moving to Castletown.”

      “I just wanted you to know that you have options.  You may be surprised by how nice some of your properties are, actually.”

      “I hope they’re all nice.”

      “One of the things I did for Mona was ensure that all of her properties were properly maintained.  With one exception, you should find them all at a very high standard.”

      “One exception?”

      Doncan sighed.  “We’ll get there.  It’s a bit of a long story.”

      “Maybe you could start telling me now,” Fenella suggested.

      “I would, but we’re nearly at the first property.  Do you have the list I gave you?”

      “Yes, of course,” Fenella replied.  She dug the neatly typewritten sheets out of her handbag.  Doncan had listed all of her properties in the order in which he planned to visit them today, along with some basic details about each.

      “I’ve left you room to make any notes you may want to make,” he said as he turned left and then right.  “We’re in Port Erin.  The first house is right up here.”

      He slowed the car and then stopped in front of a small single-story home.  Fenella looked at it and then looked at the sheets Doncan had given her.  “Three bedrooms, one bath,” she read off the sheet.  “The same family has been living there for eleven years.”

      “They have a nine-year-old boy and a six-year-old girl,” Doncan told her.  “I’m supposed to let them know if you ever decide to sell.  They really want to buy the property if they can get financing together.”

      Fenella studied the little house and then shrugged.  “Can they get financing together?”

      “I’m not certain.  The mother stays at home with the children.  The father has a good job, but house prices are high.”

      “Resident is interested in buying,” Fenella said as she wrote those words on the paper in her hand.  “For now, let’s leave it at that.  Once we’ve seen everything, we can discuss some options.”

      They drove past two additional residential properties and a small café in Port Erin before they moved on to neighboring Port St. Mary.  There, Fenella learned that she owned one large house with amazing sea views and a small retail shop that was currently selling cards and gifts.  Another two residential properties and a small row of shops were in Castletown.

      “I could see myself living here,” Fenella said as Doncan stopped in front of a terraced house that had views of Castle Rushen, the medieval castle at the heart of the island’s former capital.

      “The current residents have been there for just over a year.  They renewed their lease in May, but requested only a six-month lease this time.  The property should be empty in November, if you’re serious.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “As much as I’d love to look at Castle Rushen every day, I don’t really want to live in Castletown.  Douglas is far more convenient for just about everything.”

      The rest of the morning seemed to pass in a blur of houses, retail shops, and other small businesses.  Doncan drove her through Ballasalla, Foxdale, Peel, Crosby, and Braddan.  They were back in Douglas by noon.

      “Let’s stop and get some lunch,” Doncan suggested after he’d shown her the three buildings along the promenade where she owned flats.  “We’ll have more energy to tackle the north of the island after we’ve eaten.”

      Sitting in one of her favorite restaurants, Fenella looked back through the notes she’d been taking all morning.  “This doesn’t quite feel real,” she said eventually.

      “I’m not certain that Mona truly realized just how much she actually owned,” he told her.  “She accumulated the properties very gradually, just one or two a year, but over the decades, they really added up.”

      “I know I said earlier that I should have done this sooner, but now I’m rather glad I waited.  I’m feeling completely overwhelmed, and I think I would have been even more so if I hadn’t had time to get to know the island a bit before we did this tour.”

      “I used to take Mona out once in a while to look at her properties,” Doncan told her.  “We never tried to look at everything all at once, but we’d drive to the south of the island and go around Port Erin and Port St. Mary for an hour or so.  She especially enjoyed visiting new properties when Max first gifted them to her.  I believe there were only two occasions when she decided to sell what she’d been given, rather than keep them.”

      “I didn’t realize she’d ever sold anything.”

      “She much preferred to keep everything.  The rental income was substantial, of course.  Not that she needed any income as Max met all of her expenses.”

      Fenella nodded.  “And now I’m living incredibly well on that income.  But why did she sell two of her properties?”

      “The first was a house in Crosby.  It wasn’t large.  I believe it had three bedrooms.  It was a bungalow, what Americans call a ranch, I believe.”

      “Single story?”

      “Exactly.  Anyway, the tenants there had been renting from Max for over a decade and they wanted to buy the property.  I drove Mona past it and told her all about the tenants and she decided that she’d sell it to them if they truly wanted to purchase it.”

      “I was thinking something similar about the very first house we saw.”

      Doncan nodded.  “The circumstances were somewhat different with the house in Crosby.  The family that were living there had a child with some sort of disability.  Max had installed ramps and done what he could to make the property wheelchair accessible for them.  While they truly wanted to purchase the house, they couldn’t get a bank to give them a mortgage.”

      “And yet you said that Mona sold the property?”

      “Once it became evident that they weren’t going to be able to get a mortgage, Mona arranged to lend them the money herself.”  Doncan chuckled and then took a sip of his drink.  “I still remember sitting with her for ages, trying to work out the best way to set things up so that it was all legal.  In the end, she very nearly gifted them the house, although some small payment did change hands.”

      Fenella smiled.  “Mona was a much nicer person than most people gave her credit for.”

      “She was indeed.”

      When she’d first arrived on the island, Fenella had been surprised to learn that Mona had had a somewhat scandalous reputation.  She and Max had never married and Fenella was told that over the years Mona had had affairs with any number of different men all while being Max’s kept mistress.  Fenella knew the true story now and she also knew that Mona had been a kind and generous woman who’d been adored by Max and loved by a number of others.

      “What about the other property?” Fenella asked as the waiter delivered their meals.

      “That was a very different story.  It was a pub in Foxdale.  We decided to go for lunch one Friday afternoon.  Mona was not best pleased with the quality of the food or with the inebriated state in which we found many of the customers.”

      “Oh, dear.  Did you say you’d gone for lunch?”

      He nodded.  “Before we’d even finished eating, Mona had arranged to put the pub on the market and she sold it for less than market value, simply to get rid of it.  No one on the island knew that she owned it, but she refused to be associated with it in any way.”

      “We haven’t seen any pubs on our tour.”

      “No, Max never gave her another pub,” Doncan laughed.

      Fenella smiled.  “You were going to tell me about the property that I own that isn’t being maintained,” she remembered as the waiter cleared their plates.

      “Pudding?” the man asked.  “Today’s special is chocolate lava cake.”

      “I can’t say no to that,” Fenella told him.

      “I’ll just have coffee,” Doncan said.

      Fenella frowned.  “I don’t need to have dessert.”

      “Of course you do.  But my wife has me on a diet and she isn’t going to approve of what I had for lunch.  I don’t dare have pudding as well.”

      The waiter was back with Fenella’s cake and Doncan’s coffee a moment later.  Doncan took a sip of his drink and then sighed.

      “I’m not even certain what to tell you about the property in Bride,” he said.

      “That’s the one that isn’t being maintained?”

      He nodded.  “It was, only just briefly, a small manufacturing plant.  They made scented candles and shipped them all over the world.  I believe the business was only in operation for about a year.”

      “What happened?”

      Doncan shrugged.  “That’s a very good question.  Max owned the building and the land, but not the business.  I knew next to nothing about it until after the company had shut down.  That was some time in 2004 or 2005, I believe.”

      “What happened?” Fenella asked as Doncan stopped for another sip of coffee.

      “I wish I knew.  Max never let properties sit empty.  If a property he owned struggled to find tenants, he’d simply sell the property and move on.  But he let that building sit empty.  Not only that, but after he gave it to Mona, he insisted that she leave it empty as well.”

      “That doesn’t even make sense.”

      “I agree.  He and Mona had a quarrel about it, actually, but in the end, she told me to simply pretend that the property didn’t exist.  If anyone inquired about leasing it, I was to tell them it wasn’t available.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Neither did I.  About a year after Max had given the property to Mona, I took a drive up to have a look.  When I suggested to her that it needed some attention, she reiterated that I was meant to be pretending that it didn’t exist, which included both not driving past it and not worrying about maintaining it.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m really confused now.”

      “As was I.  I asked her about the property a few times over the years, but she would never answer any questions.  I thought that once Max died, she might explain, but it made no difference.  I wasn’t even certain that I should show you the property.  My last instructions from Mona were still to ignore its existence, after all.”

      “But it’s mine and I can do what I want with it,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “I can’t imagine you’ll have much luck finding anyone who’ll want to rent it,” Doncan told her.  “It must be in a terrible state by now and it’s not in a good location, either.”

      “Where is it?”

      “In Bride, nearly as far north as you can go.  It’s only a short drive from there to the Point of Ayre lighthouse at the very northern tip of the island. The people who owned the business were all part of a large, extended family.  I believe all of the company’s employees lived in Bride and were more than happy to only have a very short commute to work.  I don’t know that you’d find anyone else who’d want to open a manufacturing plant up there.”

      “The land must be worth something,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Of course, although probably not all that much.  There are a few housing estates in Bride, but it’s too far from Douglas to be in great demand.  I’m not certain anyone would be interested in trying to build more houses up there.  You may struggle to find a buyer.”

      “Well, we can have a look anyway.  It isn’t as if I need the money right now, at least.”

      Doncan chuckled.  “That’s very true.”

      Back in Doncan’s car, they drove through the Douglas suburbs and then through Onchan.  From there, they drove to Lonan and Laxey and then on to Ramsey before they went across the island to Kirk Michael.  From there, they drove up to Jurby and Andreas before finally reaching Bride.

      “You own two houses in this housing estate,” Doncan told her as they drove along.  The first was on a cul-de-sac where several children were playing with a ball on a grass oval that the road encircled.    A small boy waved excitedly as they rolled slowly past him.

      Fenella laughed and then waved back.  “I think he’s disappointed that we didn’t stop to say hello,” she told Doncan as they drove away.

      “If it wasn’t nearly five o’clock, I might have suggested stopping so that I could have a kick around with them,” he laughed.

      They went past her other house before Doncan turned down a small side road.

      “I can see why you don’t think anyone will want to buy this property,” Fenella said as they went.  “Assuming we’re going to the mysterious abandoned factory now, that is.”

      “We are, yes, and it’s another mile or so along this road.”

      “This road doesn’t look as if it goes for another mile.  Is there anything else out here?”

      Doncan shook his head.  “You actually own all of the land on the right side of the car from where we turned off the main road.  The other side is a farm.”

      Fenella looked at the huge field that was clearly full of some sort of crop.  “What are they growing?” she asked.

      “I’ve no idea,” Doncan told her.  A short while later, Doncan turned off the road.  Around a bend, they came to a chain-link fence.  The gates across the road were chained shut.

      “Do you have a key to the padlock?” Fenella asked.

      “I do,” Doncan told her.  “I put the chain and the lock on myself, actually.  Before I did, the gates were simply tied shut with a piece of rope.”  He got out of the car and unlocked the padlock.  The gates squealed loudly as he pushed them open.

      “How long has it been since anyone has been here?” Fenella asked as he slowly drove along the bumpy path to the small parking area inside the fence.  There were weeds growing through huge cracks in the paved surface.

      “I put the chain and the padlock on right after I’d talked to Mona about the property.  I, um, never told her that I’d done so.”

      “So it’s probably safe to say that she never visited the place, at least not after you chained the gates shut.  And I imagine you would have been asked about it if Max had visited, as well.  When you came up the first time, did you go inside the building?”

      “No, I drove into the car park and stopped, right about here,” he told her, stopping the car.  “I didn’t have the keys back then.”

      “But you do now?” Fenella asked.

      Doncan grinned at her.  “I do.”

      “Do you think it’s safe?”  Fenella looked doubtfully at the large rectangular building that had been built on a slight incline.  She could see that there had once been a path to the door, but it was overgrown now with grass and shrubs.

      “I’ve no idea,” Doncan admitted as they both got out of the car.

      “The entire building seems to be leaning to the left,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe we should walk around the exterior before we go inside.  I’d like to be prepared for what we’re going to find.”

      “I’m not sure that’s possible,” Fenella muttered as she fell into step behind Doncan.

      “The original owners started building this as a home,” Doncan told her as they walked toward the building.  “It was never finished, though.  A farmer who owned land in the area purchased it from them and used the building for storage until Max bought it.”

      “This side looks in reasonably good condition,” Fenella said, sounding slightly surprised, as they started their walk.  “It must be awfully dark inside, though, as there aren’t any windows.”

      “Maybe there are windows at the back,” Doncan said before they rounded the corner.

      “Or not,” Fenella chuckled.  The back of the building was one long wall.  She was relieved to see that there wasn’t any obvious damage to the back wall, either.

      “You can see traces of where there were once windows.  I suspect the farmer covered them all over when he bought the building to use for storage.  I think the roof may be leaking there,” Doncan said, pointing.

      Fenella shrugged.  “That’s hardly surprising, really.  The building has been sitting empty for over a decade.”

      He nodded.  “It’s in better condition than I’d hoped, actually.  I was expecting to see evidence that animals have been gaining access.”

      “We aren’t done yet,” Fenella muttered as they rounded the next corner.

      “No windows here, either,” Doncan noted.  “And just the one side door.   I don’t know if I have a key for that door or not.”

      “There are no signs of any damage, at least,” Fenella added.  “I don’t know why I care, really, as it seems most likely that anyone who buys the property will simply tear the place down.”

      Doncan nodded.  “I think that’s probably exactly what would happen.”

      Back at the front of the building, Fenella took a good look.  There was a door in the exact center of the structure with a small window on either side of it.

      “Do you think it was symmetric before that side started sinking?” Fenella asked.

      “It doesn’t actually look as if it was,” Doncan said.  “I think that window was lower even before it sank.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “This is all very strange.”

      “Should we see what’s inside, then?”

      “Does the building still have power?”

      “It does not,” Doncan told her.  “Max had all of the utilities shut off.”

      “Do you have a flashlight?  I didn’t think to bring one.”

      “I keep a couple in the car,” Doncan replied.  “We call them torches over here, though.”

      “I knew that, but I can never think of the right English word when I need one.”

      “They’ll start to become more natural over time,” he assured her as he handed her one of the flashlights.  As they approached the door he pulled out a key ring.  “Let’s see what’s inside, then.”

      It took him a moment to find the right key to unlock the door.  “The lock is stuck,” he said, just before the key finally turned.  The door groaned on its hinges as Doncan slowly pushed it open.

      Fenella turned on her flashlight and followed Doncan into the building.

      The door opened into a short corridor.  There were three closed doors opening off of it, one on each side, and one in front of them.  The first door had a sign that said “Office” on it.

      “Let’s start here,” Doncan suggested.

      Fenella turned the knob and then pushed the door open.

      “I was afraid it was going to be locked,” Doncan muttered as he followed her into the room.

      The small window, in spite of being filthy, gave them a little bit more light.

      “Two desks, three chairs, and a filing cabinet,” Fenella said.  She crossed to the large metal cabinet in the corner and pulled open a random drawer.  “There are still papers in here,” she said, surprised.

      Doncan joined her and then pulled out a file folder.  “These appear to be orders,” he said, showing her the first sheet in the file.

      “I know you said the company went out of business, but why didn’t they clear out their files?”

      “I wish I knew.”

      Fenella checked every drawer and found that they were all full of paperwork from a decade earlier.  Doncan walked over to one of the desks.  The top was bare.  He carefully moved the chair behind it out of the way and then opened the top drawer.  Fenella looked up when he chuckled.

      “What have you found?”

      “It’s exactly the same as the top drawer in my desk,” he explained.  “It’s full of random pens and pencils, paperclips, sticky notes, and whatnot.”

      “What about the rest of the desk?” Fenella asked as she shut the last drawer of the file cabinet.

      “The top drawer is full of old company stationery and envelopes,” he told her.  “The bottom drawer seems to be full of samples.”

      “Candle samples?” Fenella asked, joining him behind the desk.

      He handed her a small, red cube that felt as if it was made of wax.  She held it up to her nose and sniffed.

      “It doesn’t smell of anything,” she complained.

      “I don’t think the scents last for years,” Doncan replied.

      The second desk was full of miscellaneous office supplies and paperwork.

      “The historian in me wants to sit down and go through absolutely everything,” Fenella said.

      “It’s only, what, ten or so years old.  I’m not certain it has historical value.”

      “An economic historian might be able to work out exactly why the company failed.”

      “I believe the company failed because the owners paid themselves very generously rather than reinvesting in the company,” Doncan told her.  “I told you that the employees were all part of the same extended family.  I believe they overpaid their staff based on some early success and then collapsed when sales slowed.”

      Fenella looked around the room.  “This is all mine now, isn’t it?  I could get the power turned back on and I could come out and go through every single thing in the files and the desks.”

      “It is yours, yes, and you’re more than welcome to spend however long you want going through everything in the building,” he said with a small smile.

      “I wonder if there’s anything in the files that might tell us what happened to make Max abandon the place,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “I would be very surprised if you’d find anything of that nature.  Max was very careful about putting things in writing.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “It might still be interesting to spend some time going through what is here.”

      They walked back out into the corridor.  The door on the opposite side of it was unlabeled.  Fenella opened it and flashed her light around the space.

      “It’s the bathroom,” she said.  “I suppose that explains why the window is in a different place.”

      “Nothing interesting there, then,” Doncan laughed.  “That just leaves one last door.”  He tried to turn the knob and then frowned.  “It’s locked.”

      “Locked?  Why would it be locked?”

      “Presumably someone locked it when the business was shut down and no one has been in the building since.”

      “Do you have the key?”

      “I don’t think so, but I can try the key that opened the front door.  It’s possible that both locks use the same key, I suppose.”

      Fenella watched as he slid the key into the lock.

      “It fits, but it won’t turn,” he told her.

      “Maybe it’s just stuck like the front door,” she suggested.  It was silly, but she was suddenly incredibly eager to see what was behind the door.

      Doncan wiggled the key back and forth.  “Ah, there we go,” he muttered to himself as the lock suddenly yielded.  He pushed the door open and then he and Fenella both used their flashlights to see into the large room behind the door.

      “It’s where they manufactured the candles,” Doncan said, shining his light on several long tables that had been left in place.

      “You can see where there must have been equipment,” Fenella said.  “There are marks all over the floor where things have been removed.”

      “There’s no natural light back here.  Let’s stay together,” Doncan suggested as Fenella took a step into the room.

      “Left or right?”

      “Left.”

      They skirted around the rows of tables, walking close to the walls where there was additional evidence that some sort of equipment had once been there.  At the back of the room, they found a corner that had been partitioned off to create a separate, small room.

      “’Manager’s Office,’” Fenella read the sign on the door.

      “Locked,” Doncan said as he tried to turn the knob.

      “Maybe it will open with the same key?”

      “It’s a completely different lock.  The other key won’t even fit in this one.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Do we need to get a locksmith, then?” she asked as she tried the knob herself.  As she tried to turn it, the entire thing suddenly fell off into her hand.  “Maybe not,” she laughed, showing Doncan what had happened.

      “It’s a cheap door,” he said.  “The entire lock just fell out.”

      Fenella pushed the door open.  “Another file cabinet, a desk, a chair, and a skeleton,” she said as she used her flashlight to look around the room.
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      “Pardon?” Doncan said.  He’d taken a step away from her, but now he rushed back and added his light to hers.

      Fenella sighed deeply.  “I should have been expecting this, really.  I can’t go anywhere without finding a dead body.”

      In the months since she’d been on the Isle of Man, Fenella had found more than her fair share of murder victims.  Her bad luck had even followed her on a recent vacation to the UK.

      “This one appears to have been here for a while.  It seems likely that it’s been here since the company closed,” Doncan replied.

      Fenella took a deep breath and tried to think.  “Do you think Max knew it was here?  Is that why he wouldn’t let anyone use the building for anything?”

      “I’ve no idea.”  Doncan was silent for a moment and then he shook his head.  “Max was smart, though.  I think, if he knew that the body was here, he’d have made certain it disappeared completely.  He had to know that someone would find the body eventually if he simply left it here.”

      “Maybe he just didn’t want it found in his lifetime.”

      “I suppose that’s possible, but I can’t see him giving Mona a property if he knew there was a dead body in the back office.”

      “Except he gave it to her with the condition that she never do anything with it,” Fenella argued.

      Doncan sighed.  “Whatever, we need to ring the police.”

      “Can’t we just pretend that we didn’t see it?  We can shut this door and lock the front door and pretend that the building doesn’t exist, the same as before.”

      “You aren’t serious.”

      “No, not really,” Fenella replied as she reached for her mobile phone.  “I’ll ring Daniel.  He’ll know who’s responsible for policing this part of the island.”

      “Hello, darling,” Daniel said when he answered his phone.

      “Hi.”

      “What’s wrong?”

      “I just said hi.”

      “Yes, but something is clearly wrong.”

      Fenella sighed.  “You may know me too well.”

      “Don’t tell me you’ve found another body.”

      “It isn’t my fault.”

      “It never is.  Wait, are you serious?  Have you actually found a body?”

      “It’s a skeleton, mostly,” she said, feeling defensive.  “And I didn’t find it, Doncan did.”

      Doncan made a noise.

      “You and Doncan were going to look at your properties today, weren’t you?”

      “We were, we did, well, we are.”

      “I thought you were simply going to be driving past the properties?”

      “We were, I mean, we did just drive past most of them.  We’re actually at the very last property.  It’s an old, empty factory building in Bride.  It’s been shut for over ten years and there’s a skeleton in what was the manager’s office,” she explained.

      “I don’t suppose there’s any chance it’s plastic or something?”

      “I don’t think so.  It looks terribly real to me.”

      “What does Doncan think?”

      “Daniel wants to know if you think the skeleton is real or not,” Fenella told Doncan.

      “Sadly, I’m afraid it is,” Doncan replied.

      Fenella repeated his words to Daniel.

      “Where are you exactly?” was Daniel’s next question.

      Fenella pulled out the sheets that Doncan had given her at the start of the day and read out the address to Daniel.

      “You and Doncan need to wait outside the building,” he told her.  “I’ll have someone on the way as quickly as possible and I’ll be there as soon as I can.  I need to talk to the Chief Constable first.”

      “I hate to leave the poor man or woman alone,” Fenella said softly.

      “It sounds as if he or she has been alone for years.  A few more minutes won’t make much difference.  Your skeleton will get a lot of company soon,” Daniel told her.

      “We’ll be outside,” she replied.  After another quick glance around the office, Fenella followed Doncan back through the room.  When they got outside they discovered that light rain had begun to fall.

      “Let’s wait in the car,” Doncan suggested.

      Fenella shrugged.  It was July and reasonably warm, but she felt chilled down to the bone.  “Can you put the heating on?” she asked as she settled into the passenger seat of the car.

      “Of course.”

      Sitting back in the seat, she shut her eyes and took a few deep breaths.

      “Max may not have had anything to do with the body,” Doncan said.  “I knew the man.  I can’t believe that he did, actually.”

      “I don’t understand any of this,” Fenella said, her mind racing.  What she couldn’t tell Doncan or Daniel was that she had a way of finding out more.  While Mona had left everything to Fenella, she hadn’t gone far after her death.

      Her ghost still wandered in and out of what was now Fenella’s luxury apartment, looking far younger than she’d actually been when she’d died.  That was one of the reasons why it had taken Fenella so long to actually visit all of the properties she owned, as she felt rather odd about taking an inventory while Mona was still around.

      Mona had to know more about the building and why Max had wanted it left empty, even if she didn’t know anything about the body.  The problem was getting Mona to tell Fenella what she wanted to know.  Mona could be incredibly vague and Fenella was fairly certain her aunt had no qualms about lying to her, as well.

      Fenella’s mobile rang, interrupting her thoughts.

      “Inspector Jason Wilde is on his way,” Daniel told her.  “There’s a constable on her way, as well, simply to secure the scene until Jason can get there.”

      “There’s nothing to secure.  We’re in the middle of nowhere.”

      “It’s standard procedure.  I’ll be there as soon as I can, but I need to wait until Jason makes a preliminary report before the Chief Constable will allow me to make the journey to Bride.”

      “Why?”

      “I’ll explain later,” was the unsatisfactory reply.  “I’ll be there as soon as I can, though.  I love you.”

      “Thanks, um, yes, okay,” Fenella stammered.  As she pushed the button to end the call, she felt angry with herself.  She knew she was in love with Daniel, but for some reason she was struggling to actually say the words.  Of course, at the moment, she was a bit distracted.

      “What did he say?” Doncan asked.

      Fenella repeated the conversation to him.

      “Jason’s a solid investigator, but I don’t believe he’s ever dealt with a murder investigation before,” he told her when she was done.  “It would make sense for the Chief Constable to assign another inspector to work with him on the case.  Daniel would be my first choice for that, of course.”

      “Mine, too.”

      “Naturally,” Doncan smiled at her.  “But he may be too close to the investigation for that to be permitted.”

      “I wasn’t even living on the island when the person in there died.”

      “Perhaps, once Jason has seen the remains, he’ll be able to assure the Chief Constable that that’s the case.  Regardless, you own the building.  That could be a problem for the Chief Constable.”

      “Whatever happened here is nothing whatsoever to do with me.”

      “And if the Chief Constable agrees, then he may well allow Daniel to be a part of the investigation.”

      A police car, lights flashing, pulled into the parking area a moment later.  The woman who climbed out of the vehicle wasn’t what Fenella had been expecting.

      “Mr. Quayle,” the constable said as she approached Doncan’s car.

      He’d lowered the window and he nodded at the new arrival.  “Constable Jones.”

      “I’m here to secure the scene,” she told him.  “You and your client should remain in the car until I return.”

      “We’ll be here,” Doncan told her.

      The woman narrowed her eyes and frowned at him.  After a long moment, she turned and marched toward the building, stopping after a few steps to look back at Doncan and Fenella.

      “She’s not very friendly,” Fenella whispered as the woman disappeared behind the building.

      “She’s been a constable in Bride for her entire career.  We’ve crossed paths on a handful of occasions.  She takes no nonsense, but she’s very good at her job and she knows this community intimately.”

      “How old is she?”

      “Early fifties, I believe.  She went grey young.”

      “So she would have been working up here when the candle company was open,” Fenella said.

      “Indeed.  She may be a valuable resource for the investigation.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to ask another question, but snapped it shut when she spotted Constable Jones emerging from behind the building.  She walked back over to Doncan’s car, a frown on her face.

      “What did you find, then?” she demanded.

      “There’s a body, really just a skeleton, in what was the manager’s office,” he told her.

      “And your passenger?”

      “This is Fenella Woods,” he replied.

      Fenella leaned over and gave the woman a small wave.  “Hi,” she said, feeling like foolish.

      “And she’s here because?” the constable asked.

      “The property belonged to Mona Kelly.  Fenella inherited it from her when Mona passed away,” Doncan explained.

      “That was over a year ago,” the constable said.

      “It was,” Doncan agreed.

      Constable Jones raised an eyebrow.  “Any special reason why you were here today?”

      Doncan shook his head.  “None at all.”

      Fenella was pretty sure that Doncan’s short answers were annoying the constable, but she was equally sure that she should keep her own mouth shut for the moment.  Another car turned into the parking area before anyone spoke again.

      They all watched as the car stopped and a tall man with dark hair and eyes got out of the car.

      “Inspector Wilde,” Doncan told Fenella.

      “He’s younger than I was expecting,” Fenella replied.

      “He’s twenty-six,” the constable said.  “Half my age, but damned good at his job.”

      “Good afternoon,” the inspector said as he approached the car.

      “Good afternoon,” Doncan replied.

      “I’ll start by talking with you,” the inspector told Doncan.  “Privately, please.  Constable Jones, you can keep Ms. Woods company while she waits for her turn.”

      “Aren’t you going to take a look at the body first?” Fenella blurted out.

      The inspector raised an eyebrow.  “No,” was all that he replied.

      Feeling as if she’d made a terrible first impression, Fenella slid down in her seat and shut her eyes.  Daniel will be here soon, she told herself, except that might not be true.  It seemed entirely possible that Daniel wasn’t going to be allowed to be a part of the investigation at all.  Sighing, Fenella watched as Doncan got out of the car and followed the inspector to his vehicle.

      Constable Jones walked around Doncan’s car and stopped next to Fenella’s window.  Fenella tried to lower it, but Doncan had taken the keys with him and the power window wouldn’t move.  After an awkward moment, Fenella gestured that she was going to open the door.  Constable Jones stepped backward as Fenella slowly got out of the car.

      Neither woman spoke for what felt to Fenella like at least an hour.  It was probably less than a minute before she couldn’t take the silence any longer.  “Doncan said you’ve been working up here for years.  It’s a lovely part of the island.”

      The constable shrugged.  “It’s home.”

      “You grew up in Bride?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’ve never been to Bride before today.  I didn’t even realize I owned property up here.”

      “I understand you own property everywhere on the island.”

      Fenella flushed.  “Max was very generous to Mona.”

      “So I’ve heard.”

      “Do you know anything about the company that used to be here?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes.”

      After taking a deep breath, Fenella tried again.  “Doncan said they made candles.”

      “They did.”

      “Were they any good?  The candles, I mean.”

      “I never bought any.”

      “Really?  I’d have thought everyone in Bride would have wanted to support a local business.  I buy candles all the time.  They make great gifts.”

      “They didn’t sell them from here.”

      “Oh, I hadn’t thought of that.  Doncan said something about them shipping the candles all over the world.  Does that mean you couldn’t even buy them on the island?”

      The constable looked at Fenella and sighed.  “They were sold in a shop in Douglas.  I rarely go to Douglas.”

      “Do you remember the name of the company?  I’m wondering now if I ever bought any of their candles, if they were sold all over the world.”

      “EC Candles.”

      “The letters E and C?”

      “Yes.”

      “I wonder if they were someone’s initials,” Fenella said, hoping that she might get an answer if she didn’t actually ask a question.

      “Maybe,” was the frustrating reply.

      “What is there to do for fun in Bride?”  Fenella tried changing the subject.

      The constable stared at her for a moment.  “Ah, there’s the inspector,” she said, looking over Fenella’s shoulder.

      Fenella turned around and smiled at Inspector Wilde as he walked toward them.  Doncan was following behind him.

      “Ms. Woods, if you could, please,” the inspector said.

      “You are allowed to request that your advocate be present while you’re being questioned,” Doncan said.

      “I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” Fenella said, hoping she was right.

      Inspector Wilde held open the passenger door of his car for her and then walked around and got into the driver’s seat.  “This wouldn’t be my first choice of a location for conducting an interview, but we have to use what we have,” he said.

      “I’ve been interviewed in far less comfortable places,” she replied.  “The interview rooms in the Laxey police station, for instance.”

      He stared at her for a second and then laughed.  “Police stations aren’t meant to be comfortable, of course.”

      “It doesn’t help that I get quite claustrophobic sometimes.”

      He nodded.  “Can you please take me through your day?  I’ve already spoken with Mr. Quayle and he’s given me a list of the various properties that you drove past, so you don’t need to give me that level of detail, but I do want to hear about the day from your prospective.”

      “We started out very early this morning,” Fenella began.  “As soon as I realized what I was seeing, I rang Daniel,” she concluded some time later.

      “That’s Daniel Robinson, Douglas CID inspector, correct?”

      “Yes, he’s my, that is we’re, I mean, we’re dating,” she stammered.

      The man looked amused as he added something to his notes.  “Congratulations.  Daniel has solved quite a few complicated cases since he’s been on the island.  Of course, you’ve been involved in many of them yourself.”

      “I don’t mean to keep finding bodies,” Fenella replied crossly.

      “Of course not.  Tell me what you think you’ve found today, then.”

      “It was more of a skeleton than a body.  If I had to guess, I’d say it’s been there since the company went out of business, although I’m not certain of the date on that.”

      “It was January of 2005,” he told her.

      “Would a body turn into a skeleton in twelve years?” she asked.  “I’ve no idea how long such things take.”

      “We’ll have to see what the coroner has to say about that,” he replied.  “For now, I need to go into the building and have a look.”

      She nodded.  “Did you want me to stay here?”

      “Actually, I’d prefer it if you came with me.  You can show me exactly what you found and I can ask you any additional questions that arise.”

      Fenella got out of the car and followed the man to the front door of the building.  He pulled on gloves before he reached for the doorknob.

      “Tell me again exactly what you did when you got here,” he said as he pushed the door open.

      “We walked around the outside of the building first, and then Doncan unlocked the door.  The lock stuck a bit,” she said.

      He turned on a powerful flashlight and shined the light into the corridor.  “Where did you start?”

      “On this side,” she gestured.  “It was the office.  There are still files in the file cabinet and papers in the desks.”

      She stood in the dark corridor while he took a few steps into the office.  When he rejoined her, he shrugged.  “We need power in here.”

      “You can say that again.”

      “Doncan is working on it,” he told her.  “What did you do next?”

      “Had a quick look at the bathroom,” she replied, waving toward the door on the opposite wall.

      He glanced into the small room and then returned to her side.  “And then?”

      “We discovered that the last door was locked.  Fortunately, it opened with the same key as the front door.”

      He led her into the large room at the back of the building.  As he swept the light from left to right, Fenella took a slow, deep breath.

      “Is something wrong?”

      “It’s just creepy in here, especially now that I know what’s in the office.”

      “Did it feel creepy before you discovered the skeleton?”

      “No, not really.  I was actually enjoying exploring before we found, well, what we found.  After driving around all day being told that I owned a bunch of properties but not being able to see inside any of them, it was exciting to actually be able to walk around one of my buildings.  I’m a historian, as well.  I was fascinated by how so much had been left behind.  I was considering coming out and going through all of the files to see what I could learn about the candle company.”

      “Why?”

      Fenella thought about how best to reply.  “Doncan told me that Max insisted that the building be left empty, which wasn’t like him.  I thought maybe the files might tell me why,” she admitted.

      “He told me the same thing.  I have to wonder if Max knew what was hiding in the office here.”

      “I never met the man,” Fenella said.  “I couldn’t possibly comment.”

      The inspector laughed.  “I’ve no doubt you’ve heard hundreds of stories about Max and Mona since you’ve been on the island.  I’d love to hear what you think, based on what you’ve heard, actually.”

      “Honestly?  Everything I’ve heard about Max suggests that he had more than enough money and connections to make a body disappear if he needed it to.  I can’t see him leaving a dead man inside a building he owned.”

      “What makes you think it was a man?”

      “Sorry, I should have said man or woman, shouldn’t I?” she replied.

      He studied her for a moment and then looked around the room.  “Let’s go and see what you found, then,” he said.

      “Doncan and I walked around this way,” she said as she took a step forward.

      “I’ll follow you,” he told her.

      That sounded easier than it was, as he was holding the flashlight.  Fenella had left the one that Doncan had given her in his car.  She only tripped twice on their way around the room and she managed not to fall down either time.

      “This door was locked, too,” she told him when they reached the back of the room.  “We didn’t have the key, but when I tried the knob, it fell out of the door.”

      He took a good look at the doorknob that Fenella had dropped to the floor earlier and then pushed the door open.  It slowly swung back toward them, hinges squealing.  Fenella stayed where she was as the inspector walked into the office.  After a moment, he walked back out.

      “The crime scene team should be here any minute now,” he told her.  “Once they’re in place, I’ll ring the Chief Constable and make my preliminary report.”

      “Does that mean I’m free to go?”

      “Not yet, unfortunately.  I suspect the Chief Constable will want to send another inspector out here to assist.  You’ll need to speak to him or her before you leave.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We can wait outside, can’t we?” she asked, wincing as she realized that she sounded a bit whiny.

      “It is creepy in here in the dark,” he told her.  “We’ll need some floodlights for today.  I don’t believe we’ll be able to get power restored for at least twenty-four hours.”

      As he seemed to be mostly talking to himself, Fenella didn’t bother to reply.  Instead, she turned and began to slowly make her way back toward the front of the building.  The inspector followed, still muttering about lights and power as they went.

      When they emerged from the building, there were half a dozen additional vehicles in the parking area, including two vans.

      “Wait here,” the inspector told Fenella as he walked toward the new arrivals, who were quickly emerging from their vehicles.

      Fenella watched as he gathered them all together and began to speak.  After a few minutes, he walked away from them as he pulled out his mobile phone.  Two groups of people began to unload things from the vans while a uniformed constable walked over to Constable Jones.  They spoke for a short while before Constable Jones shrugged and began to walk toward Fenella.

      “You’re going to be in the way there,” she said as she approached.

      “Inspector Wilde asked me to wait here.  I suppose he simply meant that I wasn’t to leave,” she replied.

      “We can stand nearby, but out of the way,” the constable told her, gesturing for Fenella to move to her left.

      As Fenella took a few steps, the first members of the crime scene team rushed past her, carrying flashlights and talking amongst themselves.

      “I could go and sit with Doncan,” Fenella suggested as she watched people going back and forth for a few minutes.

      “I believe Inspector Wilde would prefer if you remained here,” she was told.

      “At least the rain has stopped,” Fenella muttered, casting an anxious look at the sky.  It would be just my luck if it suddenly started pouring, she thought.

      “They were giving rain for today.”

      “This is the Isle of Man.  It rains every day,” Fenella replied.

      The constable chuckled.  “Not quite, although it can feel as if it does.”

      “It’s better than snow, anyway.”

      “I don’t mind a bit of snow.  We never get much.”

      “I lived in Buffalo, New York, for most of my life.  We used to get quite a bit.”

      “Did you ski?”

      “No, I never learned how.”

      “Really?  I thought everyone who lived where it snows a lot skied.”

      “As I said, I’ve never tried it and I only know a few people who used to do it regularly.  They were the only ones who were happy when the forecast called for snow.  It was quite annoying, really.”

      “So you didn’t care for snow?”

      “When I was a child, I loved it.  There’s no denying that it’s beautiful and it’s fun to play in when you’re a kid.  It’s only when you get older and have to shovel it and drive in it that you start to realize what a nuisance it actually is.”

      “I’m surprised you didn’t move sooner.”

      “So am I, now that I look back.  I wouldn’t have moved to the Isle of Man years ago, but now that I think about it, I should have moved somewhere with better weather.”

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, I have a few more questions for you,” Inspector Wilde interrupted.

      “Please, call me Fenella,” she replied.

      He nodded.  “Thank you.  Let’s take a walk.”

      Surprised, she fell into step next to him as he began a slow stroll back down the road.

      “How well did you know Mona?” he asked as they went.

      “Not well at all.  She visited the US once or twice when I was a child, but I barely remember her from those visits.”

      “I don’t suppose she ever mentioned the properties she owned on the island?”

      “Not to me, although she may have discussed them with my mother.  Her last visit to the US must have been over twenty years ago, though.  She didn’t own this property back then.”

      He nodded.  “Do you know anything about her friends on the island?”

      “I believe she had many friends, but I don’t know how close she actually was to any of them.  Doncan can probably tell you a great deal more about that than I can.”

      “When you arrived on the island last year, was that your first visit?”

      “Not exactly.  I was born here and I lived on the island until I was two.  When I came back last year, that was first time I’d been back since we’d left when I was a toddler, though.”

      “How will you feel if it turns out that Max and/or Mona had something to do with the body you’ve found?”

      “I’ll be upset, because the entire situation is upsetting, but obviously, whatever happened, I want the truth to come out.  The person we found deserves that much.”

      “Daniel is on his way here.  He’s going to be working with me on this case.  He’s had special training in cold cases and cases don’t get much colder than this one.  I just hope we can identify the body and work out exactly what happened to the poor man or woman.”

      “I hope so, too,” Fenella replied.

      “Let’s walk back and wait for Daniel,” he said.

      They turned and began to make their way back toward the building that was just visible in the distance.  They hadn’t gone far when a car slid to a stop next to them.

      “Ah, Inspector Wilde, hello,” a familiar voice said.

      Fenella sighed.  The last person she wanted to see was Dan Ross, the island’s most annoying and aggressive investigative reporter.

      “Mr. Ross, what can I do for you?” the inspector replied.

      “What’s happening up there?” he asked, nodding toward the building.

      Fenella could see at least half a dozen people rushing around, carrying all sorts of equipment.  There were uniformed constables, men and women all in white, and, of course, Doncan Quayle’s expensive car was also clearly visible.

      “The police have no comment at this time,” Inspector Wilde told him.

      “And, Ms. Woods, why am I not surprised to see you here?  You’ve a bad habit of finding dead bodies.  Have you found one here, then?  I suppose I’m not surprised that someone broke into the old candle company building.  It’s been sitting empty for more than a decade.  I am surprised that someone hid a dead body there, though.  I don’t suppose you know who you’ve found, Ms. Woods?”

      “No comment,” Fenella said through gritted teeth.  She began to walk again, hurrying to get away from the man.

      Inspector Wilde had been using his mobile phone while Dan and Fenella were speaking.  Now, as they approached the parking lot, two uniformed constables joined them.

      “I’m sorry, sir, but you can’t go any further,” one of them said to Dan who’d been following them slowly in his car.

      “Why not?” he demanded.

      “This is private property and also a crime scene,” was the reply.  “You’ll have to turn around here.”

      “I’ll just park here,” Dan said, turning off his engine.

      “As I said, this is private property,” the constable told him.  “You can’t leave your car on a private road.  The owners of the property could have it towed away.”

      “Do you own the property?” Dan asked Fenella.

      Inspector Wilde held up a hand.  “No one is going to answer any questions, Mr. Ross.  I suggest you leave quietly before I have you arrested for interfering in my investigation.”

      Dan stared at the inspector for a moment and then sighed.  “All of this will be in tomorrow’s paper,” he snapped before he started his car.

      Fenella watched as he made a twenty-six-point turn on the narrow road and then slowly drove away.

      “I really hate him,” she said conversationally.

      “If he ever turns up dead, we’ll have far too many suspects,” the inspector replied in a low voice.

      Fenella was still chuckling when another car appeared.  This one she recognized and she felt a rush of relief as she realized that Daniel had finally arrived.
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      Daniel waved and then slowly rolled past them into the parking lot.

      “Slow down,” Inspector Wilde told her as Fenella began walking briskly after him.

      She blushed and then matched her pace to his.  Daniel was just getting out of his car when they reached it.  Fenella smiled at the man.  He looked incredibly handsome in the late afternoon sunshine.  His hazel eyes met hers and he smiled back at her and then ran a hand through his light-brown hair.

      “Daniel, I’m glad the Chief Constable has brought you in on this,” Inspector Wilde said.

      Daniel nodded.  “It sounds as if the extra training I’ve had on investigating cold cases may come in handy.”

      “They’re still taking pictures, so you can see exactly what was found.  Come with me.”

      Daniel glanced at Fenella.  “Are you okay?” he asked in a low voice.

      “Sure, I’m fine,” she replied, feeling a rush of emotions as their eyes met.

      “Let me just check on what’s happening, actually,” Inspector Wilde said.  “Wait here a minute, please.”  He turned and walked away, leaving Fenella alone with Daniel.

      “I’m really fine,” she said as he pulled her into his arms.  “Just fine,” she added as a tear slid down her face.

      “I’m sure you are,” Daniel whispered in her ear.  “But I do worry about you.  I love you, you know.”

      “And I, um, yeah, that,” she replied, burying her face against his neck. She could feel him chuckling as he rubbed her back.

      “You’re going to have to stay strong for a while longer,” he said after a minute.  “I need to go and see what you’ve found and then speak with both you and Doncan before I can let you leave.”

      “Can you come over after you’re done here?”

      “It will probably be very late.”

      “I don’t care.”

      He stared at her for a moment and then shrugged.  “This will be easier once I’m moved into my new flat.  I’ll stop at your flat on my way home, but once I’m there, I may not want to leave.”

      She nodded.  “I may not let you leave,” she countered.

      “Jason’s on his way back,” Daniel warned her a moment later.

      After a deep breath, she slowly stepped backward, out of Daniel’s arms.

      “Ready to see the scene?” Inspector Wilde asked Daniel.

      He nodded.  “You can sit in my car if you want to get out of the weather,” Daniel told Fenella.

      “That would be good,” she replied.  It was raining again and the wind was picking up, as well.

      Daniel unlocked his car and Fenella slid into the passenger seat.  As she sat back, she watched as he and the other inspector made their way into the building.  The car not only offered protection from the rain, it smelled of Daniel, which made her feel better.  As she waited for the two inspectors to return, she tried to work out how best to question Mona about what had been found.  Mona could be difficult at the best of times.  It was entirely possible that she’d simply refuse to answer any questions about the building in Bride.  Sighing, Fenella tried to think about other, more pleasant, things.

      She was imagining a lengthy vacation in the Bahamas with Daniel when the two men emerged from the building.  After a short conversation, they walked over to Doncan’s car.  After a moment, they both climbed into the back of it.  Fenella was mentally touring Spain with Daniel when the pair got back out of Doncan’s car.  She was surprised when, as the inspectors walked away, the car started and Doncan slowly drove away.  Her mobile buzzed at the same time.

      The police are finished with me for today.  If you want me with you when you speak to them, just ring me, otherwise I’m going to go back to the office to start digging out everything I can find in my files about that building.

      Fenella read the message from Doncan twice and then sent a quick reply.

      I’ll be fine on my own.  I hope you find something useful in the files.  I’ll call you in the morning.

      As the man was driving, Fenella didn’t expect a reply.  A moment later, Daniel opened the driver’s door and slid behind the wheel.

      “The crime scene team is hard at work and there really isn’t much I can do here,” he told her.  “Jason doesn’t have any more questions for you, so I thought I could drive you home while you tell me everything.”

      “I wish I knew everything, or even something, but I’m afraid I can’t tell you anything that will help with this case.”  Not until I talk to Mona, anyway, she added to herself.

      He nodded.  “That’s the only reason why I’m being permitted to assist with the investigation.”  He sighed.  “Let’s go home.”

      They were on the main road, heading south before Daniel spoke again.  “Tell me about your day, then.  Start with what time you woke up and go from there.”

      “You know what time I woke up.  Katie woke me at seven, the same as she does every day.”  Katie was Fenella’s kitten.  The feisty little ball of fluff had strolled into Fenella’s apartment right after Fenella had arrived on the island.  Fenella had attempted to find her owners, but after more than a year, she couldn’t imagine life without her first-ever pet.

      “And today was no different?”

      “No different.  She tapped on my nose until I woke up.  I stumbled into the kitchen and got her some breakfast.  Then I switched on the coffee maker, took a shower, drank most of the coffee, and then went down to meet Doncan at the appointed time.”

      “No one rang or visited you before you met Doncan?”

      “Not a soul,” Fenella replied, feeling as if that included Mona.  She hadn’t seen her aunt that morning.  The previous day, Mona had said something about having a party in the ballroom that evening, so it seemed likely that Mona had had a late night.

      “Tell me where you and Doncan went, then.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I have a list.  It’s all a blur now.  To be fair, it was all a blur before I found a dead body.”

      “At some point we may have to go through the list together, but for now, let’s focus on the last place you went.”

      “I’m going to start by telling you what Doncan told me over lunch,” Fenella replied.  She repeated that conversation and then took Daniel through everything that had happened at the building in Bride.  By the time she’d finished, they were nearly back to her apartment in Douglas.

      “I’m starving,” he said as he parked on the Promenade.  “Let’s get dinner somewhere.”

      Fenella suggested a favorite restaurant that was only a few steps away.  It was usually quiet on a Monday night, so she hoped they would be able to continue their conversation.

      They were shown to a table in one of the corners of the room.  As soon as they were seated, Fenella ordered a glass of wine.

      “I hope you don’t mind,” she told Daniel.  “I feel as if I could do with a drink.”

      “I feel the same way, but I’m not only driving, I’m on call.”

      “On the Bride case or for anything and everything?”

      “On the Bride case, although that doesn’t mean I can’t get called in to deal with something else if it arises.”

      “What’s going to happen next with the Bride case?”

      “The first job is to identify the body.  That won’t be easy, with what we have to work with, but you probably know as much as I do about the next steps.”

      Fenella sighed and then took a sip of her wine.  It was cold and delicious and she felt a tiny bit of the stress of the day leave her.  “Someone will work out the age and gender of the body,” she said.  “Then you’ll start going through missing person reports.  You’ll probably also tell Dan Ross what you’ve found so that it gets into the local paper.  Then some poor constable will have to answer all of the calls from the dozens of people who suddenly realize that Aunt Sue or Uncle Ted disappeared a dozen years ago.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “Exactly.”

      “Once the body is identified, you can start to try to work out what happened to him or her.  I mean, it seems as if it had to have been murder, but I suppose it could have been something else.”

      “My job is to keep an open mind,” he reminded her.  “It’s possible the person died of natural causes or committed suicide, but I’ll admit that murder seems more likely, especially considering that the building has been sitting empty for such a long time under, well, let’s call them unusual circumstances.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I can’t believe that Max knew there was a body there,” she said.  “And I won’t even consider the idea that Mona knew about it.”

      “You didn’t actually know either of them.  I’ve been told Max could be ruthless in business deals.”

      “There’s a difference between being ruthless in business and covering up for a murder.  It isn’t as if hiding the body did his business any good.”

      “Except if it was found, he may have faced criminal charges.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Everything I’ve heard about him suggests that he could have afforded to get rid of one inconvenient body.”

      “But he didn’t need to get rid of it.  He shut the building down, locked the doors, and simply left the body in place.  No one found it in his lifetime or in Mona’s, after all.”

      “The building is out in the middle of nowhere.  He could have easily arranged to have someone go in and get the body and bury it somewhere on the property.  That would have made more sense.”

      “It’s pointless to speculate.  I’d love to be able to question both him and Mona, but I can’t.”

      But I can, Fenella thought.  Well, she could question Mona.  According her aunt, Max was also still living in the building, spending his time in what used to be the ballroom.  The space was now occupied by the building’s management offices, but apparently that wasn’t how Max saw it.  Mona also said that Max didn’t realize that he was dead.  Fenella wasn’t certain what to believe, of course.

      She ate her meal without really tasting anything.  Her mind was racing and every time she shut her eyes, she could see the skeleton sitting behind the desk, all alone in the darkness.  She shivered as she ate her last bite.

      “Are you okay?” Daniel asked.

      “It’s just awful,” she blurted out.  “That poor man or woman, sitting all alone in the dark for all those years.  He or she must have been missed.  I suppose the family will be happy to finally find out what happened to their missing loved one.”

      Daniel nodded.  “As awful as it is, it’s better that he or she has been found.  The family can finally get some closure.”

      “Could it have been natural causes?”

      “It’s possible.  Maybe someone broke into the building once it was empty, sat down in the office, and then had a massive heart attack.”

      “There wasn’t any sign of a break-in,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “The doors were all locked.”

      “Maybe it was suicide.  Perhaps, once the body is removed, Jason will find a note on the desk.”

      “I’d definitely prefer that to murder, tragic as it is.”

      “Did Doncan tell you anything about the people who owned the business that used to be in the building?”

      She shook her head.  “I’ve told you everything he told me.  He said it was a candle factory and that all of the employees were part of the same extended family.  I don’t think he mentioned any names.  If he did, I’ve forgotten them all.  I’m sure he can give you names and tell you how the people were all related, though.”

      “He was going back to his office to find everything he could related to that building.  He was also going to ring Maxwell Martin’s former advocate and get him to check his files.  I wonder how he’s getting on,” Daniel said.

      “Why don’t we go back to my apartment and call him,” Fenella suggested.

      As they walked the short distance to the building that Fenella called home, she wondered if it would be smarter to call Doncan from somewhere else.  She really didn’t want Mona to know about the body until she could talk to her privately about what she’d found.

      “It’s a lovely night,” Daniel said when they were across the road from Fenella’s building.  “Let’s sit out here and talk to him.”

      “That sounds perfect,” she said happily.

      There were benches all along the promenade.  The pair sat down and Daniel pulled out his mobile.  He flipped through the pages of his notebook and then dialed a number, putting the phone onto speaker mode once he’d finished.

      “Doncan Quayle.”

      “It’s Daniel Robinson.  I need more information about the company who rented the building in Bride.”

      Doncan chuckled.  “I thought you’d be ringing, although I did think you might wait for morning.”

      “We can wait for morning, if you’d prefer.”

      “Not at all.  Why don’t you come over to my office?  I’m still here, going through what I’ve found.”

      “We’ll be there in just a few minutes,” Daniel told him.

      Doncan’s office was in a building very close to Fenella’s.  He was watching for them and he unlocked the door as they approached.

      “I didn’t realize that Fenella was with you,” he told Daniel as he locked the door behind them.

      “We had dinner together.  I didn’t see any harm in bringing her along.  No doubt you were going to tell her everything you’re going tell me, anyway.”

      “I was planning on having a meeting with her tomorrow,” Doncan admitted.

      “So, what can you tell me?” Daniel asked.

      “Let’s go into my office,” Doncan said.  “I have all of the paperwork there.”

      Breesha, Doncan’s assistant, was in his office, going through the pile of papers on his desk.  “Let me put the kettle on,” she said as Fenella appeared in the doorway.  “Tea and biscuits in five minutes.”

      “We just had dinner,” Fenella told her.

      “Does that mean you don’t want tea?” Breesha asked.

      “I want tea,” Doncan said.

      “Me, too,” Daniel added.

      “Tea would be lovely,” Fenella laughed.

      Breesha nodded.  “I’ll be right back.”

      Fenella and Daniel sat in the comfortable chairs in front of the desk while Doncan moved to his chair behind it.  “I’m going to be honest with you,” he said.  “I knew absolutely nothing about the business before Max gave the property to Mona.  Max’s advocate sent a file over when the property changed hands but Mona instructed me to simply put it away for safekeeping.  She requested that I not read through the file.  At the time, I honored her request, but after my visit to the site, after she told me that I was never to mention it to her again, well, I read through the file.”

      “And what did you find?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella found herself leaning forward in her seat, expecting Doncan to drop a bombshell on them.

      “Nothing at all interesting,” was the disappointing reply.  “The file simply contained all of the legal documents related to the property.  The building was already there when Max purchased the site.  It had previously been used for storage by the farmer who owned the land.”

      “Did Max do anything to the building before he rented it out?” Daniel asked.

      Doncan nodded.  “When Max bought it, it was just one big empty room.  He added the small loo and office at the front before he rented the space to the candle company.  The files suggest that he had other plans for the site, though.”

      “Such as?” Fenella asked.

      “He had preliminary plans for a small housing estate, a small retail development, and a senior living community drawn up.  As they all used the same plot of land, I have to assume he was only planning on doing one of the three things.”

      “But instead, he rented the building out to a candle manufacturing company,” Daniel said.  “Why?”

      “From what I can ascertain from the files, he was approached by a man named Ewan Hollis.  Ewan wanted to start a candle making company and he thought the building in Bride was the perfect location.  It was close to Ewan’s home, for a start.  There’s a note in the file saying that Max and Bryan would need at least a year to go through their options and decide which project to pursue.  After that, they would have needed planning permission and it probably would have been another year before they would have been able to break ground.  I suppose it made sense to rent out the existing building while they were working through their options,” Doncan told him.

      “Bryan?” Daniel asked.

      “Bryan Westerly was Max’s business partner,” Doncan explained.  “He and Max owned many properties together, although in this instance, only Max’s name was on the property.  He often did that when he purchased things that he was planning to later give to Mona.”

      There was a knock on the door and then Breesha came in, carrying a tray.  She set it on the side table and then handed each of them a cup of tea and an empty plate for biscuits.  In spite of being full, as Breesha offered biscuits, Fenella took several.

      “Let me know if you need anything else,” Breesha told Doncan before she left the room.

      “So even though the property was only in Max’s name, he and Bryan were looking at the various options for the site together?” Fenella asked after a sip of tea.

      “From what I can determine from the files, yes.  There are only a few notes here and there, all scribbled onto the edges of copies of legal documents.  There must have been many discussions about the property and I suspect someone took notes during at least some of them, but none of those notes are in the files,” Doncan replied.

      “And neither Max nor Bryan is still around to ask,” Daniel said, sounding frustrated.

      “I rang Max’s advocate to ask him for more information, but apparently Max used Bryan’s advocate for everything to do with the purchase of the property and, subsequently, with the rental to Ewan.  He also used Bryan’s advocate when he finally transferred ownership to Mona.”

      “Was that typical?” Fenella asked.

      Doncan shrugged.  “I wouldn’t say typical, but it wasn’t the only time it happened, either.  It may have simply been that Max’s advocate was busy with other things or maybe there were reasons why he wanted to give the business to Bryan’s advocate.  Max’s advocate insists that it wasn’t at all out of the ordinary and Bryan’s advocate isn’t still around to ask.”

      Fenella sighed.  “So what happened next with the property?”

      “Ewan signed a one-year lease with the option to extend it for a second year if he wanted to do so.  As I said before, Max had the space divided, putting in the office and a loo at the front of the building.  The back remained one large space, although Max added a second door that would act as an emergency exit,” Doncan told her.  “From what I can see in the files, Ewan paid his rent on time every month.”

      “And then the business failed?” Fenella asked.

      “From the files, it’s difficult to say what happened,” Doncan replied.  “Ewan paid his rent every month for eleven consecutive months.  The next thing in the file is a notice that the lease agreement has been terminated.  That’s also the last thing in the file.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I feel as if I haven’t learned anything new,” she complained.  “Aside from Ewan’s name, I suppose.  Is he still on the island?”

      “That’s a very good question,” Doncan replied.  “His name is still in the telephone directory, but I didn’t try to ring him.”

      “Thank you,” Daniel said.  “He’ll be first on my list of people to visit tomorrow.”

      “And that’s all you know?” Fenella asked Doncan.

      He flushed and looked down at the papers on his desk.  “Not exactly,” he told her.

      “Oh?” she said.

      “Years ago, after I’d read through the files, I, well, I decided it might be useful to know more about the company that had been using the building.  Part of my job is to anticipate trouble and there was something about that site that worried me,” he replied.

      “Deservedly so,” Daniel muttered.

      “Indeed,” Doncan nodded.  “I set out to learn what I could about EC Candles.  It isn’t much, but I’ll tell you everything I could discover.”

      Daniel pulled out his notebook and grinned at Doncan.  “Go,” he said.

      “The company was registered to two owners, Ewan Hollis and his wife, Christine Hollis.”

      “The ‘E’ and the ‘C’ in the name,” Fenella said.

      Doncan nodded.  “I believe so, anyway.  Ewan was around forty at the time.  Prior to starting the candle business, he’d been a window cleaner.  Christine worked in a dental surgery, at the front desk.”

      “Running their own candle company seems ambitious with that experience,” Fenella remarked.

      “Where did they get the money to start the business?” Daniel asked.

      “They took out a loan from one of the local banks.  When the company closed, they stopped making payments on that loan.  Christine’s sister, Jeanne Newberry and her husband, Fred, were co-signatories on the loan.  They ended up repaying the loan after the business closed,” Doncan continued.

      “But they didn’t share in the ownership of the business?” Daniel checked.

      “They did not, but they both worked for the company,” Doncan explained.  “From what I could discover, they were paid very generously for their work, as were Ewan and Christine.”

      “What did they all do at the company?” Fenella wondered.

      “Ewan was listed as the owner and manager.  Christine was officially the office manager.  Fred was head of manufacturing and Jeanne was head of retail sales.  They also employed two cousins, Samuel Coates, who was listed as head of production and Lorraine Spears, who was head of the catalog order department,” Doncan told her.

      “Where did you learn all of this?” Daniel asked.

      “I was able to find copies of some of the sales materials that they used and also a pair of newspaper articles about the company,” Doncan told him.  “I’ve already had Breesha make you copies of everything that was in my, er, private file on the company.”

      “And you gathered all of this information when?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “Six years ago, when Max gave the property to Mona,” Doncan replied.

      As Daniel made notes, Fenella frowned.  “It sounds as if they had a lot of managers.  Who was actually making the candles?”

      “That’s a very good question,” Doncan said.  “One of the newspaper articles included a photograph of the six people I’ve already mentioned, along with all of their titles.”

      “There must have been more people working there than just those six.  Who was making the candles?” Daniel asked.

      “I’ve no idea, but I can tell you that no one in the picture had the title of ‘candlemaker.’  I would suggest that we’d be able to find out a great deal more about the company if we were to go through the file cabinets in the building,” Doncan told him.

      Fenella nodded.  “I wanted to go through them anyway, just out of curiosity, but maybe we can learn something useful from them.”

      “I’m not certain we’ll get permission to go through them, not at the moment, anyway,” Daniel said.  “I’m not clear on who owns them, anyway.  If EC Candles left them behind, might they have some claim to them?”

      Doncan shook his head.  “Bryan’s advocate was very good at his job.  When EC Candles ended the lease, Ewan signed a document stating that he had removed anything and everything that he wanted from the building and that anything that had been left behind was now the property of the building’s owner to dispose of as he or she saw fit.”

      “Is that what normally happens in those circumstances?” Fenella asked.

      “When I read it originally, I assumed that the advocate was aware that Ewan had left something behind and he wanted to be absolutely clear as to who owned whatever it was.  It’s usually done when a company leaves large pieces of equipment behind for some reason, as some of them can be quite valuable.  In this instance, though, all of the equipment seems to have been removed,” Doncan replied.

      “So Fenella owns the paperwork in the files in the building,” Daniel said thoughtfully.

      “I can start going through them tomorrow,” she said, eager to see what she could find.

      “Not while the building is a crime scene,” Daniel told her.  “We’ll need permission from the Chief Constable.  He may want to confiscate everything as evidence.”

      “I would object to that,” Doncan told him.

      Daniel nodded.  “As I said, we’ll have to see what the Chief Constable wants to do.   A lot will depend on whom we’ve found, of course.  If the dead man or woman didn’t have any obvious connection to EC Candles, then I can’t see the Chief Constable being interested in what’s in the files.”

      “What else can you tell us about the company?” Fenella asked Doncan.

      “As I said earlier, they seem to have had some initial success.  About six months after the first article in the local paper, they were mentioned again, this time in an article about successful small businesses.  The article suggested that they were on track to make six figures in profit in their first year of trading,” he replied.

      “Even after paying everyone a generous salary?” Fenella wondered.

      Doncan shrugged.  “There’s no way of knowing the answer to that without seeing the company’s financial records.”

      “Which are probably in the files in that dark and dingy office,” Fenella said.

      “I’ve spoken to the electricity company.  They should be able to have power restored to the building some time tomorrow,” he told her.

      “That’s going to be a big help.  Jason is considering leaving the body in place until the power is restored.  He’s afraid we might miss something while using just floodlights and torches,” Daniel said.

      “What makes you think they were overpaying their staff, then?” Fenella asked Doncan.

      “I have a source at the Isle of Man Times,” he replied.  “He went through their file on the company for me.  It included notes from the reporter who’d written the two articles.  He’d noted that there seemed to be more money flowing into Ewan’s pocket than into the business and that he suspected that the entire family was getting paid well over the odds for the work they were doing.  Obviously, none of that ever got printed in the paper.”

      “Have you ever met any of the people you’ve just mentioned?” Daniel asked Doncan.  “For that matter, do you know if they are still on the island?”

      “I don’t believe I’ve ever met any of them,” Doncan replied.  “I never tried to find any of them until this evening.  When I got here, while I was going through the files, I had Breesha look them all up in the telephone directory.  They’re all in there, all still living in Bride.”

      “Interesting,” Daniel said, making another note.

      “I don’t know much about Inspector Wilde,” Doncan said.

      Daniel looked up from his notebook.  “He’s very good.  He’s young, but he’s smart.  I can see him being Chief Constable one day if he keeps working hard.  I believe he’s more than capable of conducting this investigation himself, but I’m grateful that the Chief Constable is allowing me to be a part of the team.”

      “But what do you really think of him?” Doncan asked.

      Daniel grinned.  “That wasn’t just the official line.  I truly do think he’s smart and capable.  He’s only been on the island for six months.  Once he works his way out of Bride, he’ll move up the ranks quickly, I believe.”

      “He seemed nicer than Constable Jones, anyway,” Fenella muttered.

      “Fiona is at least as clever,” Daniel told her.  “She could have gone far in the constabulary, but she’s happy exactly where she is.  She grew up in Bride and has never wanted to be anywhere else.”

      “I tried to talk to her, but she only gave me monosyllabic answers,” Fenella told him.

      “She’s not great at small talk,” Daniel agreed.  “Especially not when she’s working and you’re a suspect in a murder investigation.”

      “I’m not really a suspect this time,” Fenella argued.

      “You aren’t, but Fiona couldn’t have known that.  She was simply doing her job,” Daniel replied.

      “Tomorrow, I’ll ring a few colleagues and see if I can learn anything more about Ewan, EC Candles, or anyone else in the family,” Doncan said, seemingly trying to change the subject.

      “Obviously, let me know if you learn anything,” Daniel told him.  “If Breesha has current addresses for everyone, I’d love a copy just to save me the effort of looking them up myself.”

      Doncan pushed a button on his phone.  Breesha appeared a moment later.

      “Did you need more biscuits?” she asked.

      Doncan shook his head.  “We’re done for tonight.  Can you give Inspector Robinson the copy of that file and also a copy of the list of names and addresses that you found for me?”

      “Of course.  I won’t be a minute,” she replied.

      Fenella stood up and put her teacup and saucer on the tray on the side table.  As she added her empty biscuit plate, she grabbed one last custard cream from the large plate on the tray.  Daniel put his dirty crockery on the tray as well, before popping a chocolate bourbon into his mouth.  He was still chewing when Breesha returned.

      “Here you are,” she said brightly, handing Daniel an envelope.

      “Thank you,” he replied around a mouthful of biscuit.

      Doncan shook hands with both of them and reminded Fenella that she could call him any time if she needed anything, then he followed them to the door and let them out.  Daniel took Fenella’s hand as they walked back toward her building.

      “You want to go through this paperwork with me, don’t you?” he teased as they walked into her large lobby.

      “I’m pretty sure Doncan would give me my own copy if I asked,” she retorted.

      “No doubt, so I may as well share my copy,” he said.  “If it takes too long to get through it all, I may have to stay the night, though.”

      “That’s a risk I’m willing to take,” she said with a small sigh.  As the elevator doors shut, he pulled her into a kiss that left her slightly dizzy and breathless.

      “We’re here,” he whispered when he lifted his head.

      “Where?” she asked.

      “On your floor,” he laughed.

      She was still trying to find her keycard when his mobile rang.  He didn’t say more than a few words into it as she finally opened her door.  When she looked at him, she knew their romantic evening together wasn’t going to happen.

      “You have to work,” she said with a sigh.

      “That was Jason.  He has reason to believe he knows the identity of the body.  I have to go back to Bride.”

      “Who is it?”

      “He didn’t say and I didn’t ask.  I’ll tell you more when I can.”  He gave her a quick kiss and then disappeared back into the elevator before she could reply, taking the file from Doncan along with him.
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      “Merrow?” Katie greeted her.

      “Yes, hello to you, too,” Fenella replied as she shut the door behind herself.  “I’m perfectly happy to spend the rest of the evening with you.  We’ll watch some television and you can tell me all about your day.”

      Katie looked confused and then seemed to shrug before she dashed away, heading for Fenella’s bedroom.

      “Or you can go to bed early and leave me on my own,” Fenella muttered as she walked into the kitchen.  She opened the refrigerator and stared at the contents.  “You aren’t hungry, you’re bored,” she reminded herself as she began opening cupboards, looking for a snack.

      Sighing, she wandered back out into the living room and switched on the television.  “Where are you, Mona?” she asked as she searched for something to watch.  An hour later, having watched no more than two or three minutes each of dozens of programs, she gave up and headed for bed.

      “We need to talk,” she announced loudly before she left the living room.  Talking to thin air made her feel slightly foolish, but she knew Mona could sometimes hear her.  It was possible that Mona could always hear her, but Fenella wasn’t certain.  When her aunt didn’t appear, she changed into her pajamas and got ready for bed.  Moments later she slid under the covers, taking care not to disturb Katie who was in her usual spot in the exact center of the large bed.
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      “Good morning,” she told the animal the next morning.  As she rolled out of bed, she checked the clock.  Katie had woken her on time, yet again, although Fenella wasn’t sure how her pet could tell time so precisely.  After feeding Katie and starting a pot of coffee, Fenella took a shower and got dressed.  She was eating toast with raspberry jam when someone knocked on her door.

      “Good morning,” Shelly Quirk said.  “It’s a lovely summer morning and I’m ready for a long walk on the promenade.  Would you care to join me?”

      “I’d love to join you,” Fenella told her next-door neighbor and close friend.  “Let me grab my phone.”

      A few minutes later they were outside, walking briskly together.  Shelly was in her early sixties.  It had been two years since her husband had died unexpectedly.  In the first few months of her grief, Shelly had taken early retirement from teaching primary school and sold the small house that had been her marital home.  Purchasing the apartment next door to Fenella’s Aunt Mona had given Shelly a complete break with her past.  Mona had been quick to befriend the younger woman and Shelly often credited Mona with getting her through the earliest and most difficult days of mourning.

      Mona had encouraged Shelly to embrace life, even in her sadness.  When Fenella first met the woman, six months after her husband’s death and not long after Mona’s, she’d found Shelly to be a lovely, bubbly, special woman with a fondness for bright colors and patterns.  Today, Shelly was wearing a flowing shirt, the color of which could only be described as hot pink.  She’d paired it with a pair of electric blue trousers and lime green sneakers.  Fenella barely even noticed Shelly’s outfits any longer, but she did notice the sneakers.

      “New shoes?” she asked as they walked.

      Shelly made a face.  “I’ve been having trouble with one of my feet and my doctor recommended this brand of trainer.  I was hoping for a pretty pink or maybe red, but this brand is only available at one shop on the island and this was the only pair they had in my size.  I love bright colors, but I’m not too fond of lime green.”

      “Are they making your feet feel better?”

      “Yes, which is why I’m wearing them anyway.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I feel as if I haven’t seen you in ages.  How are you?”

      “I’m fine, although I’m having second thoughts about this wedding.”

      Fenella took a deep breath, thinking before she rushed to reply.  Shelly had been seeing Tim Blake for several months now and Fenella thought they were well suited.  Tim was an architect who worked for the island’s local grocery store chain.  In his spare time, he played with a band called The Islanders.  Just last month, he’d asked Fenella for help in planning the perfect proposal.  Fenella had done her best, but in the end, Tim had simply blurted out the question while walking with Shelly along the promenade.

      “Second thoughts about marrying Tim or about the actual wedding?” Fenella asked eventually.

      “I think I’m done having second thoughts about marrying Tim,” Shelly said with a laugh.  “I did a lot of soul searching after I’d said yes and I’ve come to realize that I’m crazy about him and I really want to spend the rest of my life with him.  I’m having a lot of second thoughts about the actual wedding, though.  I’m not sure I want a hundred people and a sit-down dinner with a disco afterwards, but Tim wants all of that.”

      “You’re going to have to find a compromise somewhere,” Fenella said.  “Maybe you could cut the guest list down a bit and just have a party afterwards with dancing and finger foods or something similarly casual.”

      Shelly sighed.  “Tim’s across for work right now, so we can’t even discuss things.  Before he left, he gave me a huge stack of brochures from various possible venues around the island.  He wants me to go through them and pick out a few favorites.  When he gets back, we’re supposed to go and visit several of them and then choose one.”

      “Have you set a date yet?” Fenella asked.

      “Tim is thinking that January would be good.  His big, top secret project should be finished by then, or at least his part of the project should be finished by then.  He reckons he’ll be able to take a fortnight off so we can have a nice honeymoon somewhere.”

      “January isn’t that far away.  Some of the venues might already be fully booked.”

      “I know, and I’m sort of hoping that they’re all fully booked,” Shelly said with a sigh.  “If we can’t find anywhere to have our reception, maybe Tim will agree to just have a small registry office wedding.”

      “If that’s what you truly want, you need to tell Tim that.”

      “I don’t know what I want.  Part of me feels young and giddy again when I think about planning a big fancy wedding and part of me feels old and sensible and hates the idea of spending a lot of money on a single day.”

      “Is it just the money part that’s bothering you?”

      “It’s mostly the money,” Shelly admitted.  “I’m quite comfortable, but I do live on a budget.  Weddings, especially big weddings with sit-down meals, are expensive.”

      “Then you simply have to let me pay for everything as my wedding gift to you,” Fenella said.  “Before you start to argue, you know perfectly well that I can afford it.  I’ve nothing else to spend my money on, either.  Daniel won’t quit his job and travel the world with me and I don’t want to travel on my own.  Let me spoil you, just a little bit, this one time.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “I’m not comfortable with the idea of taking money from you.”

      “You aren’t taking money from me.  I’ll pay the vendors directly.  All you have to do is plan your dream wedding.”

      “I don’t think I would enjoy it if I knew you’d paid for it all.”

      “Why ever not?  You know I can pay for the entire event and not even notice the dip in my bank balance, don’t you?  Doncan and I drove around yesterday so that he could show me all of my properties.  I own dozens of houses and other buildings all over this island.  I’m making more in rental income each month now than I made in a year of teaching and if I ever start to run short of money, I can always sell a few houses.  Let me do this one little thing for you and Tim.  It will make me happy and it will let you have the wedding that Tim wants.”

      “What about what I want?”

      “What do you want?”

      Shelly sighed again.  “I wish I knew.  The money is part of it, the biggest part, but I also feel sort of foolish for thinking about having a big wedding.  Tim and I have both been married before.  We should just have a small ceremony and then a celebration with just a few of our closest friends.”

      “Says who?”

      “That’s just what’s done,” Shelly replied with a laugh.  “I don’t know who said so, but I also don’t know anyone who has had a big fancy second wedding, at least not at my age.”

      “So start a new trend.  Or simply ignore everyone and do exactly what you want.  Ask yourself what Mona would do.”

      “I think, if Max would ever have agreed, Mona would have had a huge wedding with hundreds and hundreds of guests, no matter how old she and Max may have been when they’d finally done it.”

      “Exactly.  So, be like Mona.  Have a fabulous wedding and don’t worry about what anyone else thinks.  You know what I think?  I think it’s wonderful that you and Tim have found one another and I think that deserves to be celebrated in the best possible way.”

      “I’ll think about it,” Shelly said.  “If you aren’t doing anything later, you can look at the brochures with me.  Maybe you’ll have a wedding to plan one day soon.”

      Fenella made a face.  “I don’t know.  If I were Daniel, I’m not sure I’d want to be involved with me, not after yesterday.”

      “What happened yesterday?”

      “I found another body,” Fenella muttered.

      Shelly stopped and stared at her.  “Pardon?”

      “I found another body.  It wasn’t my fault.  Whoever it was had been there for a while, a long while.  I wasn’t even on the island when he or she died.  It’s not my fault.  I don’t go looking for dead people.  I don’t want to find them.  I really don’t.  I’ve had nothing but bad luck since I’ve been here and I’m ready for that to stop.  Maybe I need to move away, back to the US or something.  Maybe I wouldn’t find dead people there.  Maybe I could just have a nice, normal life again.”  She stopped and took a deep breath.  “Sorry about that,” she added.

      “You’re entitled to a rant now and again,” Shelly told her.  “You have had some rather bad luck since you’ve been here.  I’m sorry, but what happened yesterday?  You said Doncan took you around your properties.”

      “He did.  At the very last one, an old factory building in Bride, we found a body, or rather a skeleton.”

      “In Bride?  I didn’t realize Mona had properties all the way up there.”

      “She had properties everywhere.  Now I have properties everywhere, including one with a skeleton locked inside an office.”

      “Presumably it isn’t still there.”

      “I don’t know.  The inspector in charge of the investigation was thinking of leaving it in place until power was restored to the building.  He didn’t like working with just floodlight and flashlights.”

      “Which inspector is in charge?”

      “His name is Jason Wilde.”

      Shelly frowned.  “I don’t believe I know him.  The name isn’t familiar.”

      “Daniel said he hasn’t been on the island for long.”

      “That’s probably why, then.  What else did Daniel have to say about the man?”

      “That’s he’s smart and a good investigator.  The Chief Constable is letting Daniel work with him, though, as this is Inspector Wilde’s first murder investigation.”

      “Are they certain it was murder?”

      “I don’t think so, not yet, but it was definitely suspicious.  As far as anyone knows, that building has been locked up for the last twelve years.”

      “Really?  I didn’t think Mona ever let her buildings sit empty.  I remember her saying something about wanting to sell a flat in Ramsey after she’d gone a few months without being able to find a tenant for the space.  She said something about always wanting her property to make her money.”

      “There was something odd about the property in Bride.”

      “You mean besides the skeleton in the office?”

      Fenella nodded.  “Max bought it and rented it out to a company that manufactured and sold candles.  After a year, they went out of business and Max insisted on locking the doors and leaving the building empty.  Apparently, he and Mona had a huge quarrel over it, either before or after he gave it to her.  Whatever was said, she never did anything with it, either, going so far as to insist that Doncan forget that it even existed.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “That is odd.  Do you think they knew that a body had been hidden there?”

      “You knew Mona.  Do you think she’d have kept quiet about something like that?”

      They’d reached the end of the promenade.  Shelly stopped and leaned against the railing, staring out at the sea.  “No,” she said eventually.  “I can’t see Mona keeping quiet about something that serious.  I also can’t imagine Max giving her a property where someone had hidden a body.  He’d have, um, disposed of the body before he gave it to his beloved Mona.”

      “So, if they didn’t know the body was there, why would they have locked the doors and refused to rent the building out to anyone?”

      “I’m going to have to think about that,” Shelly said.  “Off the top of my head, I can’t imagine any reason why Max would behave that way.  I never met him, but I know he was a hugely successful businessman.  Leaving a property untouched, when it could have been rented out and making him money, seems an odd choice.”

      “He had to have had a reason and it had to be something pretty serious.  I mean, the dead body fits the bill, but I really don’t want to believe that he knew it was there and didn’t tell anyone.”

      “Maybe something else awful happened in the building.”

      “Such as?”

      “Maybe Max had a fight with the people who owned the business.  Maybe it was so bad that he couldn’t bear to do anything with the building after they left.”

      “I don’t understand why he wouldn’t simply sell the property if that were the case,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “None of this makes any sense.”

      “Did you say it was a candle company?”

      “Yes, a company called EC Candles.”

      “EC Candles,” Shelly echoed.  “I remember them.  They were the talk of the island for about six months some ten years ago.”

      “It was more like twelve years ago, but what was the island saying about them?”

      “Let me think for a minute.  I remember a lot, but I want to get it in the right order.”

      They walked in silence for a short while, making their way back toward their building.

      “Okay, you’re straining my memory a bit, but I think there was an article in the local paper about them.  If I remember correctly, the company was started by a family and just about everyone who worked there was related.  I remember it being somewhere in the north of the island.  If you say it was Bride, I’ll believe you.”

      “It was definitely Bride.”

      Shelly nodded.  “They were making luxury scented candles, hoping to compete with some of the big American companies who were starting to offer their candles in the UK market.  The candles were expensive, but they did smell amazing.  I bought some, actually, from a little shop in Douglas that sold them.”

      “They were good quality, then?”

      “When they first started out, they were.  Over time, people began to complain that the candles didn’t hold their scent for very long.  I had a friend who thought they were filling the jars with cheap, unscented wax and then just topping them off with enough of the scented wax to make the candles smell good in the shops.  I don’t know if that’s true, though.  This same friend thinks half of the royal family are aliens.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Only half?”

      Shelly giggled.  “Maybe more than half.  Anyway, I remember buying a few and then I remember the candles disappearing from the shops.  I don’t think the company could have been open for more than a year or two.”

      “From what I’ve heard, they were only in business for a year.”

      “I haven’t thought about them for years.  As I said, some people said the quality of the candles dropped, but I only bought a few when they first became available.  I don’t burn candles very often now and I used them even less in those days.  I was out at work all day and busy most weekends.”

      “I used to buy candles a lot, when I bought my first house.  I never actually used most of mine, either.  I gave a huge box to Jack when I left the US.”

      Fenella had been involved with Jack Dawson for over ten years.  He was a professor at the same college that Fenella had attended, and then taught at herself.  Their relationship had been comfortable but lacking in passion and she hadn’t hesitated to end it when she’d decided to move to the island.  It had taken Jack a while to accept that their relationship was over, but he’d recently gotten engaged to a woman he’d known for only a few months.

      “Do you think he uses them?” Shelly asked.

      “I doubt it very much.  Actually, knowing Jack, I hope he doesn’t.  He’s so absentminded that he’d light one and then forget and end up burning his house down.”

      “I may still have a few EC candles somewhere,” Shelly said thoughtfully.  “When I sold my house, I just threw everything into boxes.  I didn’t trust myself to make smart decisions about what to keep and what to throw away at that point.”

      “Where would they be?”

      “In boxes in my storage room in the building.  I have a lot of boxes down there, full of things I’ll probably never need or want again.”

      “Do you think you could find them easily?”

      “I could try.”

      Fenella sighed.  “It really doesn’t matter.  There’s just a part of me that would love to see one of the candles.  I don’t even know why.  It isn’t as if the candles hold the key to the murder or anything.”

      “Was it definitely murder?”

      “The body was inside a locked office.  I suppose he or she could have locked themselves in and then had a heart attack, but murder seems more likely.”

      “I wonder who you’ve found.”

      “So do I.  I don’t suppose someone from the candle company went missing years ago?” Fenella asked.

      “Not that I recall, and I think I’d remember, actually.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I suppose I’m just curious about the business that used to operate in one of the properties I’ve inherited.  It seems very much as if something odd was going on up there.”

      “Let’s go see if we can find my candle collection, then,” Shelly suggested.

      They’d conveniently reached their building as Shelly spoke.

      “Are you sure you don’t mind?” Fenella asked, trying not to appear too eager.

      “Not at all.  I really should start going through the things in the storage room.  At some point, I’m going to be moving, after all.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I’m trying not to think about that.”

      “I know.  I’m going to miss you, too,” Shelly replied as they crossed the road and walked into the large lobby.

      “But you’ll have Tim for company.”

      “I just hope we can live together.  After being married for over thirty years, I’ve enjoyed living on my own.  I hope I can adjust to being married again.”

      “You love Tim.  You’ll make it work.”

      “What about you and Daniel?  Do you think you’ll ever get married or live together?”

      “I’m just looking forward to him moving into his new apartment on the promenade.  It’s going to be lovely having him so close.”

      Shelly led Fenella down the corridor where each apartment in the building had its own small storage room.

      “Maybe I should look around Mona’s room,” Fenella said thoughtfully as they walked past the door to Fenella’s storage room.  “Maybe she had some candles from EC.”

      “If Max owned the building, they probably gave her a few when they first opened.”

      “She may have gotten rid of all of them after, well, after whatever happened, happened.”

      Shelly opened the next door along the corridor and pulled it open.  “Please ignore the mess,” she said as she switched on the light.

      Fenella looked around the room.  There were dozens of boxes stacked along the walls, all of which were neatly labeled.  “This isn’t a mess.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “Every time I come down here, I think I should just bin everything in here.  Maybe not the Christmas decorations, because I’ve actually used them since I’ve been here, but everything else.”

      “You should repack everything into new boxes when you get ready to move in with Tim,” Fenella suggested.  “That way you could sort through everything.”

      “We’ll see.  I’m a little bit worried about the memories that are lurking in every box,” Shelly admitted.

      Fenella gave her friend a hug.  “If you want some help going through the boxes, just let me know.  I’d be more than happy to help.”

      “Thanks.  For now, let’s focus on what we’re looking for, though.  I had candles scattered all through the house, but I think I put most of them into one box.”  She walked over to the first stack of boxes and began to slowly work her way around the room.

      “Can I help?”

      “Not really.  I just have to find the right, ah, this may be, oh, no, wait, here we are.”  Shelly pointed to a box at the bottom of a stack of five.  “Of course it’s the one on the bottom.”

      Fenella helped her move the four boxes on top of the one that was labeled “Candles and Holders.”

      “Here goes nothing,” Shelly said as she opened the box.  The pair sat on the floor while Shelly unwrapped more than a dozen different candles and holders.  Fenella was starting to lose hope as the box slowly emptied.

      “Ah,” Shelly exclaimed suddenly.  “I found one.”

      She held out the small jar candle.  Fenella wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting, but what Shelly had found was boringly ordinary.  It looked just like every other jar candle in the world, right down to the label with its large picture of brightly colored flowers.

      “’Floral Bouquet,’” Fenella read off the label.  “That’s a pretty uninspired name, really.”

      Shelly laughed.  “It smelled wonderful, though.  I actually used to burn that one once in a while.”

      Fenella opened the jar and sniffed.  “There’s still a little bit of scent left.  It might be stronger if you burn it.”

      Shelly took the jar from her and smelled the contents.  “This brings back memories,” she said.  “I kept this candle in the bathroom and I used to light it when I took a bath.”

      “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine, really,” Shelly said, wiping away a tear.  She handed the candle back to Fenella and went back to looking through the box.

      As she worked, Fenella took a closer look at the candle’s label.  “’Created with care on the beautiful Isle of Man,’” she read.  “The company logo is pretty uninspired, too.”

      Shelly looked over at the label.  “It’s a circle with the letters C and E inside.  I’m not sure that even qualifies as a logo.”

      “I certainly hope they didn’t pay anyone to design it for them.”

      “Here’s another one,” Shelly said.  She held the candle out to Fenella.

      “’Winter Roses,’” Fenella read.  “Can you actually grow roses in the winter?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      Fenella opened the jar and inhaled.  “Not much scent left in this one.”

      “More like none,” Shelly said after she’d taken a sniff.  “This one was a gift from a student.  I don’t think I cared for the scent, which is probably why it’s never been lit.”

      “I wonder if there’s any way to work out when the two candles were manufactured.  It would be interesting to know if Winter Roses was made after Spring Bouquet.  If it was, maybe they really were using cheaper materials and that’s why it has lost its scent.”

      “Or maybe some scents simply don’t last as long,” Shelly suggested.  “There might be a lot more scent when it’s burned, too.”

      “Do you want to try burning them both and seeing what happens?”

      Shelly thought for a moment and then shook her head.  “I’d rather not, actually, but you’re more than welcome to have both of them.  Then you can conduct your own experiments with them.”

      “Are you sure?”

      Shelly nodded.  “I truly do need to start clearing out some of the boxes in here.  If you don’t want those candles, I think I’ll start with them and throw them both away.”

      “Don’t do that,” Fenella said quickly.  She grabbed both jars and held them close.

      Shelly laughed.  “Do you want anything else from this box?  There isn’t much here that I want to keep.”

      “Have you been through it all?”

      “There’s one more candle,” Shelly said.  “Oh, and it’s another EC one, too.”  She opened the jar and smelled the candle.  “Christmas Morning,” she said before she’d even looked at the label.  “I remember this one.  It’s a wonderful scent, but it used to make John sneeze for some reason.  I used to think that he was faking, actually, and it used to annoy me.”  She stopped as tears began to slide down her cheeks.  “I miss him so much,” she said softly.

      Fenella put the candles down and pulled her friend into an awkward hug.  “I’m sorry,” she murmured.

      Shelly cried on her shoulder for a minute and then took a few shaky breaths.  “Maybe I’m not ready to go through the boxes in here yet.”

      “There isn’t any rush, is there?”

      “No, not really.  But now I’m wondering if I’m truly ready to get married again.  I miss John and sometimes I feel terribly disloyal when I’m with Tim.”

      “You’ve told me before that you know he’d have wanted you to be happy again.”

      Shelly sighed.  “I need to get out of here.  Take the candles, all three of them.  I don’t want to see them again.”

      Fenella slowly stood up and then helped Shelly to her feet.  As Shelly headed for the door, Fenella picked up the three candles and followed her.

      “I’m sorry,” she said as Shelly locked the door behind them.  “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “You didn’t upset me.  It’s fine, really.”

      Fenella put her arm around her friend as they walked to the elevators.  “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked in the corridor outside of their apartments.

      “I’m fine, truly.  I just wasn’t expecting the memories to hit me so hard, that’s all.  I’ll see you later.”

      Fenella watched as Shelly let herself into her apartment and then dug out her own keycard.  She’d have to make a point of calling or visiting Shelly again later, she thought as she shut her door behind herself.

      As she put the candles on the counter in the kitchen, she opened the last one that Shelly had found and took a sniff.  While she had no idea what Christmas morning actually smelled like, the scent was lovely.

      “It smells of spices and pine and oranges,” she told Katie who looked up at her and then went back to grooming herself.

      “Ah, good morning,” Mona said breezily as she appeared next to Fenella.  “I’m going to make an effort to always appear in front of you so that you’re less shocked when I speak.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella replied.  She put the third candle down on the counter.  “We need…” she began, stopping when she saw the look on Mona’s face.

      “Where did you get those?” Mona demanded.

      “From Shelly.  She was clearing out some things from her storage room.”

      “Get rid of them.”

      “Why would I do that?  I wanted to ask you about EC Candles, actually.”

      “I won’t discuss them,” Mona told her.  “I won’t discuss them and I won’t stay here if you’re going to keep those candles, either.”

      “But I need to know…”

      Mona held up a hand.  “I will not discuss EC Candles with you,” she said sharply.  “And I won’t be back until those candles are gone.”

      She disappeared in a puff of black smoke, which was an unexpected new trick.
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      “But…” Fenella said.  “She can’t just disappear,” she told Katie.  “I need to talk to her.”

      “Merrow,” Katie replied.

      Fenella sighed.  “And I don’t want to get rid of the candles, either.  I want to test them to see how strong the scents are when they’re burned.  Not that it really matters, of course.  I don’t know what I want to do.”

      Katie stared at her for a moment and then dashed away, no doubt heading for her spot on Fenella’s bed to take a nap.  Feeling as if Katie had a much better life than she did, Fenella plopped down on a couch and looked out at the sea.  She was still sitting there, watching the waves, when the phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “Good morning.  It’s Doncan.  How are you today?  I hope you’ve recovered from our ordeal yesterday.”

      “I’m mostly fine,” she replied.  “How are you?”

      “I’m feeling better than I was after we found our first body together, anyway.  I’m far less shaken by the experience this time.”

      “That’s good to hear.”

      “My phones have been ringing off the hook today, of course,” he continued.  “As soon as word got out that I’d discovered a body at an old building in Bride, everyone wants to speak to me.  One of my calls was especially interesting, though.”

      “Oh?”

      “Christine Hollis rang me.”

      “The wife of the owner of EC Candles?”

      “That’s the one.  She wants access to the building once the police are finished with it.”

      “Why?”

      “She said that they shut down in a huge hurry and left a lot of important papers behind.  She wants a chance to get them back.”

      “It’s been twelve years.  They can’t have been that important.”

      “I said something along those lines to her.  She suggested that I arrange for you to meet with her and maybe a few others from the business.  She seems to think that she’ll be able to persuade you to let them have access to the building.”

      “She thinks I’ll be easier to persuade than you were, doesn’t she?”

      Doncan chuckled.  “I would assume so, yes.”

      “What is she after?”

      “I wish I knew.  At a guess, there’s something in the files that she doesn’t want anyone to find.  Maybe some sort of accounting irregularities, but it could be anything.”

      “I don’t understand why she’s waited twelve years to ask for access.”

      “Her husband terminated the lease and signed the document transferring ownership of anything they’d left behind to Max.  Maybe he didn’t realize that his wife had left something important behind.”

      “Is he going to be included in the meeting?”

      “I asked her about that and she told me that Ewan is across at the moment.”

      “Really?  It would probably make more sense for us to wait to have the meeting until he’s back.  I’d like to know why he signed everything over to Max, considering how much they left behind.”

      “I told her I’d ring her back later today.  When I speak to her, I’ll tell her that you would prefer to meet with both her and her husband together and see what she says.”

      “Unless the body has been identified by that time,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “In light of her sudden interest in the building, I can’t help but wonder if we’ve found Ewan.”

      “She said he was across, not that he’s been missing for twelve years.”

      “Maybe the body hasn’t been there for that long.  Maybe Ewan and Christine kept a set of keys after they terminated the lease.  They may have even been using the building for weeks or months after they were supposed to have moved out.  I can’t imagine Max ever checked, considering how he seems to have felt about the place.”

      “Even if they had used it for some time after the lease ended, you saw the state of the place yesterday.  It had been years since anyone was in the building.”

      “So Christine killed Ewan and hid his body there and now she simply tells people that he’s across whenever anyone asks,” Fenella suggested.

      “I can’t see her family going along with that.”

      “Maybe they were all in on it together.”

      “Maybe.  I think it’s highly unlikely, but now I’m hesitant to ring Mrs. Hollis back.  Perhaps I will wait until after the body has been identified before I ring her.”

      “Or maybe you should get the meeting set up now, before the body is identified.  She might be less eager to speak to us if it does turn out to have been her husband.”

      “If the body truly is her husband’s, or anyone associated with their business, the police aren’t going to want you meeting with any of them.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t want to annoy Daniel, but I’m really curious about EC Candles.  I still want to go through the file cabinets and see what I can learn about the business.”

      “You may not want to mention that to Christine Hollis.”

      “Probably not.  For now, when you do talk to her, tell her that I want to wait and speak to both her and her husband at the same time.  It may be interesting what she says to that, anyway.”

      “I’ll ring you back after I speak to her.  In the meantime, ring me if you need anything.”

      Fenella put the phone down and then looked over at the candles.  “Time for an experiment,” she muttered.  She dug through the drawers until she found some matches.

      “Christmas Morning for the spare bedroom,” she said, putting the candle on the bedside table and then lighting it.   She put Winter Roses in the small adjoining bathroom, carefully shutting first the bathroom door and then the bedroom one.

      Finally, she set Spring Boutique back on the kitchen counter and lit it.  Katie never jumped on the counter, at least not when Fenella was home, but she shut her bedroom door, as well, leaving Katie sleeping on her bed.

      Setting a timer for sixty minutes, she grabbed a book and then curled up to get lost in Miami for a short while.  When the timer went off, she inhaled through her nose.  From where she was sitting, she couldn’t really smell anything, but as she got closer to the candle, the scent grew stronger.  Standing right next to it, the smell was definitely noticeable and Fenella could see why Shelly had liked it so much.

      In the bedroom, the predominant smell was cinnamon, which was pleasant enough, Fenella thought.  When she opened the bathroom door, she frowned.  For the most part, all she could smell was the cleaning solution that she’d used in there the previous day.  The candle didn’t seem to be producing any scent at all.  Even when she stuck her nose right over the candle, Fenella couldn’t smell much of anything.  Sighing, she blew out all of the candles and reopened her bedroom door.

      “Mewoow,” Katie greeted her, rushing into the kitchen and then shouting loudly from there.

      “It is time for lunch, you’re right,” Fenella told her when she joined her.  “I lost track of time while doing my experiment.”

      She filled Katie’s food and water bowls and then made herself a sandwich.  “I don’t think I proved anything,” she told the kitten who was quickly clearing her bowl.  “I don’t know when any of the candles were made, so I don’t know if the Winter Roses one was made after the others or not.  If it was, my experiment lends some credibility to the idea that the company started cutting corners after a while, though.”

      Katie looked up at her.  “Merroww,” she said before she went back to eating.

      “It wasn’t a complete waste of time.  It smells nice in here and in the spare bedroom.  Now I just have to decide what to do with the candles.  If I keep them, Mona said she won’t come back.  I can’t give them back to Shelly, but I hate to simply throw them away.  I suppose I won’t miss Winter Roses, but the other two smell nice.”

      Katie didn’t have any additional words of wisdom, so Fenella finished her lunch and then went back to her book.  While she wanted rather desperately to ask Mona about the building in Bride and its secrets, she wasn’t ready to concede to her aunt’s demands.  Putting everything off for the time being seemed a better solution.

      She was only a few pages away from finding out who’d killed the unpleasant waiter when someone knocked on her door.

      “Hello,” she said, smiling at Daniel, who rarely visited her unexpectedly.

      “Hello,” he replied.  “I’m afraid I’m here on business rather than pleasure.”

      She sighed and then took a step backward.  “Come in,” she invited.

      He shut the door behind himself and then pulled her into a kiss that she wasn’t expecting.  When he lifted his head, she struggled for a moment to remember her own name.

      “I hope that wasn’t business,” she said as he released her.

      He chuckled.  “That won’t be going into my report, but everything else we do or say will.”

      “Do you want a drink?  Did you have lunch?”

      “Surprisingly, I did have lunch.  Jason is much better at looking after himself than I am at looking after myself.  He insisted that we take a break for lunch and he took me to a wonderful vegetarian restaurant near Bride.”

      “He’s a vegetarian?”

      “No, but there aren’t all that many places to eat in the north.  He rotates between half a dozen or so for his lunch each day.  That way he gets to touch base with the local businesses as well as support them.”

      “And he gets a lunch break.”

      “Exactly.  Anyway, today he was going to the vegetarian place and he invited me to join him.”

      “And the food was good?”

      “It was delicious, but I’d love a cup of coffee if you don’t mind.”

      “Not at all.  I have some chocolate cookies, er, biscuits, too,” Fenella said, adding the British word.

      “I don’t need biscuits, just coffee.”

      “But you won’t object if I put some biscuits out, will you?  Okay, I’ll admit it, I want to try them.  They look really good and I haven’t found a good excuse to try them yet.”

      “Why do you need an excuse?”

      Fenella frowned at him.  “They were quite expensive and buying them felt like a huge indulgence.  I can’t open them for just me to eat.”

      “Of course you can, but now I’m intrigued.  Let’s try them.”

      After starting the coffee maker, Fenella opened the box of expensive biscuits.  “Well, there aren’t very many in the box, really,” she said, holding it up so that Daniel could see that at least half the space was taken up by packaging.

      “They’d better be delicious.”

      A few minutes later, having poured them each a cup of coffee, she joined him at the kitchen counter.

      “How are they?” she asked as she reached for a biscuit.

      “Good, but not truly amazing,” he told her.

      “I’m already disappointed and I haven’t even tried one yet,” she replied with a frown.

      “I wish I could stay and talk with you all day, but I truly am working,” Daniel replied.  He pulled out his notebook and a pen.  “I have a few more questions for you, please.”

      “For the record, I’m even more disappointed now that I’ve tried one.  They were definitely not worth the price.”

      Daniel made a note.  “That wasn’t actually one of my questions, but thanks for that.”

      “What are your questions, then?”

      “I want you to tell me again what Doncan said about the building in Bride.”

      Fenella did her best to repeat the conversations from the previous day.  “I spoke to him again today,” she added when she was done.  “Apparently, Christine Hollis wants to meet me.  She wants me to give her access to the building.  Apparently, they left in a hurry and left some important papers behind.”

      “So important that they haven’t missed them for the past twelve years?”

      “Something like that, anyway.”

      “What did Doncan tell her?”

      “That he’d speak with me and get back to her.  I suggested that it would easier if the meeting included her husband.  He was the one who terminated the lease agreement and signed all of the things that were left behind over to Max, after all.  Apparently, Christine told Doncan that Ewan was across at the moment.”

      “Did she?”

      “That’s what he said.  He’s going to tell her that I want to wait for him to get back before we meet.”

      “You’re going to have a long wait then,” Daniel said.

      “Why?”

      He sighed.  “You can’t repeat this, not yet.  It’s going to be in the papers tomorrow, probably, but for now it’s still confidential.”

      “The body was Ewan Hollis’s,” Fenella guessed.

      “It’s going to take a few days to confirm his identity, but we’ve reasons to believe that it’s him, yes.”

      “I don’t understand.  Why would Christine tell Doncan that her husband was across if he’s been missing for all these years?”

      “I’ll be asking her that question later today.”

      “Can you tell me why you think it’s him?”

      “No.”

      “Was it definitely murder?”

      “We have reason to believe that it was murder.”

      “That was a very formal reply.”

      He chuckled and then pulled her into a short kiss.  “I don’t mean to be formal, but I have to be careful what I say.  At this point, we’re still waiting for confirmation on the identity of the body and on how he died.  Obviously, the second thing is considerably more difficult because of the condition of the remains.”

      “But you think it’s Ewan and you think he was murdered.”

      “Yes, but that’s only for your ears.”

      “So why does his wife want to meet with me?  What else is hiding in that building?”

      “There’s a lot of old paperwork, all of which is going to have to be carefully gone through.  If you do meet with Mrs. Hollis, you can tell her that the police aren’t going to allow access for weeks, maybe months.  I want someone to look at every scrap of paper in the building before we finish with the site.”

      “Is that typical?”

      He shrugged.  “In cases like this one, where the body has been hidden away for years in an abandoned building, the police will generally want to go through everything that’s in the building with the body.  What’s unusual is the sheer volume of papers in this particular building.  Going through it all is going to be a huge project.  Under other circumstances, we might struggle to get the building’s owners to cooperate with a lengthy investigation, but this time I believe the owner will be obliging.”

      She laughed and then gave him a quick kiss.  “You said there was a lot of work to do, though.  Can I help?”

      “Seriously?”

      “Seriously.  I’d really like to go through everything in those files.  I’m incredibly curious about EC Candles.”

      “I’ll speak to the Chief Constable.  I doubt very much any of our constables will want the job.  The building is dark and dusty and musty and there’s probably nothing of interest to find.”

      “Shelly found some old candles from EC,” she told him, gesturing toward the one she’d left on the counter.

      He picked it up and studied it for a moment.  “I can’t imagine it having anything to do with the case, but I’d like to take this, if I can.”

      “I don’t see why not.  Do you want the other two, as well?”

      He shrugged.  “Again, I don’t know why I want them, but I do.”

      Fenella collected the other two candles from where she’d left them, putting them into a bag for Daniel.

      “But we were talking about the building.  You won’t still need to go through everything if you find the killer, will you?” she asked as she sat back down next to him.

      “That rather depends on the motive, really.  If it is Ewan, and he was killed over a business matter, then what’s in those files could become vitally important.”

      “So we just have to hope that his wife killed him because he was having an affair with their neighbor or something similar.  Then I can go through the files at my leisure.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “We’re working on getting Ewan’s dental records to help us identify the body.  I’ll be speaking to his wife and the rest of the extended family this afternoon.  When were you planning to meet with her?”

      “Doncan was supposed to suggest that we wait until her husband returned.  Maybe I should ring him and suggest that we meet tomorrow, though.”

      “Tomorrow is Tynwald Day,” he reminded her.

      “Oh, yes, so we’ll probably have to wait until Thursday.  I’m looking forward to tomorrow, even if I did forget about it.”

      “I’m looking forward to it as well, although I don’t know how much of the day I’ll get to enjoy.  Murder investigations have to take precedence, of course.”

      “Does that mean you have to work all day?”

      He shook his head.  “I hope not.  I was supposed to be helping at St. John’s during my shift, but I’ll be working this case instead.  If I can get through the family interviews today, I can spend tomorrow in Bride, starting to look through everything else in the building.  Jason is supposed to meet me there at seven unless my plans change.  If we don’t find anything significant, I should still be able to meet you around four on the green in front of Tynwald Hill.”

      “I hope you don’t find anything significant, then.”

      “On the other hand, the sooner we can wrap the case, the better.”

      She nodded.  “I know you’re right.  I just wish you could put the entire thing on hold for tomorrow.  Tynwald Day is a holiday, after all.”

      “And I’ll be there as soon as I can be.  I was hoping to take you to dinner tonight, but I’m afraid I’m going to be tied up in Bride until late.  I’ll text you when I get home.  If you’re still awake, we can talk.”

      “I’ll stay up,” she promised.  “Although I do have to get up early tomorrow.”

      “Get some sleep, then.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      She walked him to the door.  “Text me when you get home,” she said after the kiss.  “If I’m asleep, I’ll get the message in the morning, but at least I’ll know you got home safely.”

      He nodded.  “I’ll do that, then.”

      She stood in the doorway and watched him walk away, carrying the bag with Shelly’s candles inside.  As the elevator doors shut behind him, she closed her apartment door.

      “Doncan first,” she muttered as she headed for the phone.

      “Have you spoken to Christine Hollis yet?” she asked when Breesha put her through.

      “Not yet.”

      “See if you can set up a meeting with her for Thursday,” she said.  “With her and with whoever else wants to come with her.”

      “You’ve learned something.”

      “Daniel was just here, but I’m not allowed to repeat anything he told me.”

      “But if you’re prepared to meet with Mrs. Hollis without her husband being present, you must have heard something about Mr. Hollis.  Maybe even learned that he’s who we found in Bride.”

      “The police haven’t made a formal identification yet.  That’s going to take time.”

      “Of course, but they think it was Ewan Hollis.  Interesting.  That makes his wife’s, or rather his widow’s desire to get into the building all that much more curious.”

      “I thought so, too.”

      “Perhaps she won’t be as interested in talking with you once she finds out that she’s now a widow.”

      “I suppose that depends on what she’s after in that building.”

      “I’ll ring her immediately and ring you back.”

      Fenella paced around the apartment, walking from room to room, while she waited.  When the phone rang, she grabbed it immediately.

      “We’re going to meet in my office at ten on Thursday,” Doncan told her.  “She said she was sorry that her husband would be unable to attend, but she wasn’t certain when he’d be getting back from the UK.”

      “How odd.”

      “Indeed.  She did say that she’ll probably bring a few other people with her, though.  Apparently, her sister and her brother-in-law are also interested in getting back into the building.”

      “They’re all going to be disappointed, as Daniel has said that no one is going to be allowed in until the police have gone over every inch of the place, including going through all of the paperwork in the files.”

      “I suspect she isn’t going to be happy to hear that.”

      “I’m looking forward to meeting her.”

      “I am, as well.  It’s almost unfortunate that Tynwald Day is tomorrow.”

      “But I’m looking forward to tomorrow.  I really hope it doesn’t rain.”

      “We all hope it doesn’t rain, every year.  Most years we get lucky for at least a few hours.”

      “I’d like sunshine all day, please.”

      Doncan laughed.  “I’m an advocate, not a miracle worker, but I’ll do what I can.”

      “Thank you.  If I don’t see you tomorrow, I’ll be at your office at ten on Thursday.”

      “Make it half nine.  We have a few things to discuss before the meeting.”

      “I’ll be there,” Fenella replied, mentally translating the time to nine-thirty, the way it was said in American English.  “Half nine,” she muttered as she put the phone down.  Presumably, it was simply a shortening of half past nine.  In some ways, it sounded better than nine thirty, even if it did confuse her.

      She sat down on the couch and looked out at the sea.  “The candles are gone,” she said loudly.

      After counting slowly to one hundred, she repeated herself.  When Mona didn’t appear, she went back to her book, eager to discover the killer.  When she put the book back down, she frowned at it.  The author had thrown in a completely unexpected twist, revealing the killer as someone whose motive had been completely hidden until the last few pages.

      “The candles are gone,” Fenella shouted crossly as she carried the book into the spare bedroom.  As she found a space for it on the bookshelf there, she noticed that the room still smelled very faintly of the candle she’d burned earlier.  Perhaps Mona is staying away until all of the scent has disappeared, she thought.  Can ghosts smell? was her next thought.  Sighing, she walked back into the living room.  Mona was sitting on one of the couches, staring out at the sea.

      “Hello,” Fenella said.

      “Hello,” Mona replied.

      “Daniel has taken the candles.”

      “That’s nice.”

      “That’s nice?  Aren’t you at all curious as to why he’s taken them?”

      “I assume he’s taken them because you gave them to him to make his new flat feel cozier.”

      “That isn’t why.”

      “It doesn’t matter.  I don’t want to talk about the candles.”

      “But we do need to talk,” Fenella said.

      “Do we?  I’m not going to explain why those candles upset me so much.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Okay, let’s talk about something else.  Yesterday, Doncan took me to see all of the properties you left me.”

      “I suppose it’s about time you went and saw them, although you could simply have asked me about them.”

      “I could have, but it was nice to see them for myself.”

      “I was planning on selling a few of them, just before I died.  Do you have a list?  There was a house in Foxdale that I wanted to sell and a property in the south of the island as well.”

      Fenella got out the list and she and Mona went through it together, discussing each property in turn.  The last property was on the last page, by itself.  Before Fenella could turn the page, Mona got up from her chair.

      “That’s everything, then,” she said.  “All of the properties that I owned.  I believe I’ve left you quite comfortable, haven’t I?”

      “You have, of course.”

      “Good.  I need to go.”

      “Wait, we have one more property to discuss,” Fenella objected.  “The building in Bride where EC Candles had their business.”

      “I told you I won’t discuss them with you.”

      “What about the building?  Why did Max leave it empty after EC Candles moved out?  Why did he give you the building but tell you to leave it empty, too?  What were you and Max hiding?”

      Mona shook her head.  “I need to go.”

      “Mona, I need answers.”

      “I’m sorry, but I can’t answer your questions.  Doncan was told to forget that that property existed.  He should have done as I instructed him.  He never should have told you about that building and he definitely shouldn’t have taken you there.  I assume he took you there?”

      “He did.  The building is falling down.”

      Mona shrugged.  “He shouldn’t have taken you there.  I’ve half a mind to go and haunt him for a while.  I gave him very specific instructions about that building before I died.”

      “And now Christine Hollis wants to meet me.”

      “You must say no.  You must do everything in your power to stay away from her, from her husband, and from the rest of that family.”

      “I don’t have to worry about her husband, anyway.”

      Mona shook her head.  “That man is a horrible person who will destroy you if he can find a way.  Please believe me when I say that you need to stay away from all of them.”

      “But Ewan is….”

      Mona held up a hand.  “I need to go.  This conversation is too difficult.”  As Mona disappeared, Fenella noticed that she had tears on cheeks.  This time she simply faded away.

      “But Ewan is dead,” Fenella said into the empty space.

      A few hours later, as Fenella was busy scouring the Internet for any mention of EC Candles, someone knocked on her door.

      “Tim and I were meant to be having dinner together, but there’s been some sort of work emergency and I’m suddenly on my own.  Do you want to get something to eat with me or do you have plans with Daniel?” Shelly asked.

      “He’s working, too,” Fenella replied.  “Let’s go somewhere fabulous.”

      There was a very expensive and wonderful restaurant only a short walk away.  Fenella didn’t go there often, but she knew they would always have a table for her if she did decide to visit.

      “Yes, let’s,” Shelly agreed.  “We deserve a treat.”

      Fenella looked down at her jeans and sweatshirt.  “I’m going to have to change,” she laughed.

      “Me, too,” Shelly said, even though she was wearing a pretty, summery dress.  “I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

      Fenella went through Mona’s wardrobe, looking for just the right outfit.  Nearly everything in it had been custom made for Mona but the gorgeous clothes all seemed to fit Fenella perfectly, or at least they did when she and Mona weren’t fighting.

      She pulled out a pretty blue dress and held it against herself.  “I’m not sure it will fit,” she said with a sigh.  “Not when Mona is cross with me.”

      A moment later, she studied herself in the mirror.  The dress fit perfectly, which suggested that Mona wasn’t as upset as Fenella had feared.  “Or maybe the clothes aren’t magic.  Maybe they just happen to fit,” she muttered to herself as she touched up her makeup.

      It was just a short walk to the restaurant and, as ever, Fenella and Shelly were quickly escorted past the queue and to a table in a quiet corner.

      “Wine?” Shelly asked.

      “Yes, please,” Fenella replied.

      They ordered a bottle of wine and their meals.

      “How are you?” Fenella asked Shelly as the waiter walked away.

      “I’m fine.  I had a short cry and then I rang Tim and told him what had happened.  He, well, he was incredibly sweet about the entire thing.  He told me that we can postpone the wedding if I truly don’t feel ready, which made me realize that I’m actually quite eager to get married.”  Shelly shrugged and then laughed.  “Grief is a weird emotion, but I’m going to get through it.”

      “I already thought Tim was pretty great.”

      “He’s better than pretty great.  I can’t believe I was fortunate enough to find him and that he was foolish enough to fall in love with me.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I think falling in love with you was the smartest thing he’s ever done.”

      They ate and drank and laughed about nothing and everything for the next hour.  It wasn’t until they were walking back toward home that Shelly asked about the murder investigation.

      “Have they identified the body yet?” she asked Fenella.

      “Not as far as I know,” she replied.  “But Christine Hollis rang Doncan and asked to be allowed to get into the building in Bride.”

      “Christine Hollis?  Half of EC Candles?”

      “That’s the one.  She told Doncan that her husband, Ewan, is across, but that she needed to get into the building to get some important papers that were left there.”

      “Left there a decade ago.  They can’t be that important.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “That’s what everyone says.  I’m going to meet with her on Thursday.”

      “Because tomorrow is Tynwald Day.  Are you still going out with me and Tim?”

      “If you don’t mind.  Daniel has to work most of the day, although he’s supposed to be meeting me in St. John’s around four.  You never know with murder investigations, though.”

      They hugged in the corridor outside of their apartments and then let themselves into their homes.
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      Fenella was crawling into bed when Daniel texted.

      Still expecting to be to Tynwald Hill around half three or four tomorrow.  Love you.

      Fenella smiled and then struggled with her reply.

      Looking forward to it.  Hugs, was what she finally sent.  “It’s such a hard word to say,” she told Katie.  “Even in a text message, I just can’t bring myself to say it.”

      The animal yawned and then shut her eyes.

      Sighing, Fenella slid under the covers and closed her eyes.  When her alarm rang at six, she jumped up, feeling confused.

      “Merooowwwwww,” Katie complained loudly.

      “Sorry, but it’s Tynwald Day,” Fenella told her.  “We have to go early in order to get parked before it gets too crazy.  I’ll have your breakfast for you shortly.  Mrs. Jacobson from across the hall is going to come over and get you your lunch and your dinner.”

      Katie nodded and then put her head down and went right back to sleep.  Fenella headed for the shower, feeling grateful that Shelly talked to absolutely everyone.  Mrs. Jacobson had only moved into the building a few weeks ago, but Shelly already knew the woman’s entire life story.  The part that mattered to Fenella was that Mrs. Jacobson loved cats, but that her daughter did not.  Mrs. Jacobson had mobility issues and, at eighty-six, she had finally given up living on her own to move in with her daughter at Promenade View.  Unable to get out of the apartment very often, she had been delighted when Shelly had invited her over for tea one afternoon.

      Now, she and Shelly visited one another regularly.  Mrs. Jacobson adored Shelly’s cat, Smokey, and it hadn’t been long before she’d been introduced to Fenella’s Katie as well.  When the subject of Tynwald Day had first arisen, Fenella and Shelly had both worried about leaving their animals home alone all day.  Mrs. Jacobson had quickly offered to take care of feeding both pets and Shelly and Fenella had been happy to agree.  Katie seemed to enjoy Mrs. Jacobson’s company and Fenella knew that the older woman always appreciated being able to spend time with any cat.

      Fenella got dressed with care, choosing clothes that would be comfortable for a picnic on the lawn and then pulled her hair into a low ponytail.  Before she went out, she got Katie’s breakfast for her and then put everything Mrs. Jacobson would need for Katie’s lunch and dinner on the counter, along with a note telling the woman what to give Katie, when.  For her part, Katie was still fast asleep, even as the clock ticked past seven.  Shelly knocked on her door about quarter past.

      “Ready?” she asked Fenella.

      “I am.  And I’m really grateful to Mrs. Jacobson.”

      “I know what you mean.  Tim and I talked about one of us coming back at midday to feed Smokey, but you know there’s no parking at St. John’s later in the day.  This way, we can go and have a wonderful time and not worry about either kitty.”

      Tim was waiting by the elevators.  He’d left his car parked right outside the building.

      “Thank you for driving today,” Fenella told him as they got into the car.

      “I didn’t have a choice,” he laughed.  “I have all of my equipment in the boot.  We’re playing a couple of sets throughout the day.”

      “I didn’t realize you were performing, but I should have expected it,” Fenella replied.

      “We weren’t going to do anything, and then Paul came home for a few days.  The rest of us weren’t going to pass up a chance to play with Paul, so Mark rang around and got us added to the schedule,” he told her.

      Paul Baldwin was a talented singer who fronted the band when he was on the island.  As he was busy pursuing his musical career in London at the moment, he rarely performed with them, though.

      “Something else to look forward to today, then,” Fenella replied.  “Paul’s incredibly talented.”

      “He is, and he’s getting noticed across, too.  This may be the last time he’s unknown enough to play with us,” Tim said.

      They chatted about Paul and the weather, which was overcast, but dry, as they made their way across the island.  They were still some distance from St. John’s when they saw the first sign for Tynwald Day parking.

      “I think we can go a bit further,” Tim said as he drove past it.  “There should be closer parking at this hour of the morning.  I hope I won’t have to carry my equipment too far, although I can move my car later, if I need to, as they have a special car park for performers.  I just can’t park there until an hour before our first performance.”

      “This will do nicely,” Shelly said as they turned into a large parking lot only a short distance from Tynwald Hill.  “It isn’t too far to carry your things or our chairs and our picnic.”

      They took their folding chairs out of the car along with the large picnic basket.  Tim carried the picnic and both his and Shelly’s chairs.  Fenella followed with her chair.

      “Where should we go?” Shelly asked as they approached the hill.

      “It doesn’t really matter,” Tim replied.  “We aren’t really here for the ceremony.”

      Fenella didn’t agree.  As a historian, the ceremony was her favorite part of the day.  She didn’t argue, either, though.  Wherever they sat, she’d be able to see and hear everything that was happening on the hill.

      “How about here?” Shelly asked a moment later.  There were only a handful of other people there, mostly spread out on blankets, although a few others had folding chairs.  Shelly had selected a space near a small group of older adults rather than one near some of the families who seemed to be clustering together in one corner of the green space.

      “This is lovely,” Tim said.

      Fenella unfolded her chair and angled it to get the best view of Tynwald Hill.  Shelly put her chair next to Fenella’s and Tim was quick to put his on Shelly’s other side.

      “So, since there’s going to be so many lovely food trucks and the food tent open later, I thought I should pack a picnic breakfast,” Shelly said as they settled in.  “Then we can get lunch and dinner out here.”

      “Perfect,” Tim said.

      “I had breakfast,” Fenella replied.  “But I only had a slice of toast.  I’m actually starving.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I don’t usually get up this early, so I knew I’d be extra hungry once we got out here.”

      “What have you brought?” Tim asked.

      Shelly began to unpack.  “American-style pancakes.  I hope they’re still warm in their little insulated pack.  Bacon, because every day is better with bacon.  It should still be warm, too.”

      She kept up a running commentary as she unpacked more food than Fenella thought they could eat even if they had it for three meals during the day.  Once everything was spread out on the grass in its neat packaging, Shelly gave them each a plate and silverware.

      Fenella helped herself to pancakes with bacon, adding a generous amount of maple syrup to the pancakes.  Tim looked happy with his eggs and bacon while Shelly took a little bit of everything.

      “Oh, there’s cereal, too, once we’ve had the hot food,” Shelly added.

      “I don’t think I’ll have room for anything else after this,” Fenella protested.

      They ate their way through most of the contents of Shelly’s basket and then tidied everything away before the official ceremony began.  The space around them had been filling gradually as they’d been eating.

      “You can barely see the grass now for people,” Shelly whispered.

      Fenella nodded.  “Tynwald Day is amazing.”

      The ceremony was exactly as Fenella remembered it from the previous year.  She enjoyed watching the island’s government conduct their meeting in front of the crowd and she really enjoyed listening to the island’s newest laws being read out in Manx.  When it was all over, the trio started back to the car to get rid of the chairs and the picnic basket.

      “Mrs. Quirk, hello,” a voice said.

      Several minutes later, after having been stopped three times in as many minutes by Shelly’s former students, Tim looked at Fenella.

      “Maybe we should just take the things back to the car while Shelly chats with everyone on the island,” he suggested.

      “I think that may be wise,” Fenella replied.  “We’ll never get to the car, otherwise.”

      Shelly began to protest, but she was interrupted by another former student.  Fenella grabbed Shelly’s chair and quickly followed Tim to his car.

      “Everyone loved her,” Tim said proudly as they walked back toward the festival.

      “She must have been a wonderful teacher.”

      “I still can’t believe she was foolish enough to fall in love with me,” he confided.  “I know she was really upset yesterday when she started going through some of the boxes she has in storage.  She told me she thought maybe we were rushing things.  I hope I changed her mind.  I’m really looking forward to getting married.”

      “She told me she’s feeling much better today,” Fenella assured him.  “She and John were married for a long time.  I know she loves you, but she hasn’t stopped loving him and sometimes thinking about him is still going to make her sad.”

      He nodded.  “And I’m going to do everything I can to make her happy for the rest of my life.”

      When they returned from the car, they found Shelly talking to a small group of teenagers, all of whom had been her students not that many years earlier.

      “What should we do first, then?” Shelly asked after the teens rushed away, shouting about food trucks and free ice cream samples.

      “I can’t possibly be hungry,” Fenella said.

      Tim laughed.  “Me either, but they said something about ice cream.  I always have room for ice cream.”

      “There will be free samples of local ice cream in the tent that’s full of Manx vendors,” Shelly told him.  “There are usually cheese and bread samples, too.”

      “That should keep me going until lunch, then,” Tim replied.  He offered Shelly his arm and the pair began to walk toward the tent.  Fenella followed more slowly, wanting to give them some time on their own, wishing that Daniel could have taken the day off.

      “Are you coming?” Shelly asked over her shoulder as they reached the tent’s entrance.

      “I’m coming, but you two go and enjoy yourselves.  I’ll meet you back outside in an hour or so,” she replied.

      “Oh, but…” Shelly began.

      “I see the ice cream,” Tim announced.

      He led Shelly to the right as Fenella deliberately turned left.  They crossed paths about forty minutes later, near a display of locally made jams and jellies.

      “More samples,” Tim said happily.

      “He’s done nothing but eat since we got here,” Shelly told Fenella with a laugh.

      “I’ve had quite a few things myself,” Fenella admitted.  “It’s all been delicious, too.”

      She continued on, stopping a short while later when she spotted the table full of candles.

      “Manufactured on the Isle of Man,” the sign on the front of the table read.

      “Hello,” the forty-something brunette behind the table said as Fenella approached.  “We’re a local company, making candles with scents that honor the island’s history.”

      “Really?  Tell me more,” Fenella replied.

      “We’ve named some of our scents after the various heritage sites,” the girl told her.  “Castle Rushen is a favorite of mine.  If you’ve ever been there when they’ve been using the medieval kitchen, you’ll recognize the scent.”

      Fenella smelled the candle the woman held out to her.  “It smells slightly of smoke, but also of fresh bread and spices.”

      “We didn’t want the smell of smoke to dominate, but we wanted it in there.”

      “I like it a lot, actually.”

      “Peel Castle smells of heather and gorse with a touch of sea air.”

      Fenella found herself falling in love with just about every one of the candles.  “I can’t possibly carry all of the candles I want today.  Where can I get them locally?”

      The woman named an expensive boutique shop in Douglas and a similarly fancy location in Ramsey.

      “I’ll just take one Peel Castle today, then, and buy the rest soon.”

      The price was even higher than Fenella had been expecting after she’d heard where to buy the candles, but she didn’t say anything as she dug around in her handbag for her wallet.

      “Candles make excellent gifts, too,” the woman said as Fenella handed her the money.

      Fenella nodded.  “I think I may have to send some to friends back home.  I didn’t realize the island had its own candle company.”

      “We only started about six months ago and it took us three months to come up with the scents and packaging.  Then we had to work out manufacturing before we could look for distributors.  It’s all been a lot more work than my sister and I were expecting.”

      “Well, I hope you’ll be very successful.”

      “Thank you.  Setting everything up has cost us a great deal more than we’d expected, too.  I do worry that our prices are too high, but we aren’t anywhere near turning a profit yet, so we don’t dare price the candles any lower.”

      “I’m afraid I can’t offer any business advice.  I know there was another candle company on the island, years ago, but I believe they were only in business for about a year.”

      The woman nodded.  “My sister worked there.  She fell in love with candles and once EC went out of business, she started saving every penny so she could start her own candle company.  She thought she’d learned a lot about what not to do, so that she’d be a huge success.  It hasn’t actually worked out that way.”

      “Your sister worked there?  I thought all of the employees were from the same family.”

      “Most of them were, but they hired a few other people as well, when they were at full production.  My sister and one of her friends worked there for about three months.  They were let go when sales began to slow.  Ewan Hollis, the owner, promised them their jobs back as soon as things picked up again, but the company went out of business instead.”

      Fenella took a deep breath, trying not to seem too eager.  “I’d love to talk to your sister,” she said.  “I’m a historian and I’m interested in the history of EC Candles.”

      “I thought you were Mona’s niece,” was the unsurprising reply.  Everyone on the island seemed to know who she was.

      “I am Mona’s niece, and I’m a historian.  I actually inherited the building in Bride that used to house EC Candles,” Fenella explained.

      “Where the body was found.  My sister thought it was probably Ewan Hollis’s body.  She didn’t really care for him and she said she wasn’t surprised that someone had killed him.”

      “Has your sister spoken to the police?”

      “The police?  Why would she speak to the police?”

      “Because they’re investigating the body that was found in the building.  I believe they’re speaking to everyone who used to work in the building,” Fenella explained.

      “It isn’t really Ewan Hollis, is it?  I mean, I never saw anything in the papers about him being missing, but maybe I missed it.  Has he been missing for all these years?  My sister did ring him before we started the business to see if he still had any contact with any of his former suppliers or anything, but he never rang her back.”  The woman’s eyes went wide.  “He couldn’t ring her back if he’s been dead for all these years,” she exclaimed.

      “I don’t think the police have identified the body yet.  I know they’ll want to talk to your sister, though.”

      “She’ll be here later.  She’s supposed to take my place around five, but she’ll probably be late, knowing her.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I have four brothers and one of them hasn’t been on time for anything in his entire life.”

      “Jackie doesn’t mean to be late all the time, she’s just very easily distracted.”

      “I may stop back to see her later and I may bring my, um, friend, Daniel Robinson, with me.  He’s with the police.”

      “I’ve seen pictures of him in the local paper.  He’s very handsome.  Maybe I’ll have to stay even after Jackie gets here, so I can meet him, too.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “Did you ever work for EC Candles?”

      “No, but if he truly does want to talk to Jackie, I should be here to cover the table while they talk.”

      Fenella couldn’t argue with that.  “I’m not certain when he’s going to get out here.  He’s in the middle of a murder investigation, after all.”

      The woman nodded solemnly.  “I can’t imagine being involved with a police inspector.  You must love him a lot to put with all of the uncertainty.”

      Fenella flushed.  “I do,” she replied, picking up the bag with her candle in it.  “Thank you.  I’ll see you later.”

      Shelly and Tim were waiting outside when Fenella emerged from the tent a short while later.

      “What did you buy?” Shelly asked.

      “A candle,” Fenella replied.

      “I thought we both agreed yesterday that we never actually burn candles,” Shelly teased.

      “They’re made locally and named after the island’s historical sites.  I couldn’t resist,” Fenella told her.

      “I heard all about it,” Shelly replied.  “And I smelled half a dozen of the candles.  They’re lovely, but they’re terribly expensive.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I have to agree.  It’s a new company and I’m afraid they’re going to go out of business before they’ve properly started because no one will pay those prices.”

      “Well, you bought one,” Tim pointed out.

      “Yes, and I’ll buy more, too, especially now that I’ve found out that one of the owners used to work for EC Candles,” Fenella told him.  “I must let Daniel know, actually.”

      She pulled out her phone and sent a quick text message.

      Met a woman whose sister used to work for EC.  The sister, Jackie, will be here sometime after five.  I told her sister that I’d be back with you.  She thinks you’re handsome.

      “Did you want to put that in the car?” Tim asked as they began to walk away from the tent.

      “I suppose I could.  The car is close enough,” she replied.

      “Actually, why don’t you give it to me?  I’m going to go and move the car, anyway, to the other car park near where we’ll be performing and then get everything set up for our first set,” he said.

      Fenella handed him the bag and then looked at Shelly.  “Does that mean you’re on your own now?”

      Shelly laughed.  “I thought I was with you.”

      Fenella’s reply was interrupted by her text tone.

      I don’t know how to respond to any of that.  I definitely want to speak to Jackie.  I’ll let you know when I get to St. John’s, Daniel had replied.

      “Lunch?” Fenella asked Shelly as she dropped her phone back into her pocket.

      “Yes, please, although I shouldn’t be at all hungry.”

      “Me either, but I am.”

      “Food tent or food trucks?”

      “Tent,” Fenella replied arbitrarily.

      They were greeted at the tent by some more of Shelly’s former students, all members of a large, extended family, who owned the catering company that was running the tent.

      “I’m not used to being treated like a VIP,” Shelly laughed as they insisted on finding her a table inside the crowded space.

      They feasted on delicious food while Fenella listened to dozens of stories about learning to read thanks to Mrs. Quirk.  After extra-large slices of chocolate cake, they slowly made their way back outside.

      “It’s nearly time for the band to perform,” Shelly said after a glance at her watch.  “I promised Tim I wouldn’t miss it.”

      “I don’t want to miss it.  I love The Islanders.”

      “They’re going to be playing Manx songs for this first set,” Shelly told her as they walked toward the small stage that had been set up on the grass.  “Then they’re playing again around six.  That set is a mix of Manx tunes and some songs from the sixties and seventies.  Their last set, around nine, will be the more modern stuff that the younger crowd will appreciate.”

      “I expect to enjoy all three sets, unless I get tied up with Daniel talking to the woman who used to work for EC Candles,” Fenella told her.

      There was a small crowd in front of the stage and Fenella noticed that there were quite a few very attractive young women whispering and talking together.

      “I think word got out that Paul’s going to be performing,” Shelly said quietly, nodding toward the young women.

      “It certainly looks that way.”

      “Too bad he brought his girlfriend back to the island with him.”

      “He has a girlfriend?”

      “They’ve only been together for a few months, but Tim told me that they’ve become rather serious already.  I met her at yesterday’s rehearsal.  She’s lovely and she and Paul seem quite happy together.  She’s in the business, too, so she understands its demands.”

      “She’s a musician?”

      “She’s plays piano and keyboard.  Tim said she’s really good, too.  Paul tried to get her to sing a song with him, but she said she wasn’t a singer, really.  He didn’t agree, but he didn’t push her.”

      “Is she going to play with them today?”

      “I don’t know.  Tim said she might join them for a song or two, but she doesn’t know the Manx songs, of course, and they don’t need her, not unless one of the guys gets drunk between sets.  Which has been known to happen.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Why am I not surprised to hear that?”

      A moment later, the band took to the stage.  When Paul walked out, the women at the front began shrieking and calling his name.  He waved at them and then grabbed the microphone.

      “Happy Tynwald Day,” he said.  “We thought we should do a few of our favorite Manx songs in honor of the day.”

      An hour later, Fenella and Shelly joined in the loud applause as the band left the stage.

      “They were wonderful,” Fenella said.

      “They were good,” Shelly agreed.  “Paul is incredibly talented.”

      “He’s gorgeous, too,” a young, blonde woman announced.

      “He is, at that,” Shelly replied with a laugh.  “His girlfriend is stunning, too.”

      The blonde’s face fell.  “He has a girlfriend?”

      Shelly nodded.   “And he’s only here for a few days, anyway.  Then he’ll be going back across.”

      “I’d go with him, if he asked,” the girl replied.  “I suppose, if he’s taken, though, that I’d better stick to Charlie.”  She wandered off as Fenella shook her head.

      “Poor Charlie,” she muttered.

      Shelly laughed.  “Let’s go and find Tim,” she suggested.

      There was a uniformed police constable guarding the roped off area behind the stage.

      “Sorry, ladies, but performers only beyond this point,” he said apologetically.

      “I’m Tim Blake’s fiancée,” Shelly told him.  “He told me to meet him back here after their set.”

      “Name?”

      “Shelly Quirk.”

      He looked at his clipboard and then back at Shelly.  “You’re on the list.”

      “You sound surprised.”

      “You’re the first person I’ve spoken to who has actually been on the list,” the man explained.  “I’ve had to turn away at least a hundred people so far today.”

      “I’m probably not on the list,” Fenella said.  “But I’m happy to wait here if you want to go and find Tim.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I’ll get him and then we should go and get ice cream.”

      “I’m not going to say no to that,” Fenella laughed.

      “Ice cream would be nice right now,” the constable said as Shelly disappeared into the crowd behind the stage.

      “I can get you something,” Fenella offered.

      The constable’s cheeks turned bright red.  “I wasn’t suggesting that.  I was just saying, I mean, ice cream always sounds good, doesn’t it, especially on a hot day.”

      “And it is quite warm today,” Fenella said, looking at the cloudless sky.  “There’s an ice cream vendor right over there.  It looks like that whipped soft serve stuff.  How does that sound?”

      “Wonderful,” the man replied wistfully.  “But I can’t allow you to buy me ice cream.”

      “Of course you can,” Fenella replied.  Before the man could argue further, she walked over to the ice cream truck and asked for a large cone.  When she handed it to the constable, he blushed again.

      “I could probably get fired for this,” he muttered before he took a large bite of ice cream.

      “No one will ever know,” Fenella assured him.  “Not unless you tell them, of course.”

      He shook his head, his mouth full of the tasty treat.  “I really appreciate it,” he said after a moment.  “It really is hot out here, especially in uniform.”

      “It doesn’t look very comfortable.”

      “It’s not bad most of the year, but the long sleeves and trousers can be a bit itchy in the sun.”

      “How long have you been with the police?” Fenella asked.

      They were still chatting together when Shelly and Tim emerged from behind the stage ten minutes later.

      “It was nice meeting you,” Fenella said to the constable as her friends joined them.

      “Oh, likewise, Ms. Woods.  Thank you again for the ice cream,” he replied.

      Fenella sighed as she and Shelly and Tim walked away.

      “That was a deep sigh,” Shelly remarked.

      “I didn’t realize he knew who I was,” Fenella replied.  “I didn’t introduce myself and he never asked my name.  I suppose I should have expected him to recognize me, though.”

      “I doubt there are many people on the island who wouldn’t recognize you,” Shelly told her.  “Your picture has been in the paper many times over the past two years.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Every time I find a body,” she said sadly.

      “Let’s go and visit the charitable organizations,” Shelly suggested.

      “They won’t have samples,” Tim muttered as they headed for the tent that housed representatives of just about every registered charity on the island.  They’d only gone a few paces inside the door when Fenella started to think that they’d made a huge mistake.

      “It wasn’t like this last year,” she whispered to Shelly as yet another charity representative tried to push a brochure on her.

      “Last year people were still giving you some time to get settled,” Shelly told her.  “Now they all know you’re staying on the island and they all want a share of Mona’s millions.”

      Sighing, Fenella found herself taking brochures from every table as they slowly made their way around the room.  She tried not to stop to talk to any of the people behind the tables, but a few did their best to talk her into a donation.

      “Sorry, Doncan Quayle handles all of my charitable donations,” she said repeatedly.  “I’ll take your brochure, but I can’t promise anything.”

      “Maybe we should skip this tent next year,” Shelly said when they’d finally made their way back outside.

      “It was pretty intense in there,” Tim said.  “I never really thought about the downsides of having a lot of money.”

      “Let’s take a walk around the arboretum,” Shelly suggested.  “It should be considerably quieter.”

      They strolled the short distance to the arboretum, which was nearly empty of people.  Fenella’s phone buzzed a short while later.

      “Daniel has arrived,” she told the others after she’d checked the display.  “I told him to find us here.”

      “I’m going to want to grab a snack soon,” Tim said.  “We’re performing again at six.  I thought we could have dinner after that set.”

      Fenella glanced at her watch.  It was nearly five.  “Why don’t you two go and eat?  I’ll wait here for Daniel.  He may want to go and talk to Jackie right away.”

      “If you finish before seven, you’ll find me in the same spot where we stood earlier,” Shelly told her.  “I’ll be watching my incredibly talented fiancé play.”

      Tim laughed.  “She’ll be doing the same as everyone else and watching Paul perform.  The rest of the band could stop and wander off and no one would notice as long as Paul kept singing.”

      “He’s good, but he isn’t that good,” Fenella said.  “I’ll see you both later, then.”

      The couple walked away, hand in hand.  Fenella strolled around for another few minutes and then walked to the arboretum’s entrance to watch for Daniel.  She felt butterflies in her stomach when she spotted him walking toward her.

      “Hello,” she said as he pulled her into his arms.

      “Hello,” he whispered back.

      When he lifted his head, she took a deep breath.  “That was some kiss,” she told him.

      “It’s been a long day.  That improved it immensely.”

      “I’m glad.”

      “But what’s this I hear about you buying constables ice cream?”

      Fenella frowned.  “How did you hear about that?  I hope the young man isn’t in any trouble.”

      Daniel laughed.  “He isn’t.  He was simply worried that he might be, so he rang his supervisor and reported what had happened.  Constables aren’t meant to accept gifts from members of the public, but even the Chief Constable wasn’t too concerned about an ice cream cone.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I was just trying to be nice.”

      “Be nice to me, instead,” Daniel suggested as he pulled her into another kiss.

      “Didn’t you want to talk to Jackie?” Fenella asked some time later.

      He frowned and then nodded.  “I really would, actually.  Let’s go and find her.  Once that’s done, I hope I can relax and forget about work for the rest of the day.”
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      The same woman was behind the table in the tent.  Fenella waved as she and Daniel approached.

      “I told you Jackie is always late,” the woman laughed.  “She actually just texted that she’ll be here soon.  Apparently, parking is a nightmare.”

      They talked about candles while they waited.  A few minutes later a dark-haired woman who looked to be in her mid-fifties made her way through the rows of tables toward them.

      “I thought I’d never get here,” she said loudly.  “I don’t think I’ll ever find my car again, either.  There were people directing traffic and they sent me down this road I’d never seen before.  I parked in a field somewhere and then walked for ages before I could catch a bus to get here.  You’re going to have to take me home after this is over.  I’ll start searching for my car in the morning,” she told her sister.

      “If you truly did park in a field, you may find sheep in your backseat by morning,” the other woman replied.

      “At this point, nothing would surprise me.  But you’re Inspector Robinson.  My sister said you wanted to talk me, which did surprise me, actually.  I’m Jackie Transom.  You’re much better looking in person than in your photos.”

      Daniel blushed.  “It’s nice to meet you, Ms. Transom,” he replied.  “I just have a few questions for you, if you don’t mind.”

      “Not at all.  I’ve never been questioned by the police.  We just have to find a quiet corner, I suppose.  And do call me Jackie.  It’s Mrs. Transom, but that always reminds me of my mother-in-law.  She was a horrible woman.”

      “Not that your ex-husband was any prize,” her sister muttered.

      “Thanks, Jane, but I didn’t need reminding,” Jackie shot back.

      “Let’s take our conversation outside,” Daniel suggested.  “There are some picnic tables near the food tent that didn’t look too busy when I was walking in.”

      It only took them a few minutes to walk to the area Daniel had suggested.  There were a handful of people milling around, but there were several empty tables.  Daniel led the women to one slightly apart from the rest.  As they sat down, Jackie spoke again.

      “And you’re Fenella Woods.  You’ve had quite the run of good luck, haven’t you?”

      “Have I?” Fenella asked.

      “You inherited Mona Kelly’s fortune and then you managed to catch yourself a handsome man, too.  Mind you, with your money, you could probably have a dozen handsome men, couldn’t you?”

      Fenella swallowed several replies.  “I’m quite happy with Daniel,” was what she finally said.

      “If I had your money, I’d be lying on a beach somewhere while my much younger lover fed me grapes and margaritas,” Jackie told her.

      “This isn’t a formal interview,” Daniel interrupted.  “But I may need a formal statement at some point.  If you’d prefer it, we can have this conversation privately.”

      Jackie looked at Fenella and then laughed heartily.  “I’d love to get you alone,” she told Daniel.  “But not to talk about EC Candles.  I don’t much care who hears about that.  It was years ago, after all.”

      “Your sister told Fenella that you used to work at their building in Bride,” Daniel said as he pulled out his notebook and a pen.

      “I did, but not for long.  We were living in Andreas at the time.  That’s where my ex-husband’s mother lived, and he didn’t want to be far away from her.  But that’s a story for another day.  I was working for one of the banks in Douglas, but I hated driving back and forth every day.  When I found out that EC was hiring, I applied and got the job.”

      “How did you find out they were hiring?” Daniel asked.

      Jackie frowned.  “I think there was an advert in the paper, but I could be wrong.”

      “Your sister said that one of your friends worked there, too.  Maybe she’ll remember how you found out about the job,” Fenella said.

      Daniel frowned at her, but Jackie nodded.

      “Now I remember.  My friend, Doris, got the job first,” she said.  “Doris lived in Bride, right next door to one of the other people who worked there.  He told her they were looking for a few additional staff and she told me to apply.  She had her interview the day before I had mine and we both started working there a week later.”

      “Who interviewed you?” Daniel asked.

      “Ewan Hollis himself.  He was in charge of the whole place, of course, but after the interview I rarely saw him, not until he called both me and Doris into his office to tell us that we were being let go, anyway.”

      “What did you think of him?” was Daniel’s next question.

      She sat back and took a deep breath.  “I didn’t care for him.  He seemed nice enough in the interview, but once I’d started working for him, I discovered that he’d been less than honest about the job.”

      “What do you mean?” Fenella blurted out.

      “He told me that it was one big happy family company where everyone was focused on making the best possible product for the customers.  The way he described it, I’d be making great money, with sizable productivity bonuses that would be easy to earn.”

      Daniel made a note.  “And that wasn’t true?”

      “The rest of the employees were all part of the same family, that was true.  The happy part was less true, though.  I spent just about every day listening to someone complain about Ewan and his wife, Christine.  Mostly, they complained because Ewan and Christine were rarely there, even though they were getting large salaries from the company.”

      “And the money?” Daniel asked.

      “The base salary wasn’t bad, or it wouldn’t have been if I’d been given more hours.  As it was, Ewan told me that I’d be working thirty-five hours a week when he hired me, but after the first week he cut my hours.  Some weeks I only worked ten hours or so.”

      “And the bonuses?” Fenella wondered.

      “Might have been achievable if I’d been working thirty-five hours a week, but they were all tied to productivity and it’s hard to be productive when you’re barely there.”

      “Did you complain to Ewan?” Daniel asked.

      Jackie shook her head.  “He wasn’t around enough to complain to, and besides, he was, well, I did my best to avoid him, let’s put it that way.”

      “Why?” Daniel pressed her.

      “I don’t want to say that he scared me, but that may be the most accurate way to put it.  There was something unsettling about the man.  When he was at the building, he was nearly always arguing with someone.  A lot of times, it was his wife, although she wasn’t always there when he was there.  He simply seemed to argue with everyone, really.”

      Daniel made a note.  “Including you?”

      “I didn’t give him anything to argue with me about.  I did my work, and I didn’t complain.”

      Fenella frowned.  “What were you doing?”

      “Oh, making the candles.  They were all poured by hand.  That’s what Doris and I did all day, well, on the days that we were there.  There were two other people who worked in production, but they were never there when we were there, not after we’d been trained anyway.”

      “Take me through the process,” Daniel said.

      “We had huge pots and these special burners to put them on.  The burners heated the pots and melted the big blocks of wax.  Then we added the color and scent and mixed it all up.  The pots had a mechanism on the bottom that we could open and close to fill up the jars.  There was a scale underneath the mechanism, so we’d set an empty jar on the scale and then fill the jar until it hit the right weight.  Then we’d close the mechanism and change out the jar for another empty one.”

      Daniel nodded.  “And how many jars were you meant to fill in a day?”

      Jackie looked at him and laughed.  “I can’t remember that.  The numbers were different, depending on what size jars we were filling, anyway.  All I can tell you for certain is that I never once managed to hit my daily goal, which meant I never once managed to get my weekly bonus.”

      “What about Doris?” Fenella wondered.

      “She was worse than me.  She used to get distracted, especially when Ewan was there.  He’d start shouting at someone out in the office and she’d stop paying attention to her pot.  Then wax would spill everywhere, and she’d have to stop filling jars to clean it all up.  I usually stopped my pot and helped her, but then we’d both end up nowhere near our quota.”

      “I’m going to have to talk to Doris,” Daniel said.

      “I wish you could,” Jackie replied.  “She passed away about three years ago.  I told you she used to get easily distracted.  She wasn’t paying attention and walked in front of a bus.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      Jackie nodded.  “It was awful.  She was in hospital for over a week, but in the end, they couldn’t save her.”

      “I’m so sorry about your friend,” Fenella said.

      “Tell me about the arguments between Ewan and the others,” Daniel said after an awkward pause.

      “I didn’t pay much attention.  We were in the back, and there were walls between us and the office at the front.  They were thin, cheap walls, but they muffled the sound.  I could hear raised voices a lot, but I never could make out any words.  The only fights I ever actually heard were the ones that took place in the back.”

      “In the back?” Fenella repeated after Jackie fell silent.

      “Sorry, I was just thinking.  That was where the body was found, wasn’t it?  In the little office in the back?”

      Fenella looked at Daniel.  He nodded at Jackie.

      “We worked in one big room, but right after we’d started, they built the small office in one of the corners.  Prior to that, the managers had all shared the office at the front, but there were a lot of managers.  The one in the back was meant to be for Fred Newberry.  He was supposed to be in charge of manufacturing.”

      “Supposed to be?” Daniel asked.

      “I never saw Fred do much of anything.  He used to come in every morning and strut into the back room where he’d lecture me and Doris about hitting our quota.  Then he’d go into his office and shut the door.  After half an hour or so, he’d come back out and disappear for the day.”

      “Did anyone else use the office?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “Sam used to use it once in a while,” Jackie replied.  “That’s Sam Coates.  He was head of production, but really, he did the same job as me and Doris and Lorraine Spears.  Sam and Lorraine were Ewan’s cousins or something.  Anyway, she had a fancy title, too, but really, she was just a candle pourer like me and Doris.”

      “How many people could be pouring candles at one time?” Fenella wondered.

      “There were four big pots, but they didn’t need four people there to run them all.  The wax took time to melt, and we made different amounts of different scents, so you could set two pots going at the same time, and start filling jars from whichever scent you needed to pour fewer candles from.  By the time you’d filled them all, the larger blocks of wax would have melted and you could pour that set while you got the next batch of wax melting in the first pot.”

      “Why have four employees if you only needed two at a time, then?” Fenella asked.

      “When he hired me, Ewan told me that they were increasing production.  He said that he’d ordered four more pots and that they were going to be breaking ground on a significant addition to the building.  He said he wanted to get me and Doris trained so that when the new pots were in place, we’d be ready to go.  He also said that Sam and Lorraine were taking on new responsibilities and wouldn’t be working on the floor once Doris and I had been trained.”

      “And none of that ever happened,” Fenella guessed.

      “None of it,” Jackie agreed.

      “You said you sometimes heard arguments in the back.  What were they about?” Daniel asked.

      “Oh, Ewan used to come in and shout at Sam about productivity, mostly.  Sometimes, he’d shout at Fred, if Fred was there, but Fred was there less than Sam was, and Sam wasn’t there very often, either.  Mostly, it was me and Doris, pouring away, when Ewan would storm in.  He’d go back to the office and pound on the door.  When no one answered, he’d unlock it, look inside, and then stomp out again, cursing under his breath the entire time.”

      “How awful for you,” Fenella said.

      “It was awful the first few times, but after a while it became almost comical,” Jackie told her.  “I mean, Doris and I knew there wasn’t going to be anyone in the office.  There was hardly ever anyone in the office.  But Ewan still seemed surprised every time.”

      “How long did you work there?” Daniel asked.

      “Only three or four months.  One day, Ewan came into the back and told us to stop working.  Then he called us into the front office and told us that we were being let go.  He was very polite about it, but he seemed angry.  I’m not certain who he was angry at, though.  I was just happy it wasn’t me.  Anyway, he gave us our last checks, including a small bonus, and we left.  The company closed down about a month after that.”

      “Did anything change with production while you were there?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m not sure what you mean,” Jackie replied.

      “Someone told me that the quality of the candles dropped over time,” she explained.

      Jackie shrugged.  “I don’t know anything for certain, but I can tell you that the scents changed over time.  They were similar, but they weren’t exactly the same.  I asked Sam about it and he told me that they’d moved to a different supplier.  I didn’t think the new scents were as nice, but no one asked me for my opinion.”

      Fenella nodded.  “My friend didn’t think the scents in the candles made later lasted as long.  She said someone told her that the company had started using unscented wax for the bottoms of the jars, and just putting scented wax on the top to make the candles smell nice in the shops.”

      Jackie frowned.  “They certainly weren’t doing that when I worked there, but it wouldn’t have been difficult for them to do so.  I can’t believe it would have saved them that much money, but I’ve no idea how much the bottles of scented oils cost.  I do know that we were given very carefully measured amounts each day for the batches we were meant to make.  We weren’t allowed anywhere near the big bottles of oils.”

      “Interesting,” Daniel said.  “Tell me about everyone else who worked at EC, then, please.  Start with Ewan.  I know you said you didn’t care for him and he argued with everyone.  What else can you tell me about him?”

      Jackie shrugged.  “He could be really nice when he wanted to be.  I wouldn’t have taken the job if I’d known what he was really like, obviously.  I have to say that he was nice enough to me whenever I saw him, but I just kept my head down and did my job whenever he was in the building.  He wasn’t usually there and when he was, he was too busy fighting with everyone else to pay me much attention.”

      “Did he ever have any issues with Doris?” Daniel asked.

      “No, in fact, he walked in one day when she’d just let a jar overflow.  We both thought she’d be in trouble, but he simply said something along the lines of ‘be careful, the wax is hot’ before he went and knocked on the back office door.”

      “What about his wife, then?” Daniel continued.  “Tell me about Christine.”

      “She was the office manager, at least on paper.  As such, she never went into the back room.  I’m not certain she ever knew what was happening back there.  I don’t think she could have made a candle if she’d had to, really.  Having said that, I don’t know that she was actually managing anything, either.  Whenever Doris or I had any questions, we took them to Sam or Fred.  Maybe they took them to Christine, but I doubt it.  Whenever I walked past the office, she was painting her nails or reading a magazine.  That was when she was there, of course, which wasn’t all that often.”

      Daniel made a note and then nodded.  “Tell me about Fred, then.”

      “He turned up a bit more often than Ewan and Christine, but he wasn’t there every day, by any means.  He seemed nice enough, but I’m pretty sure he was afraid of Ewan.  Maybe it was just because it was Ewan’s company, I don’t know.  I probably only spoke to him half a dozen times in the time I worked there.”

      “I believe he’s married to Christine’s sister,” Daniel said.

      “Yeah, Jeanne,” Jackie said flatly.

      “I get the impression you don’t care for Jeanne,” Daniel replied.

      “She was head of retail sales, which was a very fancy title for someone who sat on her butt all day, reading magazines and talking on the phone to her friends.”

      “The candles were sold in retail shops, though.  Wasn’t Jeanne responsible for arranging that distribution?” Daniel asked.

      Jackie shrugged.  “Maybe, when they first started the company.  I don’t know about their distribution elsewhere, but I do know the candles were only available in a single shop on the island.  I asked about that when I had my interview, actually, and Ewan said they were in negotiations with several other shops, but I never saw Jeanne doing anything at all.”

      “Was she in the office every day?” Fenella wondered.

      “She was probably there more than the others, actually, which is the opposite of how it should have been.  She should have been out talking to retail shops while Christine managed the office.  It was all a bit strange, now that I think about it.”

      “What was Jeanne like as a person?” Fenella asked.

      Jackie frowned.  “I didn’t care for her,” she said, seemingly reluctantly.  “She seemed to think she was much more important than everyone else, or at least than me and Doris.  We worked hard, harder than she did, anyway, but she always seemed to look down her nose at us.  I don’t know, I just didn’t care for her.”

      “What about Samuel Coates?” Daniel asked.  “You said he had a fancy title, but he was just a candle pourer?”

      “He seemed nice enough.  As I said before, he wasn’t usually there when Doris and I were there.  When he was, he actually worked pretty hard, though, at least when compared to the rest of the family.”

      “And Lorraine Spears?” Daniel wondered.

      “She was supposed to be head of the catalog order department or some such thing.  We didn’t have a catalog order department, of course.  There was just Lorraine to deal with anything that anyone ordered through their catalogs and brochures.  They’d sent out a lot of both when they’d first opened, but that stopped after a few months.  Lorraine told me once that by the time they’d paid for packaging and postage they didn’t make much profit on catalog orders, especially since the jars were all glass.  When jars got broken, they had to refund the customers.”

      “You said Lorraine wasn’t often there when you were?” Fenella tried to remember.

      “Not often.  She used to come in every Monday morning and deal with all of the catalog orders from the previous week, but I don’t think I ever saw her package up more than a dozen orders in any given week.  Otherwise, I think she was only there when Doris and I weren’t, taking her turn at making the candles.”

      “What did you think of her?” Daniel asked.

      “She was okay, was Lorraine.  She worked hard when she was there, and she was always really nice to me and Doris.  She even came to Doris’s funeral.  She was the only one from EC that did that.”

      Daniel made another note and then smiled at Jackie.  “We’ve taken up a lot of your time.  I really appreciate it.  Is there anything else I should know about EC Candles or the people who used to work there?”

      Jackie took a deep breath.  “Someone said the body might be Ewan’s.  I’ve been thinking about that a lot.  He wasn’t a nice man, but I can’t imagine anyone killing him.  Murder simply doesn’t happen except on the telly, really.”

      “The coroner hasn’t given a verdict yet,” Daniel told her.

      “If it is Ewan, he wasn’t suicidal,” Jackie replied.

      “His business had failed,” Fenella suggested.

      “And he would have blamed that on everyone else, I’m sure.”

      “Assuming it is Ewan, and he was murdered, who do you think killed him?” Daniel asked as he put his notebook back in his pocket.

      “Just between you and me?  I’d pick either Fred or Christine.  He and Fred seemed to dislike one another.  As for Christine, well, aren’t we mostly likely to be killed by the person closest to us?  I’m just guessing, of course.  I haven’t seen any of these people in over ten years.  I haven’t really thought about them, either.”

      “If you could, I’d appreciate it if you’d think about them now,” Daniel told her.  “I’m going to have Inspector Jason Wilde ring you.  He’ll take a formal statement from you.  Have a think between now and then about the people with whom you worked.  Think about the relationships between them and especially how they all got along with Ewan.  Tell Jason everything you can remember.”

      “It was Ewan’s body, then,” Jackie said thoughtfully.

      “We don’t have a positive identification yet,” Daniel told her.

      She nodded.  “But it’s him.  Wow.  I’ve never been a witness in a murder investigation before.  I don’t normally talk to the police.  The last time I had to talk to the police was when I got caught speeding.  It took some doing, but I managed to talk my way out of that one, anyway.”

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “When was that?”

      Jackie laughed.  “More than twenty years ago now.  I was still young enough to persuade the constable that I knew I’d been very silly and persuade him to let me off with a stern warning.  I promise I’ve obeyed the speed limits ever since.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “I hope so.  They are there for your safety,” he told her.

      “And now I must go and help my poor sister with our table.  I don’t think she’s sold very many candles.  I think we may have to lower our prices.”

      Fenella bit her tongue and simply waved as the woman walked away.

      “That was interesting,” Daniel said.  “Thank you for finding her.  Her name didn’t come up when I spoke to the people from EC today.  I’m going to have to speak to them again.”

      “You were going to have to speak to them again, anyway, weren’t you?”

      He chuckled.  “Yes, of course, but now I’ve even more to discuss with them.  I talked with all of them about the company and none of them thought to mention that they’d once employed two people from outside of the family.”

      “That’s interesting, although I’m not certain exactly what it means.”

      “Me, either, but it is definitely interesting,” he said.  “But for now, I’d prefer to put it all out of my head and enjoy what’s left of the day.”

      Fenella grinned at him.  “That sounds wonderful.  Let’s go and find Shelly and Tim.”

      Shelly was watching the band, her focus solely on Tim as Fenella and Daniel approached.

      “She’s really crazy about him, isn’t she?” Fenella whispered to Daniel.

      He nodded.  “I think he feels the same way.  They seem really happy together.”

      “You missed a few great songs,” Shelly told Fenella when they joined her.  “Paul sounds amazing and he got his girlfriend to join him for a few minutes.  They sang a duet that moved me to tears.”

      “She’s talented, then?” Fenella asked.

      “Incredibly talented.  I’m used to how good Paul is, but she was a very pleasant surprise,” Shelly replied.

      A few minutes later, the band finished the set.

      “I told Tim to meet me out here this time,” Shelly said.  “I’ve no need to go behind the stage and get in the way.”

      “You’re never in the way,” Tim said as he joined them.  “But it’s a madhouse back there.  Everyone wants to talk to Paul and meet his girlfriend.  I was happy to escape.  No one wants to talk to me.”

      “I do,” Shelly told him.

      He pulled her into a hug.  “But I’m starving, and I have to back in an hour to get ready for our last set,” he said as he released her.  “Can we get dinner now?”

      “Of course,” Shelly said.  “The food trucks will probably be the fastest way to eat.”

      “That sounds great to me,” Daniel said.  “I walked past them earlier and there were several that tempted me.”

      “There’s no reason why you can’t try them all,” Fenella said.

      Daniel laughed.  “Maybe not all, but maybe I’ll get small portions from two or three different trucks.”

      A short while later, they found a picnic table and sat down together.

      “We have enough food for an army,” Shelly laughed.

      Fenella looked at the dozen or so containers on the table.  “Everything looked so good,” she said.  “I may have bought more than I can eat, though.”

      “I think we all did,” Tim replied.  “But I’m going to try everything, anyway.”

      Half an hour later, Fenella sat back with a sigh.  “I’m stuffed.  I didn’t even save room for dessert.”

      “But we’ll be here for a few more hours,” Daniel reminded her.  “You can get pudding later.”

      “I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to eat again,” she told him.

      He laughed.  “I’m pretty sure you’ll be ready for some ice cream in another hour or two.”

      “The ice cream I got for your constable actually looked really good,” she conceded.  “Maybe in an hour or two.”

      “I need to get backstage,” Tim said.  “We need to go through the set list again.  We’re trying to persuade Sophia to join us for a few songs.”

      “Sophia is Paul’s girlfriend?” Fenella asked.

      “She is,” Tim replied.

      “Fenella and Daniel didn’t see her earlier,” Shelly told him.  “They were still questioning that woman about the candle company.”

      “Well, you missed an epic performance,” Tim replied.

      “I hope she’ll do a few more songs, then,” Fenella said.

      “I’ll meet you in the same place after the show,” Tim told Shelly before he pulled her into an embrace.  “Love you,” he said softly as he released her.

      “Love you, too,” she murmured as he walked away.

      “Now what?” Daniel asked.  “The band doesn’t start for another hour, I believe.”

      “We can go through the Manx businesses tent again,” Fenella suggested.  “I mean, you haven’t been through it the first time, yet.  There are lots of free samples and some interesting displays.”

      “Let’s do that, then,” Daniel agreed.

      The walked through the tent together slowly.  Shelly stopped to talk to half a dozen people and several greeted Daniel, as well.

      “I’m starting to feel as if I don’t have any friends,” Fenella said after Shelly finished talking to yet another former student.

      “I only know people because of my job,” Daniel told her.  “And I’m only stopping to speak to the ones with whom I work, not the ones that I know for other reasons.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Have you arrested a few people in the crowd, then?”

      He shook his head.  “I didn’t say that.”

      “I love seeing my former students,” Shelly said.  “Sometimes they make me feel quite old, though.  Especially when they have children of their own now.”

      “I’m not going back into that tent,” Fenella said, nodding toward the other tent as they emerged back outdoors.

      “What’s in that tent?” Daniel asked.

      “Tables for all of the island’s charities,” Fenella replied.  “All manned by aggressive and demanding fundraisers.”

      “It wasn’t that bad,” Shelly interjected.

      “It truly was,” Fenella said.

      Shelly grinned. “Actually, it was pretty bad.  I felt sorry for Fenella.  She was pretty much harassed the entire time we were in there.”

      “How about some ice cream, then?” Daniel suggested.

      They got their ice cream and then walked over to the stage.  It was already getting crowded, even though the band wasn’t due to start for fifteen more minutes.

      “Word must be getting out about Paul and Sophia,” Shelly said.  “Not that The Islanders aren’t wonderful without them, but I don’t think they’d have a crowd this large otherwise.”

      Daniel stood behind Fenella and put his arms around her.  She leaned back and relaxed into the embrace as the band began.

      “That was something special,” Fenella told Shelly after the set was over.  “Sophia was amazing.”

      “I thought so, too,” Daniel said.  “I could listen to her sing all night.”

      “There’s a party at Mark’s house later,” Shelly said.  “You’re both more than welcome to attend.”

      Fenella and Daniel exchanged glances.  “I’m already awfully tired,” Fenella said.

      “And I have to work in the morning,” Daniel added.  “Thank you for the invitation, but I’m afraid I’m going to have to pass.”

      “Me, too,” Fenella told her.  “I’ll be ready for home after the fireworks.”

      Once Tim found them, they walked a short distance to join everyone watching the fireworks display.  Again, Fenella leaned against Daniel and joined the crowd in “oohing” and “aahing” at the show.

      “Tim has to pack up his equipment,” Shelly told Fenella when it was over.

      “I’ll take Fenella home,” Daniel said.  “Then you and Tim can go straight to the party.”

      “Thanks,” Shelly replied with a giggle.  “I’m far too old to be going out partying at this hour, but I can’t resist.”

      “Have fun,” Fenella told her.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      Fenella and Daniel walked hand in hand to his car, which was parked in the lot nearby.

      “You’re meeting with Christine tomorrow, aren’t you?” he asked as they joined the long queue of traffic leaving the site.

      “I’m supposed to be, yes.  Is that a problem?”

      “You know I would rather you not spend time with suspects in a murder investigation, but I know better than to argue with you about it.”

      Fenella chuckled and put her hand on his arm.  “She’s the one who wanted the meeting, not me.  I didn’t go looking for her.”

      Daniel nodded.  “And you aren’t going to pass up a chance to speak to her, either.”

      “No, I’m not,” she agreed.

      “Don’t mention Jackie,” he said seriously.  “If they’ve all forgotten about her being there, I’d rather they not be reminded.”

      Fenella frowned.  “You don’t think she’s in any danger, do you?”

      “I hope not.  I’m going to talk to Jason about her in the morning.  He needs to question her formally, anyway.”

      Fenella sat back in her seat and sighed.  “I’ll feel terrible if anything happens to her,” she said softly.
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      “Run,” Jackie shouted.

      “Run?  Why?” Fenella asked, feeling confused.

      “They’re after me.  We have to run.”

      “Who’s after you?”

      “All of them.  The people who used to work for EC Candles.  They think I know who killed Ewan,” Jackie explained.  “Now can we run?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Even if they are after you, why do I have to run?”

      Jackie sighed.  “This is your dream.  You tell me.”

      “It’s just a dream,” Fenella said.  “That’s good to know.”

      “Here they come,” Jackie shouted, pointing to something behind Fenella’s back.

      She spun around and gasped.  A group of shadowy figures were moving toward her.  She turned back the other way.  Jackie was gone.  Turning again, she found herself slowly backing away from the people who were still advancing.  When she hit the floor, she opened her eyes.

      “Merrooowwww,” Katie said loudly.

      “I fell out of bed,” Fenella said, feeling confused.

      The animal looked at her for a moment and then dashed away, heading for the spare bedroom where she could sleep undisturbed.

      After looking at the clock, Fenella slowly got to her feet and then climbed back into bed.  “It’s three in the morning.  You need to sleep,” she muttered to herself as she squeezed her eyes tightly shut.  Several restless hours later, she gave up and got out of bed.

      Katie was still asleep in the other room, but Fenella filled her bowls anyway before she made herself coffee and breakfast.  When the kitten finally wandered into the kitchen, the coffee was starting to have an effect.

      “There you are,” she said brightly to the small animal.  “I’m sorry about last night.  I hate nightmares as much as you do, you know.  This one was even worse because I’ve never met any of the suspects, so they were all sort of faceless blobs.  It was awful.”

      Katie just stared at her until she’d finished speaking and then crossed to her food bowl and began to eat.

      “I’m going to meet them all today,” Fenella continued.  “If I have to dream about them again tonight, at least they’ll have faces.”

      Feeling as if talking to Mona was more important than ever before, Fenella paced back and forth through her living room.  “Mona, I need to speak to you,” she said loudly.

      After a moment, she tried again.  “It’s really important.  Someone is dead.”

      This time she waited ten minutes, watching the time tick by on the wall clock before she spoke again.  “Mona, someone was murdered in your building in Bride.  I need to talk to you about EC Candles and that building.  You could have the key to the whole investigation.”

      “Maybe she can’t really hear me,” Fenella said to Katie, who was studying her as if she couldn’t quite understand why Fenella was talking to the air.  “Never mind, I’ll just have to solve Ewan Hollis’s murder without her help.”

      She grabbed a book and settled in to read, keeping one eye on the clock.  When the book couldn’t hold her attention, she switched on the television and flipped through the channels repeatedly until it was time to leave for Doncan’s office.

      “Be a good girl while I’m gone,” she told Katie after she’d shut the bathroom doors.  When she left them open, Katie often enjoyed shredding the toilet paper and tissues, so Fenella tried to always remember to shut the doors when she was going out.

      It was warm and sunny outside, the perfect day for a walk.  Fenella was sorry that Doncan’s office was so close and, as she pulled the door to his office building open, she vowed to take a longer walk later in the day.

      “Good morning,” Doncan greeted her after Breesha had escorted her into his office.  “As we aren’t certain how many people are coming today, I think it’s best to meet in the conference room upstairs.  Breesha is going to set up tea and coffee as well as some biscuits.”

      “I could use more coffee,” Fenella said.  “I didn’t sleep well last night.”

      “I hope you weren’t worried about today’s meeting.  You’re well within your legal rights to refuse to let Christine have access to the files that were left behind.  At the moment, the entire building is a crime scene, anyway.  If you weren’t so eager to meet Christine, I would have suggested that we postpone the meeting until the police have released the building.”

      Fenella flushed.  “I didn’t mean to make more work for you.”

      He shrugged.  “Having been there when the body was discovered, I’m rather eager to meet everyone who used to work in that building, as well.  Have you actually given any thought to the woman’s request?  I suppose I should know your position before the meeting begins.”

      “I still want to go through the files myself,” Fenella admitted.  “I know I’m just being nosy, though.”

      “As they’re your files, you’ve every right to be interested in what’s in them.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I met someone yesterday who used to work for EC Candles.  She only worked there for a few months.  Daniel doesn’t want me to mention her to Christine.  She had some interesting things to say about the company and the people who worked there.”

      “Really?  As I said, I’m quite interested in all of this.  What did she tell you?”

      Before Fenella could reply, the phone on Doncan’s desk buzzed.  He picked it up and had a short conversation before putting it down again.

      “They’re here,” he told Fenella.  “Christine and five other people.  Breesha didn’t bother to get names, but I’m going to guess that she’s brought everyone from EC Candles with her.  I’m not certain who the extra person is, though.”

      “I’m looking forward to meeting them all.”

      “Me, too,” he said with a grin.  “Maybe, after the meeting, you can tell me about the woman you met yesterday.”

      “I will, although I’ll have to call Daniel, too.”

      “We should ring him from my office after the meeting.  We can talk to him together on speaker phone.”

      As he was speaking, Doncan stood up.  Fenella did the same and then followed the advocate out of the office.

      “Ready?” he asked as they stopped outside the conference room door.

      “I hope so,” she replied in a low voice.

      “When in doubt, say nothing,” he told her before he opened the door.

      Six people all stared as Fenella and Doncan walked into the room.

      “Coffee?” Doncan asked Fenella as she slid into a chair near the door.

      “Yes, please,” she replied.

      He crossed to the table in the corner and poured them each a cup of coffee.  After he’d carried them to the conference table, he walked back over and filled a plate with biscuits.

      “Thank you,” Fenella said as he put the plate in front of her.

      “Did anyone need more tea or coffee?” he asked the group around the table.

      No one spoke.  Fenella noted that everyone had a cup of something in front of themselves, and most of them had plates with biscuits, as well.

      “I’m Doncan Quayle.  This is my client, Fenella Woods, the owner of the property in Bride that formerly housed EC Candles.  Perhaps you could all introduce yourselves?” Doncan suggested.

      “I’ll introduce everyone,” the woman who was sitting directly across from Fenella said in a flat voice.  She had brown hair that was going grey and brown eyes.  Fenella thought she looked to be in her mid-fifties.  “I’m Christine Hollis.  My husband, Ewan, and I owned EC Candles.”  She stopped and dug around in her handbag for something.

      The woman sitting next to her sighed loudly and then pushed the box of tissues that was already on the table closer to Christine.

      “I’m sorry,” Christine said after wiping her eyes and loudly blowing her nose.  “This is very difficult for me.  EC Candles was our dream, you see.  We both hated our jobs and we used to spend hours talking about having our own business one day.”

      Someone made a noise.  Christine stopped and looked from one person to the next.  Everyone else suddenly became keenly interested in his or her biscuits or drink as Christine wiped her eyes again.

      “The police seem to think that the body discovered in the building is Ewan’s,” Christine continued.  “I can’t, no, I won’t believe that, not yet, not until it’s proven to me.  His dentist was able to provide his records.  I’m quietly confident that those will prove that the body isn’t Ewan’s.”

      “When did you last see your husband?” Doncan asked.

      Christine took a long, shaky breath.  “He was devastated when the business failed.  Just a few days after we returned the keys to Maxwell Martin, he decided that he needed to get away for a short while.  He told me he was going to go across to visit some friends.”

      “And did he go across?” was Doncan’s next question.

      She shrugged.  “I’ve no idea where he went.  All I know for certain is that he hasn’t come back yet.”

      Doncan nodded.  “And that never worried you?”

      She sighed and then wiped her eyes again.  “I trust him to come back when he’s ready.  He used to go across for weeks or months at a time, back before we had the business.  He said it cleared his head, being away for a short while.  This time, with everything that had happened, I knew he’d need to be away for even longer.”

      “He’s been gone for twelve years?” Doncan checked.

      “Time passes so quickly, doesn’t it?  I feel as if he just left a few days ago, really,” she replied.  “I’ve been busy, of course, working and trying to recover from the loss of the business.  It isn’t as if I’ve been sitting home, waiting for Ewan to come back.”

      “Not hardly,” the woman next to her muttered.

      Christine shot her an angry look and then sighed.  “Let me introduce everyone and then we can talk,” she said.  “This is my sister, Jeanne Newberry,” she said, nodding at the woman next to her.

      Jeanne looked about ten years younger than her sister.  Her hair was blonde and carefully styled and her clothes looked expensive.  She nodded at Fenella.  “Hello.”

      “Next to her is her husband, Fred,” Christine said before Jeanne could say anything further.

      Fred was completely bald.  He was wearing thick glasses and he blinked at Fenella through them for several seconds before he spoke.  “Good morning,” he muttered.  While he wasn’t as expensively dressed as his wife, his clothes looked fairly new and freshly ironed.

      “After Fred, is my cousin, Samuel Coates,” Christine continued.

      “Call me Sam,” the man said with a bright smile.  He was probably in his fifties, and he was wearing a dirty sweatshirt and a baseball cap.

      “On my other side is my friend, Nathan Mead,” Christine said.

      Fenella studied Nathan.  He was probably sixty, with thinning grey hair and a thick, grey moustache.  An odd expression flashed over his face while Christine was introducing him, but he smiled at Fenella when she was done.  “Good morning,” he told her.

      “Good morning,” she replied.

      “And lastly, beside Nathan, is another cousin, Lorraine Spears,” Christine concluded.

      “I’m Ewan’s cousin, not Christine’s,” the other woman replied.  She was probably close to sixty, with white-grey hair and tired eyes.

      “We’re all one big happy family,” Christine replied.

      Lorraine opened her mouth to reply and then seemed to think better of it.  Instead, she shoved a custard cream into her mouth.

      “We don’t want to take up too much of your time,” Christine said as she sat back in her chair.  “I believe my request is a fairly simple one.”

      “Perhaps you could explain exactly what you want to me and my client,” Doncan suggested.

      She shrugged.  “We had to shut the business in something of a hurry.  It was an incredibly difficult time, as I’m certain you can imagine.  Things were left behind in the building, things that I want back, especially now, especially if it’s actually possible that Ewan is, well, no longer with us.”

      “For the moment, of course, the building is a crime scene.  The police aren’t allowing anyone access.  Maybe, once the police have released it back to my client, we could consider your request.  If you have a list of what you’re interested in having back from the site, someone could go and try to find those items for you,” Doncan suggested.

      “It isn’t that simple,” Christine said.  “I mean, it’s been twelve years.  I don’t remember every little thing that we left behind, but I know there are some things in that building that are important to me.  Nothing that will seem important, though, to anyone else, I’m sure.  I mean, Ewan had a favorite coffee mug that he always used.  Now that he may be gone, I’d love to have that mug in my kitchen.”

      Doncan looked at Fenella.  “Maybe, once the police are finished, we could go through the building together,” she offered impulsively.

      “That’s very kind of you, Ms. Woods, but I know you’re a busy person.  It makes much more sense for you to simply let me borrow the keys one day, doesn’t it?” Christine asked.  “For a start, Bride is a long drive for you.”

      Fenella grinned at her.  “I have Mona’s old car.  I love long drives.”

      Christine nodded.  “But I’ve no idea how emotionally difficult visiting the site will be for me.  It could take me hours to simply walk inside, let alone start looking for the things I want.  It’s much more sensible for you to let me borrow the keys.”

      “As Doncan has already said, the entire building is off limits at the moment,” Fenella replied.  “It would probably be better to wait until the police are finished with it before we discuss our options.”

      Christine nodded.  “Of course, but you will let me go and get some of my things, won’t you?”

      “My client isn’t in a position to promise anything right now,” Doncan interjected.  “The police are still going through the building.  We’ve no idea what they may consider evidence in their investigation.”

      “Surely they won’t be interested in a bunch of old paperwork,” Christine said with a nervous laugh.

      “That rather depends on who’s dead,” Doncan replied.  “If the body can be tied conclusively to EC Candles, then the police may consider that the motive had something to do with the business.  In that case, they’d probably want to have a forensic accountant go through the files.”

      Christine seemed to go pale.  “That’s ridiculous,” she snapped.  “Even if the body is Ewan’s, his death had nothing to do with the business.”

      “You sound oddly certain of that,” Doncan said mildly.

      Flushing, Christine shook her head.  “I simply mean that there wasn’t anything going with the business that would give anyone a reason to kill Ewan, that’s all.”

      “No one had any reason to kill Ewan at all,” Fred interjected.

      “Even if it is Ewan, it might not have been murder,” Jeanne said.  “Maybe he simply had a heart attack or something.”

      “That would make more sense,” Christine said eagerly.  “He loved that business.  I can see him, well, I hate to say that he’d have broken into the building, but he may have done, just so that he could sit in the office and just, well, just remember, really.”  She grabbed another tissue and swiped at her eyes.

      “And then he simply had a heart attack and died,” Jeanne added.

      “And no one missed him for twelve years,” Lorraine muttered.

      Christine looked at her with narrowed eyes.  “He told me he was going away.  I had no reason to suspect that he’d never left the island.”

      “Did he take suitcases?” Fenella asked.

      Christine looked at her in surprise.  “Yes, I mean, I suppose so.  I don’t actually recall, really.  It was a long time ago.  He must have done because that’s how I knew he’d gone.  I mean, he told me he was going, and we said a proper goodbye and everything, of course.”

      “I think my client would be interested in hearing more about EC Candles,” Doncan said.  “You said it was Ewan’s dream to own his own business?”

      “It was,” Christine agreed.  “It was our dream, really.  We talked about it all the time, even before we got married.”

      “Whose idea was it to start a candle company?” Fenella asked.

      Christine laughed.  “That was Ewan’s idea.  He hated when I spent money on what he considered frivolous things.  One day I brought home a bunch of scented candles and he got really cross, especially when he saw what I’d paid for them.  That was where the idea came from, though.  He thought candles would be cheap to make and that we could sell them for a lot.”

      “Was he right?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes and no,” Christine replied.  “This was our first business venture, and we didn’t have the slightest idea what we were doing.  The raw materials we needed to make the candles weren’t that expensive, but our overheads were enormous.  I suppose it was my fault for hiring family and paying them more generously than I should have done.”

      “You weren’t paying me all that generously,” Samuel said.

      Christine laughed.  “You weren’t working all that hard, either.  That was the other problem, of course, with hiring family.  No one felt as if they had to work hard, so no one did.”

      “I don’t think that’s fair,” Lorraine said quietly.

      Christine glanced at her and then shrugged.  “Some people worked harder than others, of course,” she said before she turned her head and looked pointedly at Jeanne.

      “I hope you aren’t implying that I didn’t work hard,” Jeanne replied.  “I did everything you asked me to do.”

      “And not one single extra thing ever,” Christine retorted.  “We never should have given you all fancy titles.  We should have just made you all candle makers and taken care of everything else ourselves.”

      “Except then you would have had to actually turn up and work at least one or two days a week,” Fred said dryly.

      Christine turned scarlet.  “Ewan and I worked hard,” she nearly shouted.  “Much harder than you did, anyway.”

      “I did my job,” Fred told her.  “Ewan never had any complaints about my work.”

      Christine’s laugh was harsh.  “You and I both know better than that,” she said.

      Fred shrugged.  “I think we’ve gone rather far off topic,” he said, nodding at Fenella.

      “I didn’t mean to bring up a decade old family feud in front of you,” Christine said.  “As I said before, losing the business was devastating for both Ewan and me.  We wanted to blame someone else, anyone else, really, for what had happened.  That’s why Ewan decided to go away for a short while.  He was tired of fighting with the family all the time.  He needed a break.”

      “He didn’t tell you where he was planning on going?” Fenella asked.

      “Like I mentioned, he told me he was going to visit some friends of his.  They were friends from before we were married.  I don’t even recall their names any longer.”

      “And for the past twelve years, you’ve simply assumed that he’s been with them?” Fenella asked, trying not to sound as skeptical as she felt.

      Christine shrugged.  “Not exactly.”  She sighed.  “The truth is, Ewan wasn’t always faithful to me.  He was my world, and I know he loved me, but when he was upset about something, well, he tended to try to find solace in a woman’s arms.”

      “And her bed,” Jeanne muttered.

      “Yes, well, of course it always upset me, but as I said, he was my world.  I always forgave him and took him back.  When he left twelve years ago, after the business failed, I assumed he was going to stay with a former girlfriend.  He had plenty of them around, on the island and in the UK,” Christine said.

      “I hope you’ve given the police a list of their names,” Doncan said.

      “I never knew any names.  I never wanted to ask.  It was enough to notice that he was coming home smelling of someone else’s perfume or with lipstick on his collar, even though that’s a terrible cliché,” she replied.

      “So you thought he’d gone to stay with another woman across?” Fenella asked.

      “Yeah, that’s what I thought.  The thing is, he’d always come back before.  He’d go for a week or two or maybe a month or two, and then he’d come back.  I never asked where he’d been, and he never told me anything about his time away.  We’d simply pick things up exactly where they’d left off,” she explained.

      “And you still thought he’d be back this time?” was Fenella’s next question.

      “Maybe,” Christine sighed.  “I mean, twelve years is a long time.  I haven’t given up on him.  We’re still married, if nothing else, but this time, if he does come back, he’s going to have some explaining to do.”

      “Except he’s dead,” Fred said flatly.  He looked at Fenella.  “We’ve all accepted that the body is Ewan’s.  Christine is having a more difficult time with it.”

      “I won’t believe it until the coroner tells me it’s true,” Christine said firmly.  “He may still be out there, and he may still come back.  Maybe, if the body in the building gets some press in the UK, he’ll read about it and decide to come back.”

      “If the body isn’t Ewan’s, do you have any idea who it might be?” Fenella asked.

      “Of course not,” Christine replied quickly.  “Whoever it is, he or she didn’t have anything to do with EC Candles.  I was there the day we closed up the building for the last time.  We didn’t leave anyone behind, dead or alive.”

      “It’s probably someone that Maxwell Martin wanted to get rid of,” Jeanne said.  “With the amount of money he had, he must have had enemies.  He never used the building again.  That suggests that he knew what was hiding inside it.”

      Lorraine nodded.  “That’s a great point, actually.  One of the reasons why we moved out in such a hurry was because Mr. Martin said he had another tenant ready to move in.  He wanted to get the building cleared out and ready for whoever was moving in behind us.”

      “You don’t know who that was?” Fenella asked.

      “I’ve no idea.  I wasn’t privy to Maxwell Martin’s secrets,” Lorraine told her.

      “None of this is getting us anywhere,” Jeanne said.  “We should just go.  We can’t get in until the police are done.  Let’s worry about it then.”

      Christine sighed.  “I was hoping to get your agreement that I could visit the site, even if we have to delay things for a short while,” she told Fenella.

      “My client isn’t ready to agree to anything at the moment, not while the police are conducting a murder investigation at the site,” Doncan said.

      “Of course, your client has a distinct advantage over the rest of us,” Christine drawled.  “Not only has she been at the center of dozens of murder investigations in the past, she’s intimately involved with one of the inspectors doing the investigating.  I hope there isn’t any conflict of interest there.”

      “My client isn’t a suspect in the investigation,” Doncan told her as Fenella took a sip of her now cold coffee before she could say something she might regret later.

      “But her aunt might be,” Christine argued.  “Maybe Max hid the body to protect Mona.  Everything I’ve heard about those two makes me think that’s a possibility.”

      “I think we’re done for today,” Doncan said frostily.   He got to his feet and then offered a hand to Fenella.  “My assistant will see you out,” he added as he and Fenella headed for the door.

      “I didn’t mean to upset anyone,” Christine called after them.  “I’m sure you can understand how upsetting this is for me.  That body you found may well be my husband’s body.  How would you feel in my place?”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen replies as Doncan squeezed her hand.

      “If you’re still interested in visiting the building once the police have concluded their investigation, you can ring me,” Doncan said.  He opened the door and then stepped back to let Fenella exit first.

      “Ms. Woods, Fenella, let me appeal to you, one woman to another.  I want to spend some time in that building again.  It was where I spent some of my happiest days.  It was where my husband, the man I loved and planned to spend the rest of my life with, where he had a chance to live out his dreams.  Please, I’m begging you, let me have a chance to revisit some of my more wonderful memories.”

      “Ring me in a week,” Doncan suggested.  “The police may be finished with the site by then.”

      “A week,” the woman echoed.  “That seems a long way off.”

      “It’s not as long as twelve years,” Fenella muttered as Doncan ushered her away from the conference room.

      He shook his head.  “That was decidedly odd.”  Breesha was standing at the end of the corridor.  “Please escort our guests out and then meet me in my office,” he told her before he led Fenella down the stairs.

      They were settled with tea and biscuits when Breesha joined them a few minutes later.

      “They were a bit difficult to persuade to leave,” she said, dropping into a chair.

      “Oh?” Doncan replied.

      “It was just Christine,” Breesha amended.  “I learned her name because the man with her just kept saying it over and over again.  He clearly wanted to leave, and she clearly didn’t.”

      “Man with her?” Fenella asked.

      “The man with the moustache.  I assumed they were a couple, but maybe they aren’t.  They were holding hands when they arrived and he put his arm around her on their way out, once he’d managed to persuade her to leave, that is,” Breesha explained.

      “So, in spite of being devastated to think that her husband might be dead, it seems as if Christine has another man in her life,” Fenella concluded.

      “I assumed as much, really, when she introduced everyone,” Doncan said.  “I couldn’t imagine any other reason why the man would have come here with her.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I didn’t really give the matter any thought, but I should have.”

      “What did they say after we left?” Doncan asked Breesha.

      “Christine started crying and saying that everyone had let her down.  Then the woman sitting next to her said that she’d said every single one of the things that Christine had told her to say.  At that point, the man with Christine started saying that it was time to go.  Christine just kept crying and shouting about people saying too much and going off script until the man, what was his name?” Breesha demanded.

      “Nathan,” Doncan replied.

      “Right, so Nathan said that he’d heard enough and that he was leaving.  Then Christine said he shouldn’t be angry with her, none of this was her fault.  After that, Nathan said that she was stupid to be saying anything in front of the advocate’s assistant, at which point Christine looked at me and started screaming about not being given any privacy,” Breesha continued.

      Doncan sighed.  “I hope you reminded her that she was in my office.”

      “I told her I was terribly sorry, but that I’d come to show them out and that I would happily wait outside the door if she needed time to calm down before she left.  I really thought she was going to tell me to leave, too, but Nathan just kept insisting that they should go and she finally told him to shut up and then stood up and pushed them all out of the way and stormed out of the room,” Breesha continued.

      “And then what happened?” Fenella asked.

      “Then the others all rushed after her, except for Nathan.  He followed more slowly and as he reached the corridor, he called after them, reminding them that he’d driven and that they needed to wait for him, anyway,” she replied.

      “I’d like to get each of them alone for half an hour,” Fenella said.  “Starting with Nathan, I think.  I’d be willing to bet they’d all have very different stories to tell.”

      “But which one would be the truth?” Doncan asked.

      “Probably none of them,” Fenella sighed.  “I don’t envy Daniel having to try to work that out.”

      “Speaking of Daniel, we should ring him,” Doncan said.  “He’s going to want to hear all about that meeting and what happened afterwards, as well.”

      “In that case, I should get myself a cuppa and stay,” Breesha laughed.  While she was pouring her tea, Doncan rang the Douglas police station.
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      Doncan put Daniel on speakerphone and then let Fenella tell him about the meeting.  When she was done, Breesha repeated what she’d already told Doncan and Fenella about what had happened after they’d left the conference room.

      “Nathan Mead?  His name hasn’t come up in my investigation thus far,” Daniel said when Breesha was finished.

      “I wonder how long he and Christine have been together,” Fenella said.

      “That’s a very good question,” Daniel replied.

      “I wonder why she included him today,” Breesha interjected.

      “Especially since she seemed to be trying to play on my sympathies to get me to agree,” Fenella told her.  “She went on and on about how difficult this was for her and how she was certain that the body wasn’t Ewan’s, all while sitting next to her current boyfriend.  It doesn’t really make sense.”

      “But she didn’t introduce him as her boyfriend,” Doncan pointed out.  “She just said he was a friend.”

      “Maybe he was the only one who had a car large enough for everyone,” Breesha suggested.

      They all chuckled.

      “As strange as that sounds, it could be true,” Daniel said after a moment.  “I’m going to ring Jason and tell him everything you’ve told me.  He may want to speak to each of you himself, though, so don’t be surprised if he rings.”

      “One thing worries me,” Fenella said.  “Christine seemed so eager to get into the building that I’m concerned she may simply break in.”

      “We’re keeping a constable there overnight at the moment,” Daniel assured her.  “The crime scene team is there during the day, of course, but someone will be there to stop anyone who might be thinking of trying to get inside the building.”

      “That’s good to hear,” Fenella replied.

      “Last night they had to stop two reporters, one from the local paper and one from across from attempting to break in,” Daniel added.  “The reporters had to be content with taking pictures of the car park and the front of the building from some distance away.”

      “I hope it was Dan Ross,” Breesha said.

      “It was,” Daniel told her.

      She smiled.  “I’m always happy to hear that he’s been disappointed in something.”

      Everyone laughed again.

      “Fenella, assuming I get home at a reasonable time, I’m going to be at home packing all night.  You’re more than welcome to come and help.  I thought we could order pizza or something,” Daniel said.

      “What time should I be there?” she replied.

      “I’ll say six for now, but I may have to text you later to push that back a bit.  If I end up going to Bride, I probably won’t be back until closer to seven,” he told her.

      “I’ll be at your house at six, unless I hear otherwise,” Fenella said.

      Before Fenella headed for home, she took a few minutes to tell Doncan about Jackie.

      “It’s odd that Jackie and Doris weren’t mentioned today,” he said when she was finished.

      “Yes, everyone seems to have forgotten about them,” Fenella replied.  “Daniel thinks it’s best to keep it that way, too, just in case someone starts to worry that Jackie knows something she shouldn’t.”

      Doncan frowned.  “I didn’t think of that.  If I speak to Christine or anyone from EC Candles again, I’ll make certain not to mention Jackie.”

      Fenella took a short walk along the Promenade, trying to clear her head before she went home.  Talking to Mona was her number one priority, but she wasn’t sure how to accomplish it.  As she walked into her building, she decided that she’d simply start a conversation with the woman and keep talking until Mona arrived.

      When she unlocked the door to her apartment, she nearly shrieked when she saw the shadowy figure walking back and forth in front of the windows.

      “I’ve only been away for a day,” Mona said.  “You can’t be that surprised to see me.”

      “I wasn’t sure you were ever coming back,” Fenella replied.

      Mona shrugged.  “I’d never leave without saying goodbye, no matter how much you’ve upset me.”

      “I didn’t mean to upset you.  I need you to talk to me, though.”

      “About that man.  I won’t say his name.”

      “Ewan Hollis?”

      “Did I hear you correctly?  Did you say that he was dead?”

      Fenella nodded.  “Yes, I found his body, well, his skeleton.”

      Mona stared at her for a moment and then sank elegantly into a chair.  “He’s dead,” she said slowly.  “That explains rather a lot.”

      “Does it?  What does it explain?”

      “Nothing I care to discuss,” Mona replied.  “But you said skeleton.  Does that mean he’d been dead for years?”

      “The coroner has still to determine that, but it’s possible his body has been in the EC Candles building in Bride for the last twelve years or more.”

      “Twelve years?  He’s been dead for twelve years?  I don’t know how to process that.”

      “He hasn’t been formally identified yet, but Daniel seems pretty certain that the skeleton is Ewan’s,” Fenella told her.  “The coroner has his dental records.”

      Mona frowned.  “He faked his own death,” she said flatly.  “That makes sense, perhaps more sense than anything else.  He faked his own death and then disappeared.  No doubt he expected the body to be found a good deal more quickly than it has.”

      “Why would he fake his own death?”

      “To get away from the island, from Christine, from his life here.”

      “I’ve met Christine.  I suppose I can imagine wanting to get away from her,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      Mona didn’t even smile.  “She probably knows that the body isn’t his,” she said thoughtfully.  “She may even have been a party to the deception.  Perhaps she and that man have built a new life together elsewhere.”

      “She’s still living in Bride and she has a boyfriend called Nathan Mead.”

      “Perhaps Nathan is that man in disguise.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “The local paper printed a picture of Ewan as part of their article about the body.  Nathan doesn’t look anything like Ewan.”

      “I still don’t believe he is dead,” Mona said.  “Evil doesn’t die.”

      “If it isn’t Ewan, then who did I find in the building in Bride?”

      Mona shrugged.  “I’ve no idea.”

      “But you know something about that building.  You told Doncan to forget that it even existed, and Max had left it empty for years before he gave it to you.  Why?”

      “I’m not going to talk about any of that.”

      “But it could help the police solve the murder.”

      Mona opened her mouth and then shut it again.  She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths.  “I need to speak to Max,” she said eventually.  “I need to think, as well.  If the body is that man’s, that changes things, or maybe it doesn’t.  I’ll be back, probably later today.  If I can’t manage that, I’ll be here when you get up tomorrow.”

      “At least tell me…”   Fenella stopped as Mona vanished all at once accompanied by a loud popping noise.

      “Merroowwwwwww,” Katie complained.

      “Yes, I quite agree,” Fenella muttered.

      She glanced at the clock and sighed.  “I had too many biscuits in Doncan’s office.  It’s time for lunch and I’m not at all hungry.”

      It only took her a minute to put together a sandwich and she ate every bite.  A handful of chocolate biscuits rounded out her meal.

      “Now what do I do with myself?” she asked Katie who’d seemingly enjoyed her own lunch and the treats that Fenella had given her.

      Katie stared at her for a moment and then wandered over to the windows.  She found a sunny spot and curled up and shut her eyes tightly.

      “I could take a nap,” Fenella said.  “No one would even know.”

      The phone rang, saving her from having to come up with a better plan.

      “Hello?”

      “Fenella, my dear, it’s Donald.  How are you?”

      Donald Donaldson was one of the island’s most successful businessmen.  He and Fenella had dated briefly when she’d first arrived on the island, but he traveled a great deal, which meant their relationship had never really progressed beyond friendship.  Some months earlier, his daughter had been in a bad accident in New York City.  Donald had immediately flown to her side and had remained with her as she’d struggled to recover.

      The pair were now settled in London, where Phoebe could get the best treatment that Donald could afford.  For his part, Donald was slowly turning some of his attention back to his business interests, but Fenella knew that Phoebe was still his primary concern.  He’d been briefly involved with one of the nurses who had been caring for his daughter, but the last Fenella had heard, that relationship had ended.

      “I’m fine.  How are you?  And how is Phoebe?”

      Donald sighed.  “I’m fine.  I’m back to working several hours a day and I’m finding that’s improved my mood considerably.  Phoebe had something of a setback recently, and I believe she’s beginning to understand just how limited her recovery may be.  I have a team of counselors working with her now, but sometimes I don’t think they’re making much of a difference.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Thank you.  I wouldn’t wish what Phoebe’s going through on my worst enemy.  In spite of everything, though, I’m incredibly grateful that she’s still here and that she’s still fighting to get better.  One day, maybe, you’ll get to meet her.”

      “I’d like that,” Fenella told him.

      “I’ve a new woman in my life.  I met her at the grocery shop, of all places.”

      “I’d have thought you’d have staff to do your shopping.”

      He laughed.  “I do, actually, but Phoebe had a taste for chocolate bourbons the other night and we didn’t have any in the house.  I thought it would be nice to get out for a short while, so I walked over to the small convenience shop near the house.”

      “And the woman in question was also shopping?” Fenella asked.

      “She was.  Her name is Darlene, and she lives near me in the house she got out of a messy divorce settlement.”

      “Oh?”

      Donald laughed.  “Entirely her husband’s fault, at least according to Darlene.”

      “With all due respect, she would say that.”

      “Yes, of course, but regardless, she’s single and lonely and I’m single and lonely, so we’ve been spending some time together.  She’s only been divorced for a year or so.  Her children are all scattered around the world and don’t do much to keep in touch.”

      “Just be careful.”

      “I’m always careful.  I can’t see myself falling in love with Darlene, but I am enjoying spending time with her.  I assume you and Daniel are still together?”

      “We are.”

      “I hope he knows how fortunate he is.”

      “I think we both feel lucky to have found one another.”

      “What else is happening on the island?  In spite of keeping up with my businesses there, I’ve rather lost touch with the island’s local news.”

      “Doncan took me on a tour of all of my properties.  We found a skeleton in one of them.”

      There was a long silence on the other end of the line.

      “I’m sorry, but can you repeat that?” Donald asked eventually.

      Fenella sighed.  “Sadly, you heard me correctly.  Doncan and I found a skeleton in one of my properties.”

      “A skeleton?  I don’t understand.  I always thought that all of Mona’s properties were occupied.  Was one of them sitting empty, then?”

      “It was, and it had been sitting empty since Max owned it.”

      “Now I’m really confused.  Max never let a property sit empty.  He used to tell me that everything he owned needed to make money for him.  Anything that wasn’t earning got sold in fairly short order.”

      “Well, he let this property sit empty.”

      “Tell me more.”

      “It was a building in Bride that, at one time, housed a candle making company.”

      “Candles?  In Bride?  That can only have been EC Candles.  I suppose I knew that Max owned the building.  Let me think for a minute.”

      Fenella grabbed a pen and a piece of paper.  It seemed likely that Donald knew something about EC Candles that Daniel would find interesting.

      “Ewan Hollis,” Donald said eventually.  “He was a character.  Probably still is, although I haven’t spoken to him in ten years or more.”

      “Tell me about him.”

      “It wasn’t his skeleton, was it?”

      “They haven’t identified the body yet.”

      “Maybe that’s why the man never got back to me,” Donald said thoughtfully.

      “You don’t have to tell me anything, but Daniel is going to want to hear everything you can remember about Ewan.”

      Donald sighed.  “I’ll tell you everything, although it isn’t much.  You can share it all with Daniel.  He shouldn’t need to speak to me.  It isn’t anything important.”

      “Start at the beginning,” Fenella suggested.

      “I was born on a wet and windy day…” Donald said and then laughed.  “Sorry, I couldn’t resist.  I’m trying to remember when I actually met Ewan.  It was probably fifteen years ago now.  I can ask my assistant to pull his file if you need exact dates.”

      “I don’t, but Daniel might.”

      “I’ll ring her after we’ve finished speaking.  I don’t know that I bothered to keep anything about Ewan or not, but if I did, she’ll be able to find my notes.”

      “So what happened fifteen years ago?”

      “Ewan made an appointment to see me.  He wanted to discuss a business venture that he was considering.  He seemed to think that I’d be interested in helping to fund the venture.”

      “The candle company?”

      “Oh, no, not the candle company.  This was something else altogether and I’ve no recollection of what it was, so please don’t ask.  Whatever it was, I wasn’t interested in investing, but I was intrigued enough by Ewan to encourage him to come back to see me with any future ideas.”

      “Intrigued?”

      “Maybe impressed?”  He made the words a question.  “Ewan was, well, unique.  He struck me as someone who would really hustle to make a business a success, if he could find the right business.  The problem was, he seemed to have a short attention span and he was lacking in basic business knowledge, as well.  I encouraged him to look at some other ideas and come back to me with a solid business plan for his next venture.”

      “And did he?”

      Donald chuckled.  “He came back about three or four times a year.  Some of his ideas were clever, others were odd, some were just plain crazy.  At one point, I was ready to invest in one of his schemes, but then Ewan changed his mind about the project.  I believe that was when he decided he wanted to start making candles, actually.”

      “Did he ask you to invest in the candle-making company?”

      “He did not.  I believe Max was the primary backer on that business.”

      “Max?  Max helped fund EC Candles?”

      “I believe so.  You should ask Max’s advocate.  He’ll have the records.”

      “The company went under after a year.”

      “Yes, I remember that.  I was surprised.  I believe that was the only time I ever heard about one of Max’s businesses failing.”

      “Why did it fail?”

      “I’ve no idea.  I didn’t really pay any attention to EC Candles.  It was a tiny company in the north of the island that had no impact whatsoever on my bottom line.”

      “So once Ewan opened EC Candles, did he stop coming to see you?”

      “He didn’t come to see me for quite a while, actually, probably for most of the year that the candle company was operational.  Just before, or maybe just after, the candle company shut, he came to see me, though.”

      “Why?  What did he want?”

      “He wanted my advice on some investments, actually.  He told me he was expecting to be coming into some money and he wanted me to help him plan what to do with the money.”

      “He was expecting to come into some money?”

      “That’s what he said.”

      “I don’t understand.  His business was failing.”

      “It may have already failed by that point,” Donald countered.  “I don’t actually recall, but there may be a note in my files with the dates.”

      “So where was this money coming from?”

      “I’ve no idea.  He didn’t say and I didn’t ask.  I gave him some very general advice about long-term versus short-term investments and sent him on his way.”

      “And you never saw him again?”

      “Now that you mention it, no, I did not.  I can’t say that I actually noticed, but, of course, at the time I didn’t realize that I wasn’t going to see him again.  At the time, I probably assumed that he’d be back with another unlikely scheme before too much longer.”

      “Did you ever meet his wife, Christine?”

      “I have a vague recollection of bumping into Ewan somewhere, maybe at a charity event or maybe just in Douglas town center.  He was with his wife and her sister, Janet or Joan or something similar.”

      “You have a very good memory.  It’s Jeanne, actually.”

      “Jeanne, then.  I remember waving to Ewan and him coming over and introducing me to both women.  I doubt I said more than a handful of words to either of them and I’m fairly certain I couldn’t pick either of them out of a crowd now.”

      “What about his brother-in-law?  He’s Fred Newberry.”

      “The name is familiar.  I suspect Ewan talked about the man, perhaps suggested that he’d be a part of whatever business Ewan was promoting at any given time.”

      “What about Samuel Coates or Lorraine Spears?”

      “I don’t recognize either name, but that doesn’t mean that Ewan didn’t discuss them on occasion.  We’re talking about someone I spoke with maybe a dozen times over a decade ago.  I’m afraid I don’t remember much more than the vaguest of details.”

      “And I’m grateful for that,” Fenella said quickly.  “I’m sure Daniel will be grateful, as well.  Do you have time for one more question?”

      “For you, of course.”

      Fenella flushed.  “If the body is Ewan’s, do you have any idea who might have wanted him dead?”

      “You didn’t mention that it was murder.  Someone murdered Ewan?”

      “Again, the coroner hasn’t actually made an official ruling yet.”

      Donald sighed.  “I should have thought this through before I started talking.  Not that I’ve said anything I shouldn’t have, but the more I think about it, the more questions I have.”

      “Answer mine and then I’ll answer yours,” Fenella offered.

      “That seems fair,” Donald laughed.  “Do I know who might have wanted Ewan dead?  No.  I’ve no idea.  I only met his wife once and I don’t recall him talking about her, so I don’t know if they were happy together or if they hated one another.  Beyond that, I can’t even speculate.”

      “What are your questions, then?”

      “First and foremost, had Ewan been reported missing?  I’m fairly certain I would have noticed if he had and it had made the local papers.”

      “He had not been reported missing.”

      “So, what does his wife say about where he’s been for the past ten years or more?”

      “According to Christine, Ewan was so upset when the business failed that he went across to visit some friends and he hasn’t come back yet.”

      “He hasn’t come back yet?  I can’t believe she’d take him back, not after all this time.”

      “I believe she has another man in her life now.”

      “Why wouldn’t she report him missing?”

      “That’s one of several very good questions that this case has raised.”

      “I wonder if whatever happened to him is tied to the money he told me about,” Donald said thoughtfully.

      “To be honest, that money is the first hint of a motive for murder that I’ve heard.”

      “I should have asked him for more information.”

      “Don’t be silly.  You couldn’t have known it would be important.”

      “Regardless, I should have noticed that the man had disappeared.  I should have reported him missing.  It’s horrible to think that his body had been locked in that building for all these years.”

      “You said earlier that Max always kept his buildings occupied.  Do you have any idea why he would have made an exception for this one?”

      “I’m going to have to give that some thought.  It is incredibly uncharacteristic of the man.  As I said before, I thought he was an investor in the business.  The fact that it failed is surprising, as well.  Max was too clever to let any of his businesses fail.”

      “He gave the building to Mona some years later with strict instructions that she not use the space.”

      “Why would he do that?  He always gave Mona properties that would provide her with additional income.  Not that she ever spent any of her own money on anything, because he also insisted on covering all of her expenses, but he was somewhat obsessed with building her portfolio so that she’d always have plenty of income.”

      “She told Doncan to simply forget about the property.”

      “She actually listened to Max?” Donald chuckled.  “That’s another surprise.  She so rarely did what he asked of her, in spite of everything he did for her.”

      Fenella knew a great deal more about the relationship between Max and Mona than Donald did, of course.  She bit her tongue and tried to think what else to ask the man.

      “Daniel will probably call you later,” she said eventually.  “He may have Jason Wilde call instead.  Jason is the inspector in Bride who’s officially in charge of the case.  Daniel is simply helping.”

      “I’m happy to speak to either or both of them.  The whole case intrigues me now that we’ve discussed it.  I can’t believe I never noticed that Ewan had disappeared and I’m really curious why Max never used that building for anything else.”

      “Do you think it’s possible Max knew the body was there?” Fenella asked, holding her breath as she waited for the reply.

      “No,” Donald said after a moment.  “Max was smart, too smart to leave a dead body in a building he owned.  If Max found out somehow that the body was there, he’d have had it removed.  I’m fairly certain it never would have been found, in that case.”

      “Considering the building is out in the middle of nowhere, maybe he felt it was safe enough where it was,” she played devil’s advocate.

      “Even if that were the case, he never would have given the building to Mona with a dead body inside.  That increased the risk of discovery by a considerable margin.  What if Mona had decided to rent out the space or maybe just have a look around it by herself?  If Max had known about the body and decided to leave it in place, he never would have given the building to Mona.”

      “I wish I knew what happened when EC Candles went out of business.”

      “I wish I’d paid more attention,” Donald said with a sigh.  “I’m going to ring my assistant and have her pull the file on Ewan and then I’m going to have her scan and email me every single piece of paper in the file.  I don’t think any of it will be at all helpful, but now that we’ve talked, I want to try to remember as much as I can.”

      “I’m sure Daniel will appreciate it.”

      “As always, it’s been interesting talking to you,” Donald replied.  “I’ve been trying to plan a few days back on the island, mostly for business reasons, but I have to keep changing my plans.  If I ever make any proper plans, I’ll let you know.  I’d love to buy you dinner.  You and Daniel, actually, if you’d prefer.”

      “Let me know.  As long as Daniel isn’t in the middle of a murder investigation, we’d love to have dinner with you.”

      “Tell him I’ll be around all afternoon and evening if he wants to ring.”

      “Thank you.”

      Fenella put down the phone and then picked it right back up again.  She rang the number she had for Daniel’s desk at the Douglas station.

      “This is Inspector Daniel Robinson.  I’m not at my desk.  Please leave a message at the tone.”

      “It’s Fenella.  I just had an interesting conversation with Donald Donaldson about Ewan and EC Candles.  I don’t know that any of it will help, but it just might.  If you don’t call me back, I’ll see you at your house at six.”

      She put the phone down and frowned at it.  “And now I’m rather stuck in, waiting for him to call me back,” she said grumpily.

      After pacing back and forth for several minutes, she sighed deeply and then went and grabbed a book at random from the bookshelf in the second bedroom.  It was a travel memoir about a man walking the Appalachian Trail and Fenella found herself fascinated by the story.  When her mobile buzzed an hour later, she jumped.

      I’ll see you at my house around half six.  You can tell me what Donald said then.  Text back if you want to change the plans.

      Fenella read the message twice and then shrugged.  There was no reason why she had to stay home now, but the book had captivated her.  After grabbing a few biscuits from the kitchen, she went back to reading, keeping one eye on the clock so that she couldn’t lose track of time.  Just after six, she slid in a bookmark with a sigh.

      “It’s a good story,” she told Katie as she changed into jeans and a T-shirt.  Daniel had said he wanted her help with his packing.  Although she didn’t think they’d actually do much packing, she wanted to look as if she’d come prepared to help.

      Daniel’s car was on the driveway when she pulled up in front of his house a short while later.  As she climbed out of her car, she glanced over at the house on the other side of the road.  It was one of hers and she smiled when she saw the young woman sitting on the bench in front of the property.  A small boy was drawing on the driveway with chalk, shouting excitedly as he worked.

      “…a dragon, and he’s going to eat the princess unless the prince can come and rescue her,” he said.

      “Maybe the princess can take care of herself,” the woman suggested.

      The boy frowned.  “But then the prince won’t have anything to do.  Maybe he should make friends with the dragon and go for a ride, high up in the sky.”

      “That sounds as if it would be fun,” the woman replied.

      The boy grinned and then went back to his drawing as Fenella knocked on Daniel’s door.

      “Hello,” he said, pulling her into a kiss.

      “Hello,” she said when he lifted his head.  She blushed when she remembered that they had an audience.

      “Come in.  The pizza should be here in a few minutes.  I ordered garlic bread and some sort of cinnamon pizza thing for pudding.”

      “I’m starving,” Fenella admitted.  “But I’m here to help.”

      “We’ll pack after we’ve eaten.  In the meantime, what did Donald tell you about Ewan?”

      Fenella was only halfway through repeating her conversation with Donald when the pizza arrived.  She took a break to pile her plate high with slices of pizza and garlic bread.  Daniel poured them each a glass of soda and then they settled in around the kitchen table to eat.

      “And then Donald said that he didn’t think Max would have given the property to Mona if he’d known there was a dead body inside,” Fenella concluded eventually.  She swallowed the last of her soda and then looked at the counter.  “I want to try the cinnamon thing.”

      “Me, too,” Daniel laughed.  “I’ll even let you eat it in peace.  My questions can wait until we’re finished eating.”

      Half an hour later, feeling rather stuffed, Fenella sighed.  “You said you had questions,” she reminded him.

      “I think maybe I should ring Donald first, actually,” he replied.  “You did say that he’d be home tonight, didn’t you?”

      “That’s what he told me.  I think he’s home most nights, though.”

      She gave Daniel the number she had for Donald and then sat back and took a few deep breaths.  “I could start packing,” she offered as Daniel waited for the call to be answered.

      “If you really want to, you could start in here,” he told her.  “I don’t plan to cook here again, not that I ever really cooked here, anyway.  I’ll take the phone into the other room.”

      He disappeared, phone in hand, before he’d had time to notice the scowl on Fenella’s face.  “I didn’t really mean it,” she said softly.

      There was a stack of flat boxes in the corner, ready to be put together and filled.  The necessary tape was sitting on top of the pile.  She assembled three boxes and then began opening cupboards.  Daniel had a large pile of sheets of packing paper, so Fenella began wrapping plates in the paper and then carefully stacking them into the first box.

      An hour later, she’d cleared out nearly all of the cupboards and filled six boxes.  Daniel walked in and his jaw dropped.

      “I didn’t expect you to do that much,” he said.  “Having said that, I didn’t expect to spend that much time talking to Donald, either.”

      She shrugged.  “I didn’t mind.  I packed all of your plates and bowls and cups, also your pots and pans and utensils.  The only thing I didn’t pack is the food.”

      He looked around the kitchen at all the empty cupboards, their doors wide open, and laughed.  “I’m not certain I’m going to be able to eat any of the food without plates or bowls.”

      “I left you two of everything to get you through the month,” Fenella assured him, opening the cupboard next to where she was standing.  “Also, a single pot and a single frying pan.  None of the others looked as if they’ve ever been used, anyway.”

      Daniel flushed.  “You could be right about that.  Maybe I’ll cook more once I’m in my new flat.  You can come over for dinner and then simply walk home.”

      “I can,” Fenella agreed, crossing to him.  “Or maybe I could stay over, just once in a while.”

      He grinned and then pulled her into a kiss.
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      “Did Donald have anything interesting to say?” Fenella asked several minutes later.

      “He repeated what he’d already told you and then added a few things,” Daniel replied.

      “And you can’t tell me any of them,” Fenella sighed.

      “Actually, I can, because Donald asked me to share them with you,” he countered.  “He said he knew you’d be as interested as he was in what he’d found.”

      “What did he find?”

      “His notes on his various meetings with Ewan.  I won’t bore you with the details of every scheme that Ewan took to Donald, as I don’t think they’re at all relevant, but I will tell you that Ewan seemed determined to start a business, any business.”

      “And then he did.”

      “He did.  I checked the dates.  Ewan’s last visit before he started EC Candles was about four months before the candle company began operating.  He only visited Donald one additional time after that, just over a year later, while the candle company was still running.”

      “That’s when he said he was going to be coming into some money?”

      “Yes, and Donald told me that he’d made a note at the time that it seemed as if Ewan was going to sell the candle business for a large profit.”

      “But that isn’t what happened.”

      “No, it’s not.”

      “I really wish I could get into the files in that building,” Fenella said.

      Daniel nodded.  “I’ve been discussing it with the Chief Constable.  We don’t have the staff to have someone go through them, though, and it’s unclear whether anything in them will have any bearing on the murder investigation, anyway.”

      “That Christine wants access to them should be proof enough that there’s something important in there.”

      “And I’m really trying to downplay that,” Daniel laughed.  “I’m trying to persuade the Chief Constable that we should allow you to have access to your building, that only the office in the back, where the body was found, needs to remain sealed.  He’s considering the idea.”

      Fenella grinned.  “I know there are a lot of papers there, but it probably wouldn’t take me that long to go through them.”

      He nodded.  “I’ll speak to the Chief Constable again tomorrow.  Maybe he’ll let you have access on Monday.”

      “I won’t make any other plans for Monday,” she promised.

      He pulled her back into his arms.  “But that’s enough about Donald,” he said in a low voice.

      The loud buzzing noise seemed to be coming from far away.  Fenella frowned as Daniel muttered something under his breath as he released her.

      “It’s a text from Jason,” he said as he looked as his mobile.  He said something else that was unrepeatable and then dialed a number.

      “What’s happening?”

      “Thank goodness for that.”

      “I’ll be on my way in five minutes.”

      He sighed deeply as he dropped his phone into his pocket and turned to Fenella.

      “Duty calls?” she asked, trying to keep her tone light.

      “Someone tried to break into the building in Bride,” he told her.  “He or she, or maybe they, hit the constable on duty over the head with something and then tried to break down the door.”

      “Is the constable okay?”

      “Luckily, our perpetrators had terrible timing,” Daniel told her with a wry smile.  “All of this happened just moments before the replacement constable was meant to start his shift.  His arrival seems to have scared away whoever was trying to get into the building.  He rang for an ambulance for his colleague.  It was Fiona Jones.  She’d already regained consciousness before the ambulance arrived.  We’ll know more once Fiona gets to Noble’s, but Jason was able to speak to her before they took her to hospital and he’s cautiously optimistic.”

      “Thank goodness.”

      “I need to go and help Jason search the site.  What he’s found thus far is worrying.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “This doesn’t go any further, but apparently whoever tried to break in was carrying cans of petrol.”

      “Petrol?  You mean gasoline?  Why would… do you think they were planning to start a fire inside the building?”

      “That would be my guess.  Whoever it was apparently doesn’t want anyone going through those old files.”

      “They need to be moved somewhere safer,” Fenella said.  “I can rent a storage unit or a building, somewhere with excellent security.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I think that’s a good idea.  I’ll talk to the Chief Constable about that tomorrow when I speak to him.”

      “The attempted break in is only going to prove how important those documents are, though.  He’s never going to let me go through them now.”

      “We’ll see.  For now, I really have to go.  You could stay here, sleep in my bed, be there when I get back,” he suggested.

      Fenella sighed.  “You’ll be tired when you get home.  The last thing you’ll need is company.”

      “You’re probably right, although I hate to agree.”

      She chuckled.  “I need to go home and give Katie her bedtime snack anyway.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

      “Oh, one more thing,” Daniel said as Fenella tried to remember where she’d kicked off her shoes.

      “What’s that?”

      “The body has been positively identified.  It was Ewan Hollis.”

      “You’re sure?” she asked, mindful of what Mona had said.

      He stared at her for a moment.  “We’re certain,” he said eventually.  “We had his dental records and his medical records.  The coroner was able to match two broken bones to his medical history.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m surprised you’re telling me.”

      “It’s going to be released to the press tomorrow.  I’m trusting you not to tell anyone until morning.”

      She grinned.  “I’ll behave.”

      They walked out of the house together, with Daniel escorting her to her car.

      “Love you,” he said after a long kiss.

      “Yeah, me, um, too,” she mumbled, blushing.

      He laughed.  “You’re lucky I’m not taking that personally.”

      “I know I’m very lucky.  I’m sorry.”

      He shrugged.  “We’ll get there.  Now I really do have to go.”

      Fenella pulled out into the street and drove away slowly.  By the time she’d reached the stop sign on the corner, Daniel was right behind her.  As she turned left, he turned right, waving as he drove away.

      “Maybe Mona has come back,” she thought, suddenly less reluctant to return home.  If she had, Fenella was determined to get answers this time.  A few minutes later, she parked under her building and made her way up to her apartment.

      Katie was fast asleep on one of the couches.  As Fenella entered, she opened one eye and then shut it again.  Fenella shut the door and took a step forward as the phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “Maggie?  Hello,” Jack Dawson said.

      Fenella frowned.  Jack was the only one who ever called her Maggie.  “Why do you call me Maggie?” she demanded.

      “I’m sorry, what?”

      “You always call me Maggie and I’ve always hated it.  Why do you call me Maggie?”

      There was a long silence on the other end of the phone.

      “Hello?” Fenella said.

      “I started calling you Maggie after our second or third date.  I wanted to give you a special nickname that only I used.  You never told me that you hated it,” Jack said finally.

      Fenella could hear the hurt in his voice.  “I’m sorry.  I should have told you ten years ago, shouldn’t I?  I, well, I think at the time that I was still in awe of you, a proper professor and all that, being interested in me.  I, well, I should have told you.”

      “Would you prefer if I call you Fenella or Margaret, then?” he asked.

      Fenella thought for a moment and then sighed.  “Why don’t you keep calling me Maggie?”

      “But you hate it.”

      “I think I’d hate Margaret or Fenella more, coming from you,” she said, surprised that she meant it.  Her relationship with Jack had never been a great romance, but she still cared deeply for the man who’d been such an important part of her life for so many years.  Him calling her anything else wouldn’t feel right.

      “I don’t know.  I’ll have to think about it,” he said slowly.

      “But that isn’t why you called.  Why did you call?” she asked, a bit desperately.

      “Ah, yes, that.  The thing is, well, I mean, um…”

      “What?” Fenella demanded, thinking that Jack annoyed her more than anyone else in the world, except maybe her brother James.

      “We’ve set a date,” Jack replied in a low voice.

      “A date?  For the wedding?  Congratulations.”  Fenella had been stunned when Jack had called to tell her that he’d gotten engaged, but she’d had time to get used to the idea now and she was genuinely happy for the man.

      “It’s soon, though, and we both really want you to be here.”

      “How soon?”

      “August twelfth.”

      “This year?”

      He chuckled.  “Yes, this year.”

      “But that’s only a month away.”

      “Five and a half weeks,” he countered.

      “I don’t know if I can come,” she said, looking at the calendar next to the phone.  There was nothing on it aside from Katie’s next appointment with her veterinarian later in July.

      “I understand how busy you are and that you’ve moved on with your life, but Linda and I would really appreciate it if you could attend.  You were an important part of my life for many years and, well, I still miss you.  I think you and Linda will get along well and I know everyone from the department would love to see you again.”

      Fenella frowned.  Although she’d taught in the university’s history department for many years and had considered her colleagues to be her friends, she hadn’t actually missed any of them since she’d left.  “I simply don’t know,” she said.

      “Please give it some thought.  Linda is putting the invitations together over the next few days.  Of course, you’re more than welcome to bring Daniel along.  I enjoyed getting to know him and I’m sure you two are very happy together.”

      “We are, thank you,” she replied, her mind racing.  Would Daniel be able to take more time off work in August?  He’d just had a fortnight off in May.  Even though they’d spent much of that time caught up in a murder investigation, he’d used up some of his vacation days.  Fenella knew that vacation entitlements were considerably more generous in the UK and on the island than they were in the US, but it seemed unlikely that Daniel would be able to take even more time off so soon after his last vacation.

      “I’ll call you again soon,” Jack said.  “I really want you here,” he added in a low voice.  “I want someone that I genuinely care about to watch me say my vows.  There aren’t many people in my world that fit that description.”

      “I’ll try to come,” Fenella said.  “I can’t promise, though.”

      “My mother may not be coming.  She’s rather busy at the moment.”

      Fenella raised an eyebrow.  Jack’s mother had never liked her.  She’d blamed Fenella for making Jack less reliant on her.  Eventually, the woman had moved out of the state and Jack had taken to visiting her on his own so that Fenella didn’t have to see the disagreeable woman.  “Too busy to come to your wedding?” she asked in surprise.

      Jack sighed.  “She’s a bit cross that I’m getting married, I think.  She had been talking about moving back to Buffalo to look after me recently and then I met Linda and, well, I’m afraid I told her that I didn’t need looking after.”

      “You’re quite old enough to look after yourself.”

      “Yes, of course, but Mother is getting older and I do worry about her being on her own.  She recently moved to Arizona.  I don’t know if I mentioned that.  Anyway, she isn’t certain she likes it there.”

      “Maybe you and Linda should visit her.  Maybe you’ll be able to help her find something to like about her new home.”

      “We’re planning on it, but first we’re having a proper honeymoon, which sounds terribly selfish, really.”

      “Not at all.  You’re entitled to a honeymoon.”

      Jack sighed.  “I should let you go.  You’re probably busy with all sorts of things, hopefully not including any more dead bodies.”

      “Yes, well, thanks for calling.”

      “You haven’t found another dead body, have you?”

      “It was more of a skeleton and it had been there for quite a long time.”

      “I wish I understood what had happened to you.  You were incredibly ordinary when you lived here.”

      Fenella couldn’t help but laugh.  “Yes, well, I’m still rather ordinary, I just keep getting tangled up in murder investigations.  This one is nothing to do with me, though, even though I do own the building where the body was found.”

      “I’m not sure if I want to hear more or not.”

      “If you don’t mind, I’d rather not share more,” she told him.  “It’s quite late here and I’m exhausted.”

      “I do tend to forget about the time difference,” Jack said apologetically.  “You go and get some sleep.  I’m sure I can find out all about your most recent body on the Internet.  The Isle of Man Times has a very comprehensive site.”

      “Yes, I know.”  Fenella swallowed a sigh as she put the phone down.

      Katie made a noise and then ran into the kitchen.  She was standing in front of her food bowl when Fenella joined her.

      “How did you know that I told Daniel I was going to give you a bedtime snack?” Fenella demanded and she got out a box of Katie’s favorite treats.  As the kitten dug into her atypical snack, Fenella headed for her bedroom.  By the time she’d washed her face and brushed her teeth, Katie was curled up in the center of the bed.  Fenella slid under the covers and reached for the lamp.

      “You’d better be here when I wake up, Mona,” she said softly as she switched off the light.
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      When Katie woke her the next morning, Fenella was vaguely aware that she’d been in the middle of another unsettling dream.  This one had involved a woman in a long white wedding dress and a man with a can of gasoline and a lit match.  She shuddered as she headed for the kitchen to get Katie’s breakfast.

      Mona was sitting on one of the couches, looking out at the sea.

      “Good morning,” Fenella said.

      “Good morning,” Mona replied softly.  “Go and have your shower.  I’ll be here.”

      While she wasn’t entirely certain that she trusted Mona to stay put, Fenella did as she’d asked, taking a quick shower and getting ready for the day.  When she walked back into the living room, Katie was on Mona’s lap.

      “She knows I’m upset,” Mona told her.

      “We all know you’re upset,” Fenella replied.  “But I still need you to answer my questions.”

      Mona nodded slowly.  “I may not have answers for all of them, but I’ll try.”

      “Before we start, you should know that the body has been identified.  It was Ewan Hollis.”

      “Which makes sense, on one level, anyway,” Mona told her.  “Although I’m still not certain I believe it.”

      “Daniel seemed quite positive.”

      Mona shrugged.  “As I said, it makes sense, in a way.  I’m just sorry now that we didn’t know that he’d died years ago.  It would have made many things easier.”

      “What things?”

      “You know that Max and I were devoted to one another,” Mona told her.

      “Yes, of course, in spite of the unusual circumstances surrounding your relationship.”

      “They weren’t that unusual in those days, but none of that matters.  I know you’ve heard about the many and varied quarrels that happened between Max and myself.”

      “Some of your quarrels are the stuff of legend,” Fenella said dryly.

      Mona chuckled.  “Over the years we became experts at creating drama.  It was incredibly fun, shouting at one another about nothing at all.  Everyone else took it so very seriously, of course.  I would scream and shout at Max and then go off and dance with every other man at a party.  He’d be waiting for me in my rooms when I got back to the hotel, ready to laugh over how everyone had reacted to our fight.  Over time, we both mellowed, of course, but in the early days of our relationship, we probably fought at least three times a week, all strictly for an audience, of course.  We never actually quarreled, not once.”

      “Not in all your years together?”

      A single tear slid down Mona’s cheek.  “We only ever quarreled about one thing thing that was real and not pretend.  It broke my heart and once we’d gone through the whole ugly episode, we both promised that we’d never discuss it again.”

      “And it had something to do with EC Candles,” Fenella guessed.

      “Not specifically.”

      “Okay, then, something to do with Ewan Hollis?”

      Mona frowned and then nodded slowly.  “I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “But you will because his killer should be brought to justice.”

      “Actually, now that you mention it, I almost don’t mind if his killer gets away with it,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “Whoever killed the man did the world a favor.”

      Fenella gasped.  “You don’t mean that.”

      “I don’t know what I mean.  That man caused a great deal of grief to many people, not just to Max and me.”

      “Are you going to tell me what happened?”

      “You know Max had only a single secret worth keeping.  Ewan found out that secret.”

      “He found out that Max and Bryan were more than business partners?”

      Mona nodded.  “He managed to get photographs of the two of them together.  They were simply holding hands, but it was clear from the pictures that they were in love.  He used those photos to blackmail Max.”

      “He made Max invest in the candle company?”

      “It was crazy, really.  That man had decided that he wanted to start his own business.  He came to Max with a list of ideas and told Max to choose one and then fund it.  Max came to me in tears.  He was beside himself with worry.”

      “What happened next?” Fenella demanded as Mona lapsed into silence.

      “Max, Bryan, and Samantha and I had an emergency meeting.  Samantha thought we should call his bluff, let him give the pictures to the papers, whatever.  She was prepared to stand by Bryan, and she knew that I would stand by Max, no matter what.”

      “So why didn’t you do that?”

      “Max and Bryan couldn’t bear the thought of having their relationship under scrutiny.  They hated the idea that people would be watching them every time they were together, wondering if the stories were true.  Max and I quarreled for days.  Samantha threatened to file for divorce.  It was truly awful.”

      Mona fell silent again, staring out at the sea with tears streaming down her cheeks.

      “In the end, though, Max set up EC Candles for Ewan?”

      “Yes, and he put the company in a location as far away from Douglas as he possibly could.  They were already living up there, so it made sense.  Max bought the building and arranged to pay the monthly rent himself, through an account he set up for the business.  Then Max bought all of the necessary equipment for them and got them a few small distribution channels.  That was all that Max was meant to have to do.”

      “But it didn’t work out that way,” Fenella guessed.

      Mona sighed.  “The business was surprisingly successful.  Of course, I bought hundreds of the candles, sending them as gifts to everyone I knew.  Samantha did the same and so did many of our friends.  They didn’t know why Samantha and I were buying the candles, of course. Anyway, for the first six months or so, the company did very well.  Max met with that man and his wife at least once a month to help them with the business.  They were doing well.”

      “And then they weren’t.”

      “And then they got greedy,” Mona told her.  “They started taking more and more money out of the business, buying themselves fancy clothes, jewelry, cars even.  They’d hired Christine’s sister and her husband and a couple of cousins as well and they were paying all of them far more than they were worth.  They hired a few other people, too, which was a good thing, really, as those people were the only ones doing any work after a while.”

      “Jackie and Doris.”

      Mona looked surprised.  “If you say so.  I don’t remember the details.”

      “I met Jackie at Tynwald Day.”

      “I believe that Jackie and Doris only worked there for a few months.  As I said, they were doing the bulk of the work, actually making the candles, while the others sat around feeling important.  Max and I quarreled every time the company came up in conversation, so we tried not to discuss it, but we were still having regular crisis talks with Bryan and Samantha.  It was hideous, because we all knew that there would be more demands coming, it was simply a matter of when.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Why did the company fail?”

      “I could give you a whole list of reasons, including that they started using cheaper ingredients and their customers noticed, but none of the problems were insurmountable.  The business failed because that man decided he didn’t want to work any longer.  He could have simply turned the day-to-day operations over to his brother-in-law, but he decided it would be more fun to destroy everything he’d built.”

      “How awful.”

      “It was awful.  I don’t know how much his wife was aware of what was truly happening.  At one time I was certain she was involved in the blackmail, but as the business began to crash and burn, she got increasingly upset about it.  She came to me one day in the final weeks, sobbing about how her dreams were dying and begging me to get Max to help save the company.”

      “What did you say?”

      “I told her that I thought that Max had already done enough for them.  She didn’t seem to be fully aware of how much money Max had put into the company, though.  When I tried to tell her that Max had funded everything, she said she didn’t believe me and then she ran out, still crying.”

      “I wonder if she went home and confronted Ewan about it.”

      “She may have.  I never saw her again.  I never saw that man again, either, although Max certainly did.”

      “Oh?”

      “A few days before the first anniversary of the founding of EC Candles, that man came to see Max.  He told Max that he was tired of working so hard and that he wanted a nice big lump sum of money so that he could go across and start a new life.”

      “Hardly surprising.”

      Mona nodded.  “Of course, we should have expected it, but it still surprised us all.  Max had believed that man when he’d promised that once Max had set him up in business, he wouldn’t ask for anything else.  We should have known not to trust a blackmailer, but we, well, we wanted to believe him.”

      “What did Max say?”

      “He told that man that he needed time and then we all got together to discuss our options.  Max and I quarreled again.  It was very nearly the end of our relationship.  I told Max that there was no way this was going to be the last demand, that that man would be a shadow over us for the rest of our lives.  He didn’t want to believe me, even though he knew it was true.”

      Mona stopped to wipe away more tears.  Fenella reached for the tissue box, stopping her hand in midair as she realized that she couldn’t hand the woman anything.

      “In the end, Max and Bryan insisted on paying the man,” Mona said softly.  “They gave him half a million pounds and he promised that he’d go away.  We never saw him again.”

      “Because he was dead,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “But what happened to the money?”

      Mona shrugged.  “It was in a numbered Swiss bank account.  Max gave the number to that man and then destroyed everything to do with the account.  That man was the only one who could access it, unless he gave the number to someone else, maybe his wife.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Christine doesn’t look as if she has had access to that sort of money.”

      “I would suggest that whoever killed that man did it for the money.”

      “Maybe, if he or she knew about the money.  It sounds as if Ewan didn’t tell his family much, though.”

      “If I were him, I’d have kept what I was doing very quiet.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Doncan said that Ewan and Christine took out a loan to fund the business.”

      “On paper, yes.”

      “He also said that Jeanne and Fred Newberry paid back the loan.”

      Mona frowned.  “As far as I know, no one paid back the loan.  I believe that Max simply marked it paid, but I could be mistaken.”

      “Maybe you could ask Max.”

      “Or maybe I could not ask Max.  That man and his company caused far too many quarrels between us already.  I’m not prepared to start another one.”

      “But it would be really helpful to know if the loan was repaid or not.  If it was, that would suggest that Fred and Jeanne were unaware of the arrangement that had been made between Max and Ewan.”

      “Or maybe Fred was the only one who knew about the money from Max,” Mona said.  “Maybe he killed that man, took the money and then used some part of it to pay back the loan.”

      Fenella frowned.  Jeanne had been wearing expensive clothes and jewelry.  Did that suggest that the couple had more money than they should have had?  “I suppose that’s a possibility.”

      “At least now I know why that man never came back to demand more money from Max,” Mona said.  “I wish I knew where the photos and the negatives were, though.  I’d hate for them to come to light now, even though Max and Bryan are both dead.”

      “I have an idea where they might be,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Oh?”

      “There’s a file cabinet full of papers in the building in Bride.  I want to go through it and so does Christine Hollis.”

      “She wouldn’t have dared to ask Max or me for access.  I’m surprised she didn’t ask you as soon as you’d arrived on the island, though.”

      “Now that you mention it, so am I.”

      Mona frowned.  “It seems possible, maybe even likely, that she didn’t know about the blackmail, although it also seems likely that she does know about it now, if she’s eager to get into the building to see what’s there.”

      Fenella nodded.  “If Ewan was blackmailing Max, who else might he have been blackmailing?” she asked.

      Mona thought for a moment.  “I never thought about that, but he could have been blackmailing any number of people, couldn’t he?  Max was a nice big target, but he could have had lots of victims, many of whom may have only been able to give him a small amount of money.”

      “What about other larger victims?” Fenella asked.  “Donald Donaldson knew the man.  He said that Ewan often brought him business ideas. Could he have been blackmailing Donald?”

      “I don’t recall Donald ever doing business with the man.  I suppose Donald could have simply been paying him to go away, though.”

      “Why didn’t Max use the building for something else after the candle company failed?” Fenella asked.

      Mona sighed.  “He simply couldn’t bear to even think about anything to do with that man or the company.  He preferred to leave the building empty and to pretend that it didn’t exist.”

      “Why not sell it, then?”

      “As I said, he wanted to pretend that it didn’t exist.  One day he mentioned to me that it upset him every time he saw it on his list of assets.  He kept a very close eye on the list, of course.  I suggested that he give the building to me, promising that I’d never do anything with it, that it would sit empty, locked away and forgotten.”

      “And you told Doncan to stay away from it.”

      “I did.  I had to.  Max would never have forgiven me if I’d gone to see the building or even sent Doncan to have a look.  As far as Max was concerned, the building ceased to exist when the company failed.”

      “And you weren’t curious about it after Max died?”

      “I never would have dishonored his memory in that way.  I’d made him many promises over the years and I kept every single one of them.  Never going to that site was one of those promises.  Taking his secret to my grave was another.”

      “Now I just have to find a way to tell Daniel that I think Ewan was blackmailing people,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “You need to go through the company files.  I’m certain there isn’t anything in Max’s old files or in his advocate’s records, but there may be something in the candle company files that at least hints at what was really happening.”

      “One more question, for you and for Max,” Fenella said.  “Who killed Ewan?”

      “If he was blackmailing other people, then it could have been anyone on the island,” Mona replied.  “But if I were Daniel, I’d be focusing on the people who were closest to him.  He had a difficult relationship with all of them.  He and his wife fought almost constantly.  He used to complain to Max about his in-laws and he didn’t get along with his cousins, either.  He didn’t think any of them worked hard enough, although he was so rarely at the building that I can’t imagine he had any idea what was actually happening in Bride.”

      “Where was he when he wasn’t in Bride?”

      Mona shook her head slowly.  “I’ve no idea.  I know Max used to ring the company several times a week and that man was almost never there, but I’ve no idea where he was spending his time.  I’m fairly certain Bride had a pub in those days, so it is possible that man frequented it.”

      “I’ll have to ask Daniel,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “Maybe he’ll be able to work out where Ewan was spending his free time and that will have had something to do with his murder.”
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      With a lot on her mind, Fenella went out for a long walk along the promenade.  The sea air seemed to help clear her head, at least a little bit.  When she was on her way home she suddenly heard a great deal of barking coming from somewhere behind her.

      “Winston,” she exclaimed as she turned around and was nearly knocked over by the huge dog.  He panted excitedly as she gave him a thorough petting.

      “Woof,” his smaller companion said politely.

      “Hello, Fiona,” Fenella replied, bending down to give Fiona her fair share of attention.

      “Good morning,” Harvey Garus, the octogenarian who owned the dogs, said.  “Winston nearly pulled my arm out rushing to you.”

      “I don’t believe it,” Fenella replied. “He’s always very careful with you.”

      Harvey laughed. “I may have been exaggerating slightly.  You’re right, of course, they’re both always very careful of me, especially since my recent fall.”

      Harvey had been walking the dogs one day and had accidentally become tangled up in their leashes.  He’d fallen onto the hard concrete of the promenade and his doctor still wasn’t certain why he hadn’t broken any bones.  Fenella had kept the dogs for him while he’d been hospitalized, something she’d done on a few previous occasions.  She loved having them to stay, but they were a lot of work, too.

      “How are you these days?” Fenella asked, studying the man.  He looked happy and healthy.

      “I’m doing very well.  I’d been considering a trip across, but I’ve decided not to bother, at least not at the moment.”

      “Didn’t you say that a former girlfriend had been in touch?”

      “I did and she had and, well, let’s just say I’ve decided I’m not interested in seeing her at the moment.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m sorry?” she said questioningly.

      He laughed.  “It’s fine, really.  I was pretty certain that she was after something and then she accidentally sent me a message that was meant for someone else.  In it she talked about how she thought she’d just about convinced me to visit and that she reckoned she’d be able to get several thousand pounds out of me, at a minimum.”

      “My goodness.”

      “I simply blocked her once I’d read the message.  No doubt she’s sent several more, trying to explain her behavior, but I’m not interested in hearing from her.  Now I’m considering visiting another old friend instead.  He and I grew up near one another and I haven’t seen him in, oh, forty or fifty years.  He’s a retired brain surgeon and I don’t believe he’s after anything more than a chance to spend a bit of time catching up with me.”

      “That sounds as if it would be fun.”

      He nodded.  “But I’ll need to find someone to keep these beasts, if I go.”

      “You know I’ll have them.  I’m supposed to be going to a wedding back in the US in August, though.”

      “My friend and I aren’t in a particular hurry.  Maybe I’ll see what his plans are for September or October.”

      “Daniel is moving down here, to the building next to the Tale and Tail, at the end of the month, so he’ll be able to help with the dogs, too.  I’m happy to have them, just let me know.”

      “Thank you,” Harvey said.  “I’ve had Winston for years now and I’ve never really had anyone I could trust to keep him for me, so I’ve not done much traveling.  It will be nice to go across and see my friend, if I can manage it.”

      Fenella gave the dogs a bit more love and then hugged Harvey tightly before she walked back to her building.  When she opened her door, Katie shouted at her.

      “I know, it’s time for lunch.  I’m sorry,” she said quickly, heading straight to the kitchen.  “I saw Winston and Fiona.  They send their love,” she told her pet as she washed her hands and then got Katie’s lunch for her.

      “Meewwwww,” Katie replied.

      “They may be coming to stay in September or October,” Fenella added.

      Katie didn’t look happy with that news, but Fenella decided that she was simply hungry.  “I’m starving,” she muttered as she started to look for something for her own lunch, too.

      After a sandwich made from slightly stale bread, she decided she needed to go grocery shopping.  Rather than take her car, Fenella walked to the nearest shop, planning to get only essentials rather than doing a full shopping trip.  Of course, she bought far more than she’d intended and she found herself struggling to carry half a dozen very full bags back to her apartment.  When she’d first arrived on the island, before she’d passed her driving test, she’d purchased a small, wheeled cart for her trips to the grocery store.  Now, as she could feel the circulation being cut off to her fingers from the bag’s handles, she was sorry she hadn’t brought the cart that had been shoved to the back of one of her closets since she’d been driving nearly everywhere.

      Her answering machine light was blinking when she finally got home.

      “Hello, darling.  I was hoping to take you to dinner tonight, but I’m going to be in Bride for the day, I’m afraid.  Let’s go to the pub tonight, though.  I won’t be able to drink, but you can have a glass of wine and we can enjoy each other’s company for a short while.  I’ll meet you at the pub at seven, unless you tell me otherwise.”

      Fenella frowned.  Of course she knew exactly which pub he meant.  They really only ever went to the Tale and Tail.  But she’d been hoping to have dinner with Daniel, so much so that she hadn’t actually bought anything at the grocery store for her evening meal.   A quick look through her cupboards didn’t reveal anything she’d missed earlier and her latest purchases consisted mostly of chocolate biscuits and potato chips, not actual food.

      She grabbed her phone.  “Shelly?  It’s Fenella.  Are you free for dinner?”

      “Tim and I are supposed to be having dinner together, but you’re more than welcome to join us.”

      “I can’t do that, although I appreciate the offer.”

      “Of course you can.  We were just going to go to that little Italian place on the Promenade.  We were going to talk about the wedding.  If you come along, you can help us with our plans.”

      “That sounds, well, less than fun, let’s say.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Sorry.  It probably wouldn’t be much fun for you, would it?”

      “Daniel is going to meet me at the Tale and Tail around seven.  You and Tim are welcome to join us.”

      “We may just do that.  Assuming we’re still speaking to one another after a few hours of wedding planning.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You both simply have to be ready to compromise.  Just remember that the wedding is actually about the end goal of spending the rest of your life with the man, not just a single day that has to be perfect.”

      “I’ll try to keep that in mind,” Shelly told her.

      After a moment of pacing around her apartment, Fenella found herself actually contemplating joining Shelly and Tim for dinner.  Shaking her head, she grabbed the phone and ordered herself some Chinese food.  Some time later, feeling rather stuffed, she headed out to the pub.

      The Tale and Tail was on the ground floor of what had once been a huge mansion right on the promenade, just a short distance from Fenella’s building.  It had been sold to a developer who’d turned the mansion into a luxury hotel.  What had once been the library had become a pub with the addition of a large bar in the center of the room.  Stairs led to an upper level that had tables with chairs and couches scattered everywhere.  Otherwise, the library was largely unchanged, which meant that books still lined the walls.  Pub customers were welcome to select a book to read while they drank and could even borrow one title at a time to read at home.

      The only other addition to the library was the somewhere around a dozen or so cat beds that were tucked into corners throughout both levels.  Rescued cats now called the pub home, lounging in beds, on shelves, and on customer’s laps, enjoying life and spreading happiness.  Fenella reached the pub not long after six, planning to spend some time browsing the shelves since she never actually had much opportunity to do so.

      “There’s a large group upstairs,” the bartender warned as he handed her a glass of the wine she always ordered.  “I don’t think any of them have ever been here before.  When they arrived, they seemed bemused by the books and the cats.”

      “Maybe I’ll stay down here for the time being,” Fenella replied.  “Daniel is meeting me here later, but I thought I’d come early and look at the books.”

      “Have fun.  I’ve spent hours and hours going through them.  I’ve read hundreds of titles, and I’ve barely scratched the surface of what’s available.”

      Fenella nodded, took her glass of wine, and walked back over to the door.  If she was going to do this properly, she needed a plan.  She’d start at the door and work her way through the entire ground floor before she attempted the shelves upstairs, she decided.  Just the ground floor would take hours and hours of time.  This was going to be a long-term project.

      “Ms. Woods?” a voice interrupted her slow progress only a few minutes later.

      Fenella looked up and smiled at the woman.  She knew her from somewhere, but she’d been so caught up in the blurb on the back of the book in her hand that she couldn’t place her.

      “Christine asked me to come down and, well, see if you’d like to join us,” the woman said shyly.  “Things were awkward in your advocate’s office.  She was hoping you could talk more freely here.”

      “Lorraine Spears,” Fenella blurted out.

      The other woman flushed.  “I should have introduced myself, of course you don’t remember me.”

      “I do remember you,” Fenella countered.  “I just wasn’t expecting to see you here.”

      “Christine suggested it.  Someone told her that this was your favorite pub.  As I said, Christine was hoping to find you here for a chat.”

      Fenella frowned.  They’d come to the pub specifically to find her?  Daniel wasn’t going to be happy to hear that.  “You should know that I’m meeting Daniel here, um, Inspector Daniel Robinson.  We’re, er, dating, but he’s in charge of the murder investigation.”

      Lorraine made a face.  “I don’t know how they can be so certain that it was murder, especially after all this time.”

      “That’s the coroner’s job and I’m glad it isn’t mine.”

      “Me, too,” Lorraine replied, chuckling.  “But do come and have a drink with us.  We’re actually really nice people, even Christine, mostly.”

      “Mostly?” Fenella echoed as she began to follow Lorraine across the room.

      “It’s a running family joke.  Christine has always been, well, difficult at times.  She means well, though.  She has a heart of gold.”

      They walked up the spiral staircase that led to the upper level.  The rest of the group were sitting together in a corner near the elevators that nearly everyone used to get back down to the ground floor.

      “There she is,” Christine said loudly.  “We were just talking about you.  My friend, Beverly, said this was your favorite pub.”

      “Cats and books, what’s not to like?” Fenella asked.

      “Sit here,” Christine told her, patting the space on the couch next to her.  “Do you need another drink?  Sam, it’s your round.”

      Sam frowned, but got to his feet.  “Ms. Woods?  What can I get you?”

      “Just tell the bartender it’s for me.  He knows what I drink,” she replied.

      “How lovely,” Christine said.  “The bartender in the pub in Bride near where I live knows what we all drink, of course.  It’s our local.”

      Fenella nodded.  “How are you?” she asked the other woman.

      Christine frowned and then sighed deeply.  “The police, they’re insisting that it’s Ewan, the body, that is.   They asked me about his broken bones.  He broke his arm when he was ten, fighting with his older brother over a sweet.  His brother pushed him over and he fell on his arm.  According to the police, that matches the skeleton that was in our old building.”

      “I’d heard that the police had identified the body,” Fenella replied.  “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      Nathan, who was sitting on the other side of Christine, made a noise.

      Christine ignored him.  “Thank you,” she said, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue.  “It’s, well, it’s terribly difficult, but it’s made me even more determined to convince you to let me into that building.”

      “The police still have it under lock and key.”

      “Yes, but aren’t you involved with the police inspector in charge of the investigation?  Surely, he’ll be willing to make an exception for you,” Christine asked.

      “He won’t,” Fenella said flatly.

      “I can wait, of course, but sooner would be better than later.  It’s even more important now that I know that that building is where my beloved Ewan breathed his last breath.”  She swiped at her eyes again.

      “It must have been a huge shock for you, since you’ve been waiting all these years for him to come back,” Fenella said.

      Christine nodded.  “It has been, of course.  I’ve been imagining him across, visiting his friends and getting over the loss of our business while he was actually locked inside that building, all alone.”

      “I’m surprised you waited for him this long.”

      “I love him.  I’ll always love him,” Christine said.

      “Huruph,” Nathan muttered.

      “We all loved him,” Jeanne interjected from her seat across the small table from them.

      “Yeah,” Fred said.

      “Sorry I took so long,” Sam said as he rejoined them, carrying a tray full of drinks.  He settled into a chair between Fenella and Jeanne after the drinks had been distributed.

      “We were just telling Ms. Woods how much we’d all loved Ewan,” Fred told Sam in a sarcastic tone.

      “Please, call me Fenella,” she said.

      “Of course we all loved Ewan,” Sam told her.  “He was family, after all.  And he did his best to help us, starting a business and hiring all of us to work there.  He paid us generously, too.”

      “So generously that he drove the place out of business,” Fred added in a low voice.

      “He did his best,” Christine said firmly.  “We did our best, I should say.  We didn’t know anything about running a business and we made some mistakes.  I won’t deny it.  But we tried.  We needed more help, though, the help we’d been promised before we started the company.  The help that never materialized.”

      “I told you not to trust Maxwell Martin,” Fred said sharply.

      “What does Maxwell Martin have to do with this?” Fenella asked, curious what they all knew about Max’s role in the business.

      “He invested in the business,” Christine told her.  “The idea was Ewan’s, but we couldn’t afford to start the business on our own, so Ewan went and asked Max for help.  He invested a small amount of his money into getting the business started and he rented us the space in Bride for what he insisted was a bargain price.  I think it’s telling that he never managed to rent it out again, though, don’t you?”

      “No one wants to work in a building in the middle of nowhere.  It was fine for us because we all lived up there and were happy with the short commute to work, but we were unusual,” Fred said.  “I’m not surprised he never managed to rent the space to anyone else.”

      Fenella bit her tongue.  Now wasn’t the time to try to defend Max.

      “He was supposed to help us with the business,” Christine told Fenella.  “Ewan used to go and see him every week to discuss what we were doing, what was working and what wasn’t working.  Max was the one who suggested that we start using lower quality ingredients in the candles.  I’m afraid Ewan and I had a huge argument about that, actually.  I thought we’d lose business, but Ewan said that Max had told him our customers would never notice.”

      “And then we went under a month later,” Lorraine added from her chair opposite Sam.

      Christine nodded.  “It happened so quickly.  I thought we were doing really well.  Ewan was still paying all of us.  We were making higher profits on the candles thanks to the changes that Max had suggested.  I was even planning a holiday in the Bahamas to surprise Ewan.”

      “We were going to go to Portugal,” Jeanne said sadly.  “We were considering buying a second home there.”

      “So what happened?” Fenella asked.

      Christine shrugged.  “Ewan tried to protect me, to protect all of us, from the truth.  He knew the business was failing, but he didn’t tell any of us until it was too late to save it.  We were busy filling orders and making candles right up until the day that Ewan came in and said that we were done.”

      “It was horrible,” Lorraine said.  “I was making candles and he came in and switched everything off.  He said that men were coming the next day to get all of the equipment, that Max was taking it all back because the bills hadn’t been paid.”

      “I told Ewan to talk to Max, to beg him to give us more time.  We were making higher profits on every sale.  We should have been doing well,” Christine said.

      “But we weren’t actually selling anything,” Lorraine said.  “We didn’t know it at the time, but we’d lost our distributors in the UK and the US.  The only candles that we were actually selling were the ones being ordered from our catalog, maybe two or three orders a week.  That wasn’t enough to keep the company going.”

      “We could have grown that part of the business, if we’d known,” Christine said.  “I didn’t realize that we only had single-year contracts with all of our distributors and I didn’t know that they’d all written to Ewan and told him that they weren’t interested in renewing.  Some of them even mentioned that the quality of the candles had gone down.  Maybe the customers hadn’t noticed, but the distributors had.  I blamed Max.  I still blame Max.”

      Max, who was being blackmailed by your husband, Fenella thought.

      “Where do you fit into all of this?” Fenella asked Nathan.

      He jumped and then frowned.  “I’m just Christine’s, um, friend.”

      Christine sighed.  “Nathan and I have been together for about a year now.  It isn’t a secret and it doesn’t mean I’m any less upset about Ewan’s death, either.  If he had been across, I know he’d have been seeing other women.  He never would have expected me to be faithful to him for all these years.”

      Fenella nodded.  “So none of you knew that the business was failing?”

      “I wondered, when Ewan got rid of the extra staff,” Lorraine told her.

      Christine frowned.  “They were lazy and unproductive.  Ewan got rid of them because they did little more than chat and spill wax all over the floor and the equipment, not for any other reason.”

      “Extra staff?” Fenella repeated.

      “After about six months, when we were starting to get really busy, Ewan hired a couple of local women to come in and help make the candles,” Christine explained.  “It was a big job and Samuel and Lorraine were doing all of the work.  The rest of us were busy with running the company, of course.”

      “And having long lunches in Douglas,” Jeanne muttered.

      “You would know,” Christine shot back.

      “The two women only worked for us for a month or two before Ewan let them go.  As I said, they used to spill wax, which cost us a lot of money.  Ewan and I realized that we were better off using family whenever we could.  Family would truly care about our success,” Christine explained.

      “You should tell Daniel, um, Inspector Robinson, about the two women,” Fenella suggested.

      “I probably mentioned them when I gave my statement,” Christine replied with a wave of her hand.  “They weren’t important and I can’t even recall their names.”

      “One of them was Diane or Diana or Debbie, I think,” Sam said.

      “And Jennifer,” Jeanne added.  “She went by Jenny.”

      “What about surnames?” Fenella asked.

      People exchanged glances.  A few shook their heads.

      “I don’t think I even knew their surnames,” Christine said after a moment.  “Ewan hired them and he handled payroll, too.  I barely ever spoke to either of them and, as I said, they were only there for a few months.”

      “And when they were let go, you started to worry about the business?” Fenella asked Lorraine.

      “I wasn’t worried exactly, I just wondered why he’d let them go.  We were still really busy at that point, or we thought we were, anyway.  We were making candles all day, every day.”

      “But not for long,” Sam chimed in.  “I think it was later that same month that Ewan told us to scale back production.”

      “He told us that we’d managed to get ahead on orders and that we could work at a reduced rate for a few weeks,” Lorraine remembered.  “He kept paying us, though, and generously.”

      “All he ever wanted to do was take care of his family,” Christine said with a loud sniff.  She used the tissue to wipe her eyes again.  From what Fenella could see, the tissue was bone dry.

      “I felt blindsided when Ewan told us the business was closing,” Jeanne said.

      “We all were,” Christine said sadly.

      “I still can’t believe Ewan never told you what was really happening with the business,” Fred told her.

      “He didn’t want me to worry.  He was more concerned about me than he was about the business,” Christine said.  “He was just a wonderful, wonderful man.”

      Jeanne laughed.  “Sorry, sister dearest, but that isn’t how you used to describe him back in the day.”

      Christine flushed.  “We were a married couple.  We had our ups and downs, of course, but I loved him more than I’ve ever loved anyone and more than I ever will love anyone.”

      Nathan raised an eyebrow.  “Good to know,” he said flatly.

      “I’m sorry.  You know I care deeply for you, but Ewan and I had a bond that went so much deeper.  We had the same hopes and dreams.  We were going to build our own tiny business empire.  The candle company was just the first step.  Ewan was convinced that Max Martin was going to help us and if that didn’t work out, he was talking to other businessmen around the island, working to secure their support,” Christine replied.

      Nathan finished what was in his glass and stood up.  “I’ll get the next round,” he said loudly before he walked over to the elevators.

      “I hope he isn’t too angry with me,” Christine said worriedly.

      “He should understand how upset you are,” Lorraine said.  “You just found out that your husband was murdered, after all.”

      “I still can’t believe it,” Christine replied with a sigh.

      “Does anyone have any idea who might have wanted Ewan dead?” Fenella asked.

      There was an awkward pause.  Fenella was starting to think that she’d pushed them all too far when Christine finally broke the silence.

      “I wish Max Martin were still alive.  I think he’d have a lot to answer for.”

      “You think Max killed Ewan?” Fenella asked, not bothering to hide her skepticism.

      “Not personally, of course.  No doubt he had staff for that,” Christine replied.

      “Why would Max kill him?” Fenella wondered.

      “I think he was angry that Ewan hadn’t made a success of the business.  Maybe Ewan hadn’t been paying the bills.  He handled all of that.  I never knew how much was coming in or going out.  Maybe Max got angry because Ewan hadn’t paid the rent.  Maybe he sent someone to beat him up, as a warning, or something, and that someone accidentally killed Ewan,” Christine said.

      “The rent was being paid,” Fred told her.

      “How can you be so certain?” Christine asked.

      “Because I was paying it, month after month,” Fred replied.

      “You were paying the rent?  Why?” Fenella blurted out.

      “It was part of the deal that Max and Ewan and I made,” Fred explained.  “I paid the building’s rent and Max paid for everything else.”

      “Why didn’t I know about this?” Jeanne demanded.

      Fred shrugged.  “It wasn’t anything to do with you.”

      “Except we have a joint bank account.  Where did the money come from?” she asked.

      “Ewan set me up with a separate account, just for the business.  Actually, it was his advocate that set it all up.  Some of my pay went into the account and then I paid the building rent out of the account.  It all balanced out, really,” he explained.

      “That doesn’t make any sense,” Jeanne said what Fenella was thinking.

      “There were legal reasons for doing it,” Fred told her.  “Ewan explained it all to me when he first set up the business, but I don’t remember any of it now.  I can’t see that it matters anyway.”

      Fenella couldn’t see why it mattered, either, but it bothered her, nonetheless.  “If it wasn’t Max, who else might have killed Ewan?” she asked, dragging the subject back to her earlier question.

      “No one,” Christine said firmly.  “And, of course, now that Max is dead, we’ll never get justice.”

      “Ewan had enemies,” Fred interjected.

      “He did?” Fenella asked.

      Fred looked at Christine and then nodded.  “There were a few people who didn’t care for him, who found him loud and overbearing.  His next-door neighbor was one of them.”

      “We aren’t bringing Nathan into this,” Christine said tightly.

      “Nathan used to live next door to Ewan?” Fenella checked.

      “He still does, or rather, he still lives next door to Christine,” Fred told her.  “He’s been there for years, since before Ewan and Christine bought their house.”

      “But he had no reason to want to kill Ewan,” Christine nearly shouted.

      “Who had no reason to kill Ewan?” Nathan asked as he rejoined them, drink tray in hand.

      “We were just telling Fenella that you’ve lived next door to Christine since before Ewan disappeared,” Jeanne said.

      “Which means I could have killed him,” Nathan replied.  “I won’t lie.  I didn’t care for the man.”  He looked at Fenella.  “I was still happily married to my first wife when Ewan left.  I barely knew Christine, then.”

      “Why didn’t you like Ewan?” she asked.

      “When he first moved into the house next to mine, he put in a fence, but he put part of it on my property.  It took me three years to get him to move it three feet,” Nathan told her.  “And that was just our first quarrel.”

      “They argued about that damned fence constantly,” Christine sighed.  “And a million other things.  I used to hide in my house whenever I saw Nathan or his wife outside.”

      “Has anyone mentioned this to Inspector Robinson?” Fenella asked.

      “Mentioned what to Inspector Robinson?” a familiar voice said from behind Fenella.

      She spun around and smiled brightly at Daniel.  He gave her a small smile and then turned his gaze back to the group.

      “Nathan didn’t care for Ewan,” Fenella said after a moment.  “They used to be neighbors.”

      “In answer to your question, then, no, no one has mentioned that to me,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “I was hoping for a quiet drink with the woman I love, but instead, I’m going to have to have a conversation with you,” he told Nathan.

      “I’ve nothing to say,” Nathan replied.

      “That’s good news,” Daniel said. “I’ll get a constable to take you down to the station and then I’ll spend some time with Fenella.  Maybe you’ll be feeling more cooperative in the morning.”

      He pulled out his mobile phone and began pushing numbers.

      “Wait.  I’ll answer your questions, but you’ll be wasting your time,” Nathan said.  “That was all that I meant.”

      Daniel nodded.  “We’ll go down to the station and talk there.  A pub isn’t the best place for an interview.  Have you been drinking?”

      “Just something fizzy.  I’m driving,” Nathan replied.

      “I’ll ring you later,” Daniel told Fenella before he led Nathan to the elevators.

      “How are we going to get back to Bride?” Christine asked as the elevator doors slid shut behind the pair.

      “Nathan drove you all?” Fenella asked.

      “He did and we’ve all been drinking, so we can’t drive,” Christine replied.  “Besides, Nathan has the keys and anyway, he won’t let any of us drive his car.”

      “I’ll pay for a taxi,” Fenella told her.  “Whenever you’re ready.”

      “I’m ready,” Christine sighed.  “It’s been a long night.”

      “Indeed,” Fenella muttered.

      She walked the group outside and then waited with them until a taxi that was large enough for all of them finally stopped.  After handing the driver just about every penny she had in her bag, Fenella waved as he drove them away.

      Sighing, she turned and headed for home.  She was going to need coffee if she was going to stay awake until Daniel called.
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      There was no sign of Mona when Fenella got back to her apartment.  She gave Katie a treat and then snuggled up with her in front of the television.  They were watching James Bond getting chased through the streets of Japan or China, Fenella wasn’t paying enough attention to be sure which, when the phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “It’s just me,” Daniel said.  “I shouldn’t have said I would ring.  You probably wanted to go to bed hours ago.”

      “I’d rather talk to you,” Fenella countered.  “I’m just sorry we didn’t get to have a drink together.”

      “As am I,” he sighed.

      “I hope Nathan was cooperative.”

      “He talked a lot, anyway.  He was happy to admit that he didn’t care for Ewan, but apparently he dislikes his neighbor on the other side even more than he disliked Ewan.”

      “Oh?  Maybe he just said that to cover up for killing Ewan.”

      “Except he and his other neighbor have rung the police on one another on several occasions.  They have a lengthy history of not getting along, one that’s well documented in Jason’s files.”

      “Oh, my.  They’ve called the police on one another?”

      “Over boundary disputes, cars parked where they shouldn’t be, and over noise complaints,” Daniel told her.  “It’s all public record, by the way.  I’m not telling you anything I shouldn’t.  Dan Ross was at the station when I arrived with Nathan, as well.  No doubt he’s already busy digging into Nathan’s past.”

      Fenella sighed.  “So you don’t think he killed Ewan?”

      “I’ve no idea.  At least he has something approaching a motive.  Jason and I are struggling to work out a motive for anyone else.”

      “But if he was blackmailing people,” Fenella began.  She stopped abruptly when she realized that she hadn’t shared what Mona had told her with Daniel.  She wasn’t ready to tell him about the ghost who haunted her apartment.

      “Blackmailing people?  Who said he was blackmailing people?”

      “That was just me letting my imagination run wild,” she replied.  “But I haven’t told you what everyone said at the pub tonight.”

      She took Daniel through the conversation that had taken place at the Tale and Tail.  “I was just wondering, as I was walking home, whether Ewan had blackmailed Max into helping him with the candle business.  It was just an idle thought, really,” she concluded.

      “I suppose that’s a possibility,” Daniel said slowly, clearly regarding it as a very remote possibility.

      “Fred said that Ewan had enemies.  When I asked him what he meant, he told me about Nathan.  I should have asked him to tell me more, though.”

      “I’m going to have to speak to all of them again,” Daniel sighed.  “I should say Jason and I are going to have to speak to all of them again.  I have a feeling they’ve all been keeping things from us.”

      “Someone finally mentioned Jackie and Doris, anyway.”

      “Yes, that was interesting.”

      “What’s next, then?”

      “Next, how would you like to come out to the site and supervise the removal of the files?”

      “Seriously?”

      Daniel chuckled.  “The Chief Constable is concerned about what might be in those files in light of the attempted break in.  If someone had managed to set fire to the building, it seems likely that whatever is there would have been destroyed.”

      “So he’s agreed to move the files?”

      “He has.  He’s arranged for them to be moved to a police storage unit just outside of Douglas.  The unit is currently empty.  As you own the building and everything in it, you’ll be permitted to supervise the removal and relocation.”

      “I want to go through the files,” Fenella said.  “Christine is after something.  I want to find it first.”

      “I know.  I’m as eager as you are to go through those files.  As of now, though, the Chief Constable hasn’t agreed to let you take a look.  I’m still working on him, though.”

      “Work faster,” Fenella urged.

      He chuckled.  “For now, you’ll have to be happy with knowing that they’re under police protection.  Unless something changes, I’ll collect you around one o’clock tomorrow and take you to Bride with me.  I’m hoping we’ll be able to get dinner together after the files have been safely moved.”

      “The sooner this case is closed, the better.  I don’t want to see Christine and her friends at the Tale and Tail again.”

      “That was slightly worrying.  I’m glad you sent them on their way before you walked home.  I’d rather they not know where you live.”

      “I’m pretty sure everyone on the island knows where I live.”

      Daniel sighed.  “You could be right about that.  I don’t suppose you want to stay with me until this case is solved?”

      Fenella actually thought about it for a minute.  The idea had merit, especially as it included waking up with Daniel every morning, but if she were staying with him, she wouldn’t see Mona every day.  Considering how central Mona was to the case, she needed access to the woman, she decided.

      “I think I’d better stay here,” she said eventually.  “The building has good security and I promise to check my peephole before I open my door if anyone knocks.”

      Daniel sighed. “This will be easier when I’m closer,” he muttered.

      “It will, and it won’t be long now.”

      “I know, but the only things that are packed are the things you packed for me.  We need to get this murder solved so I can move house.”

      Fenella laughed.  “As if you needed any extra incentive to solve the case.”

      They chatted for a while longer before Fenella found herself yawning in between sentences.

      “Good night, darling,” Daniel said.

      “Good night, my dear,” she replied.

      “I love you.”

      “I, er, yes, I mean, um, good night.”  Fenella put the phone down and then slowly whacked her head against the wall.  “Why can’t you just say it?” she demanded.  “I love you.  That wasn’t so hard.  Just say it.”

      Back on the screen, James was just sliding into bed with a beautiful blonde.  Fenella switched it off with a sigh.

      “Merow,” Katie said.

      “I’m sorry, were you watching that?  I can put it back on or we can go to bed,” she told her.

      Katie seemed to think of a moment before she jumped off of Fenella’s lap and ran to the bedroom.
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      When Katie woke her the next morning, Fenella frowned at the clock.  “It’s eight.  You knew I needed some extra sleep, didn’t you?” she asked the animal.

      “Mewwwwww,” Katie replied.

      Fenella gave her some breakfast and turned on the coffee maker.

      “What should I do with my morning?” she asked Katie once she was ready for the day.

      Katie blinked at her and then ran back to the bedroom and disappeared inside.

      “I can’t take a nap.  I just got up,” Fenella called after her.

      “Must you shout?” Mona demanded as she appeared in front of Fenella.

      “I was talking to Katie, but she ran away.”

      “I don’t blame her.  You’re very loud this morning.”

      I can be as loud as I like in my own apartment, Fenella thought.

      “You’re even thinking loudly,” Mona sighed.

      “Are you okay?”

      Mona studied her for a moment and then sighed.  “I have a headache.”

      “Ghosts can get headaches?”

      “Apparently.”

      Mona often teased her about what life as a ghost was really like, telling her unbelievable stories about the afterlife, but this time Fenella didn’t think she was teasing.

      “I’m sorry.  Can you take something for it?”

      Mona shrugged.  “Max and I had a quarrel.  I always feel quite unwell when we argue.”

      “What did you and Max fight about?”

      “You shouldn’t have to ask that.”

      “Ewan Hollis?”

      “Of course.  I, well, I was concerned about his death, worried that Max might know something, but I should have known better than to try to discuss that man with Max.  It upset him terribly.”

      “You think Max knew the body was there?”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      “But that was what you were thinking.”

      “I don’t believe you can read my mind.”

      Fenella sighed.  “So what did you think that Max might know?”

      “Nothing specific.  I don’t know.  Max was so certain that once he’d paid the money that the man would go away.  I warned him repeatedly that the man would be back one day, but he always refused to listen.  I wanted to know why he’d been so certain.”

      “What did he say when you asked?”

      “We quarreled.  It was truly awful.  Max even threatened to move on to the next stage of the afterlife if I ever mentioned that man again.”

      “I thought you said he didn’t know he was dead.”

      “Because that was what I believed.  Apparently, he’s much more aware of everything than he seemed.”  She stopped and walked over to one of the couches, sinking onto it with a dramatic sigh.  Fenella watched as tears began to slide down her cheeks.

      “What else did he say?  What’s upset you so much?”

      “He told me that he’s remained here because of me.  He said he knew I wouldn’t want to rush on, that I’d want to stay here for as long as possible and he knew I’d need him.  He’s right, of course.  I do need him.  If he moves on, I’m going to go with him.”

      Fenella swallowed her instinctive reply.  She wasn’t ready for Mona to move on, but it really wasn’t her choice.  “You have to do what’s best for you, of course.  I’ll miss you, if you go.”

      “I don’t want to go yet.  I want to stay here until I’m certain that you’re going to be happy and safe.  We have a way to go yet, on that.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You know you’re madly in love with Daniel.”

      “So?”

      “So tell him,” Mona said firmly.

      Fenella flushed.  “I’m working on it.”

      “There are a few more challenges ahead for you,” Mona told her.  “Once you’ve come through those, I’ll be ready to go.”

      “Unless Max goes sooner.”

      “He isn’t going to go, not until I’m ready, unless I mention that man to him again.  I’ve promised him that I won’t.  I’ve never broken a promise to him, ever.”

      “So you can’t ask him anything about the arrangements between him and Ewan,” Fenella sighed.

      “I won’t, no.”

      “Fred said that he paid the rent every month for the building in Bride.”

      “He’s lying,” Mona told her.

      “Someone said that Ewan and Max met every week to talk about the business.”

      “They may have.  Max wouldn’t normally have met with anyone on a weekly basis.  He was far too busy with other things, but he would have made an exception for that man if that man had insisted on seeing him.”

      “Someone said that Max was the one who suggested making the candles with cheaper ingredients.”

      Mona laughed.  “Look around you,” she said.  “Max was all about quality.  He wanted everything to be the very best possible quality.  He would have suggested raising prices before he’d have suggested lowering quality.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It might be helpful to know more about the arrangement between Ewan and Max.  It could be important.”

      “I won’t ask him anything,” Mona insisted.  “I’m going to have to go and rest now.  My head still hurts.  I think I’ll go and sit on a beach in some remote part of Australia.  It’s beautiful there, and very quiet.”

      “How can you go to Australia if you never went there when you were alive?” Fenella asked.  Mona had once said something about only going places that had been significant to her in life.

      “Must go,” Mona replied, fading slowly.  Just before she disappeared, a cloud of white smoke seemed to burst out of her.

      “What was that?” Fenella asked the now empty room.

      She filled her morning with chores, dusting and vacuuming, then firing up her laptop and going through her emails.  After deleting hundreds of pieces of junk mail, she replied to half a dozen emails from friends and family.

      Her brother James had written to tell her that he was halfway through the first draft of what would be his second book.  His first had been a moderate success when it had been released and it had then become standard on hundreds of college reading lists.  He’d lived off of the money that title generated ever since its publication.

      I’m actually enjoying writing again and putting words to the page nearly every day.  Of course, I’m pretty sure everyone else in the world will hate the book, but I’ve decided not to care.  Once I have the first draft finished, I’ll send it to my former agent and see if he’s interested in trying to get it published.  If that doesn’t work, I understand self-publishing is quick and easy these days.  I may try that, if I can figure out the technology, he’d written.

      Fenella was genuinely pleased for him and she sent off a quick reply before she shut her computer down and made herself some lunch.  Once Katie was fed, Fenella simply had to wait for Daniel.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Hello,” he said after the lengthy kiss that he’d greeted her with a short while later.

      “Hello,” she replied.

      “Ready for a long drive?”

      “Sure.  I don’t suppose I can have five minutes alone with the files before they get packed away?”

      He laughed.  “No, but I can do better than that.  What about a full day with them?”

      “Really?”

      “But not alone.”

      “I can live with that, I think.”

      “I’ll be one of the other people there, if that makes it better.”

      “That definitely makes it better.”

      He grinned at her.  “I’m glad you feel that way.”

      “When?”

      “Tomorrow.  We’re going to get them moved today and then tomorrow we’re going to start going through them.  The Chief Constable has agreed to allow you to be part of the team.”

      “Wow.”

      He shrugged.  “You’re a trained researcher and the owner of the files.  You may not know it, but Doncan has been pushing for you to be allowed access to the building and the files.  It is your building, after all.”

      “I didn’t know that.  I’ll have to call him and thank him.”

      “We can finalize our plans later, but we’ll be allowed into the storage unit around nine tomorrow.  There will be some procedures in place to protect the evidence.”

      “Procedures?”

      “You’ll have to consent to being searched,” he told her.  “We need to be certain that you aren’t sneaking anything into the room.”

      “Searched?”

      “You’ll have to empty your pockets and take off your shoes.  You’ll probably get a pat down, as well,” he explained.  “And go through a metal detector.”

      “I suppose I can live with all of that,” she said.  “Are you going to be patting me down?”

      He laughed.  “There will be a female constable or inspector there to search you.  I’ll be searched as well.  Everyone involved, if anyone else is around to help, will be searched and we will all be recorded while we’re in the room, both video and audio.”

      “My goodness.”

      “We’re all hoping that we’ll find evidence that will help us solve the murder in those files.  We want to do everything by the book.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll do whatever it takes to get a look at those files,” she admitted.  “Every time I talk to Christine and the others, I find myself even more curious about EC Candles.”

      “We should go.  We want to be there before the moving van arrives.”

      Fenella locked up her apartment and then she and Daniel took an elevator to the ground floor.  Daniel had parked his car right outside.

      “What’s new in your life?” Daniel asked as he pointed the car north.

      “Jack is getting married next month,” she replied.  “We’re invited to the wedding.”

      “We are?”

      “Yes, but I told him that I don’t know if you’ll be able to get away.”

      “When is the wedding?”

      “August twelfth.  It’s a Saturday.”

      “The Chief Constable and I were just talking about me taking some time off,” he told her.  “I spent a lot of time in the Scottish Islands, which wasn’t counted as part of my annual leave.  When I tried to take a fortnight’s holiday, I ended up spending the first week involved in a murder investigation.  The Chief Constable wants me to use up some of my leave before the Manx Grand Prix.”

      “Which is when?”

      “Practice week starts on the nineteenth of August.  We could go to Jack’s wedding and then spend a few days exploring New York before I’d have to be back.”

      “How long can you be away?”

      He glanced at her.  “I can probably take a fortnight, but I’m not certain what hotels and food and flights will cost for that long of a stay.”

      “As it’s my friend’s wedding that we’re attending, I’ll pay for everything,” she told him.  “I hope you won’t mind if we stay somewhere nice but not extravagant.  I’d rather not flaunt my wealth in front of all of my old friends.”

      “Nice but not extravagant sounds perfect,” he said.  “Not that I’m comfortable with you paying for everything.”

      “You can pay for a few meals here and there, if you really want to, but you know I can afford it.”

      He sighed.  “Your money is always going to be an issue for me.”

      “It shouldn’t be.”

      “Tell me about Jack’s fiancée,” he said, clumsily changing the subject.

      “Her name is Linda.  I’m sure Jack told me her last name, but I’ve forgotten it.  She was a high school teacher for years, before she decided to go back to school and get her doctorate.  Jack said that her husband left her while she was working on her dissertation.  Having written a dissertation myself, I can understand why it might have caused some tension in their relationship.”

      “Oh?”

      “You’re spending hours and hours every day doing research and trying to come up with an interesting topic that advances what we know about something in history.  It’s complicated and stressful and once you’ve actually finished the researching and the writing, you have to defend your work in front of a bunch of grumpy people who didn’t want to spend hours reading what you’d written in the first place.”

      Daniel laughed.  “So why do it?”

      She shrugged.  “I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life once I’d finished my first degree, so I decided to stay and do a second one.  That didn’t help me make up my mind, so I simply kept studying.  It was my own fault, of course, for not realizing that there aren’t a lot of jobs out there for history majors.”

      “Remind me to put in for the time off, then,” Daniel said as they pulled onto the side road that led to the former EC Candles building.  “I’ll try to get a fortnight, with us getting back to the island on the seventeenth.”

      “Perfect,” Fenella said.  “I can show you everything Buffalo has to offer before the wedding.”

      He pulled his car into the parking lot and then switched off the engine.  “That sounds wonderful,” he told her, pulling her into a quick kiss that was interrupted by a loud knock on Fenella’s window.

      She blushed as she looked at Constable Jones, who appeared amused by what she’d interrupted.

      “I’m glad you weren’t seriously hurt the other night,” Fenella said as she climbed out of the car.

      “Thank you,” the other woman replied.  “I had a nasty bump on my head, but that went down fairly quickly.  Otherwise, I was fine.”

      “I wonder who was after what,” Fenella said.

      “I wish I’d have had a chance to get a glimpse of whoever it was, but I never even knew anyone was here.”

      “You weren’t expecting to be attacked,” Daniel said as he joined Fenella and the constable.  Together, they began to walk toward the building.

      “I was expecting my replacement and probably not paying proper attention,” Constable Jones said.

      “You were attacked from behind,” Inspector Wilde said as he stepped out from the shadows.  “There’s no way for any of us to prepare for that.”

      The constable shrugged.  “I just wish I knew who’d done it.  We could probably solve the murder if we knew who tried to burn down the building.”

      “Or the two things could be completely unconnected,” Daniel said.  “It’s entirely possible that people want access to the files for reasons that have nothing to do with the murder.  We may find evidence of tax evasion or other illegal practices once we start going through the files.”

      The constable nodded, but she didn’t look convinced.

      “We’re just waiting for the movers,” Inspector Wilde said.

      Daniel nodded.  “We’re going to start going through the files tomorrow morning at nine.  Fenella’s been given permission to help.”

      The other inspector raised an eyebrow.  “If you’ll have help, I’ll stay up here and keep going through the building.”

      “Let me know if you find anything,” Daniel said.

      “Likewise,” Inspector Wilde laughed.

      The sound of an approaching vehicle had them all turning to watch as a large, unmarked van drove into the parking lot.  They kept driving through the lot, stopping as close to the building’s front door as possible.  The two men who got out of the front were both uniformed constables.

      Fenella stepped back as Daniel spoke to the men.  After a short while, they all nodded.

      “Let’s go,” Daniel said.

      He crossed to the front door and unlocked the padlock that had been installed.  Then he carefully removed the police tape across the door.  Finally, he opened the door and reached around it to switch on the lights.

      Fenella had to keep herself from rushing forward, instead trying to look almost uninterested as the others walked through the door.  The two inspectors went first, followed by the two men who’d arrived in the van.  Constable Jones went next.  Fenella followed her, stopping in the doorway.

      “It looks different with the lights on,” she exclaimed as she looked around the short corridor.

      Daniel opened the door to the office and turned on those lights.  Fenella looked inside and gasped.

      “It’s in worse condition than it looked when I just had a flashlight to see by,” she told Daniel.

      He looked around the room, at stained walls and torn carpeting and nodded.  “The question is, was it this much of a mess when EC Candles was here or did all of this happen after they left?”

      “That’s a good question,” Fenella said.  She looked up and shrugged.  “The roof still looks to be in reasonably good condition.  Where did all the stains on the walls come from?”

      “We’re hoping to work that out,” Inspector Wilde told her.  “We’ve sent some of them away for testing.”

      “You don’t think they’re blood stains, do you?” Fenella asked.

      “Probably not.  We’re fairly certain that Ewan died where he was found,” Daniel told her.

      Fenella looked around again and shivered.

      “Some of it may be mold,” Inspector Wilde said.  “Even with the roof in decent condition, it probably got quite damp in here over the years.”

      “The building needs to be torn down,” Fenella muttered as she glanced around again.

      “What are we taking, then?” one of the male constables asked.

      “That file cabinet for a start,” Daniel told him, gesturing.

      As the men secured the cabinet to a wheeled trolley, Fenella walked over to one of the desks.  “There’s some paperwork in here, too,” she said, pulling open a drawer.

      “Don’t touch anything,” Daniel told her.

      “At least my fingerprints are already on this desk,” she replied.  “But I should have known not to touch it.  Sorry.”

      He nodded and then walked over to join her.  “We’ll need a box,” he said to Inspector Wilde.

      He nodded and then left the room.  He was back a moment later with a large empty box.  Daniel slid on gloves and the carefully moved everything from the desk drawer into the box.  Once he’d done that, he checked the contents of the other drawers.

      “I don’t think we need to take the company stationery or the candle samples,” he said once he’d checked all of the drawers in both desks.”

      “Anything else?” Inspector Wilde asked.

      Daniel looked at Fenella.

      She shrugged.  “I never looked at what was in the other office,” she said.

      “And you won’t be looking in there today,” Daniel said firmly.  “I can tell you that the file cabinet in there was empty.”

      “Really?  That’s interesting,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel shrugged.  “Maybe that was where they kept the important papers.  Maybe Ewan cleared out that file cabinet before the business closed.”

      “There’s something important here,” Fenella replied. “Christine wants to get in and someone tried to burn down the building.  There has to be something here.”

      “Let’s hope we find it sooner, rather than later,” Inspector Wilde said.

      Daniel nodded.  “Maybe you’ll find something tomorrow, while we’re wading through the paperwork.”

      The other inspector laughed.  “I certainly hope so, but even if you’re the ones who find the key to the whole case, I’d rather be here, searching the building, than going through all those old, moldy papers.”

      “May I have a quick look at the back room?” Fenella asked.  “Not the office, but the room where the candles were made?  I didn’t get to see much with just flashlights.”

      Daniel looked at Inspector Wilde.  “I don’t think that should be a problem,” he said.

      “I don’t mind,” he replied.  “Just stay in the doorway, please.”

      Fenella nodded and then followed Daniel out of the office and down the corridor to the door that led to the room at the back.  He opened the door and switched on the lights.

      “Wow,” Fenella said.  “It’s a mess, too.”

      Daniel nodded.  “A lot of the stuff on the floor seems to be wax.”

      “It looks as if someone just dumped it everywhere,” Fenella said.

      “Perhaps Ewan was upset about closing the business.  Maybe he wanted to make things as difficult as possible for Max to reuse the space,” Daniel suggested.

      “I’m starting to understand why Max just locked the doors and walked away,” Fenella murmured.

      “You can see where the two wax melting stations were,” Daniel said, pointing.

      “The worst of the stains aren’t where I’d have expected them to be, based on where the machines were,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “No, as you said, it looks as if someone spilled melted wax just about everywhere at some point,” Daniel agreed.

      “I wish I knew what had happened here,” Fenella sighed.

      “We’re doing everything we can to work that out.”

      “I know.”  She looked around again.  “What happened there?” she asked, pointing to what looked like a large dent in the wall.

      “No idea.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Could someone have punched the wall?  Or did someone bash it when they were moving the equipment in or out?”

      “The indentation is too large to have been caused by a single punch and the walls are tougher than they appear.  I, er, someone tried hitting the wall to see how difficult it would be to make a dent.  His efforts did nothing to the wall.”

      “But the machines weren’t anywhere near that part of the room,” Fenella said.  “It’s hard to imagine how one of them could have damaged that wall.”

      “There are a lot of unanswered questions in here,” Daniel told her.  “We’re hoping that we’ll get some answers when we find our killer.”

      “You are certain it was murder, then?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel hesitated, glancing at Inspector Wilde and Constable Jones who were standing near the front door.  “We’re certain,” he replied.  “Or at least as certain as we can be after all this time.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Let’s get out of here,” she suggested with a shiver.

      “We can get dinner somewhere on the way back to Douglas,” he suggested as they headed for the door.

      “What about that place in Laxey?  They have wonderful food and we never go there.”

      “Sounds good to me.  If we’re early, we can take a stroll on Laxey Beach before we go to dinner.”

      “Yes, please,” Fenella said, beaming.

      Daniel carefully locked doors and padlocks behind them as they went.  Fenella blinked several times as they stepped back out into the July sunshine.

      The two constables were standing next to their van.

      “Is that everything, then?” one of them asked.

      “You have the file cabinet and the box of papers?” Daniel asked.

      “Yes, sir,” he replied.  “And the other box that Inspector Wilde gave us.”

      “I threw the candle samples into another box,” Inspector Wilde said sheepishly.  “I don’t know why, but I thought they might be important.”

      Daniel nodded.  “If it seemed important, it’s worth taking.  Sometimes good instincts solve cases.”

      Inspector Wilde flushed.  “They’re just wax blocks,” he said with a shrug.

      “Take everything to the storage site in Douglas,” Daniel instructed the constable.  “It’s all going in storage unit twelve.  They’re expecting you and they have the unit emptied.”

      “Yes, sir,” was the reply.

      The two constables had only taken a few steps away when the sound of a car’s engine startled them all.

      A small red car, driving far too quickly, sped through the car park and screeched to a halt in front of the van.  Fenella gasped as Christine leapt out of the driver’s seat.

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she demanded angrily.
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      “Ms. Hollis, hello,” Inspector Wilde said.  “What brings you here?”

      “One of my friends was driving past and saw a moving van turning down the road.  She rang me to ask if we were moving our things out of the building,” Christine replied.

      “Everything in the building belongs to Ms. Woods,” he told her.  “That’s why she was invited to supervise the removal of some items.”

      “What items?” Christine demanded.

      “Items that we deemed of interest to our murder investigation,” he replied.

      Christine sighed and then took a step closer to the inspector.  “I’m not trying to be difficult,” she said in a low voice.  “Things were, well, they were complicated when the business collapsed.  Things were left behind, things that I really want to retrieve.  You can understand why I got upset when I heard that things were being removed from the building.”

      Inspector Wilde nodded.  “Of course, but you must understand how important it is that we solve your husband’s murder.  That has to take priority over everything else right now.”

      “Of course,” Christine nodded.  “I can’t imagine what you could have removed from the building that could have anything to do with that, though.”

      “As far as we know, anything and everything in the building could have something to do with the murder,” Inspector Wilde countered.  “Until we can determine a motive, we can’t be certain what was or was not relevant.”

      “Maxwell Martin had Ewan killed because the business failed.  It’s as simple as that.  Sadly, Max isn’t here to be tried and imprisoned for what he did,” she told him.

      “That’s a very strong accusation.  Do you have any evidence to back up that claim?” he asked.

      “He never rented the space to anyone else,” she replied.  “He knew my poor, darling husband was lying dead inside and he left him there to rot away to nothing.  If he didn’t know the body was there, why didn’t he find another tenant?”

      Inspector Wilde shrugged.  “I’ve already had one conversation with Mr. Martin’s advocate and I plan to have another one.  He’s offered a possible explanation as to why the building was allowed to remain empty.”

      “What did he say?  You know you can’t believe him,” Christine replied.

      “I can’t share what he said with you.”

      Fenella thought the man actually sounded apologetic.

      “Ms. Woods, please can you let me have a quick look around the building?” Christine asked as she turned to Fenella.  “I just want to see what was left behind.  Not what you took today, but what was left behind after we shut the business down.  Ewan dealt with everything and I always thought, well, that doesn’t matter.”

      “What doesn’t matter?” Daniel asked.

      Christine shrugged.  “I know the machinery was taken away, but I always wondered about everything else, the desks and chairs and coffee mugs and every little thing.  Ewan said he removed everything and sold it all to pay off our debts, but I hadn’t even known we had debts, and I never saw any paperwork for them.”

      “There is some furniture still inside the building,” Daniel told her.

      She nodded.  “I thought as much.  Ewan was eager to get away.  We talked about going across together, actually, but I wanted to wait.  My mother wasn’t well and I didn’t want to leave until she’d recovered.  Ewan wanted to leave the day after we’d shut the business down.  I begged him to wait for me, but, well, maybe he was going to wait for me, after all.”

      “So Ewan didn’t bother with the furniture because he was leaving?” Fenella asked, earning herself a frown from Daniel.

      “He simply didn’t care.  As far as he was concerned, the business was finished and he was moving on.  He wasn’t worried about a few cheap desks or my favorite coffee mug.  He wanted a clean break and a new beginning.”

      “Where were you planning to go?” was Fenella’s next question.  Daniel shook his head slightly.

      “We were simply going to take a holiday, just for a week or two.  When I said I wanted to wait, that was when Ewan started talking about going across and staying with some friends for a short while.  I was going to follow later.  He was hoping he might find a job over there so that he didn’t have to come back to the island.”

      “Jason, may I have a word with you?” Daniel asked.

      Inspector Wilde looked surprised and then nodded.  They walked a short distance away and talked in low voices.

      “What did they take out of the building?” Christine asked Fenella.

      “What sort of work was Ewan hoping to find across?” she countered.

      “He told me he was going to ask Maxwell Martin to help him find something.  Max knew people everywhere and Ewan felt that Max owed him a favor since the business had collapsed after we’d followed his advice.”

      Fenella bit her tongue.

      After a moment, Christine shrugged.  “All these years, I’ve been imagining him living in the Lake District or maybe Derbyshire.  I don’t know why, really, except I know he had friends in both those places.”

      “Friends that you didn’t stay in touch with after Ewan’s disappearance?”

      “They weren’t my friends,” was the reply.

      “Mrs. Hollis, I’m going to take you inside the building,” Daniel interrupted.  “I want you to take a look around and tell me what’s different to how you remember it.”

      “Really?  Can I get my things, too?” she asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “I’m going to have you wear gloves, so you don’t accidentally leave fingerprints anywhere, but I’m also going to insist that you don’t touch anything.  Remember, everything in the building belongs to Ms. Woods.  You’ll need to talk to her about the things you want back.”

      Christine looked at Fenella and nodded.  “We’ll be able to come to some sort of agreement, I’m certain of that.”

      Fenella was far less sure, but she didn’t argue.

      Daniel gave Christine gloves and then led her to the door.  Fenella followed.

      “Doesn’t she need gloves?” Christine asked.

      “She went through the building before she found the body.  Her prints are already everywhere inside,” Daniel told her.

      Daniel opened the door and then switched on the lights.  For a moment, no one moved.

      “I may not be able to do this,” Christine muttered.

      When Daniel opened the office door and turned on the lights, Christine drew a deep and shaky breath and then grabbed Fenella’s hand.

      “This is horrible,” she whispered.  “I can’t go in there.  There are too many memories.”

      “Let’s go back outside,” Daniel said.

      Christine shook her head and a single tear trickled down her cheek.  “I’m sorry.  I wasn’t expecting this to be so difficult.  It’s been a dozen years.  It should be easier.”

      She took a step forward, dragging Fenella along with her.  When she reached the door to the office, Daniel put up a hand.

      “That’s far enough,” he said.

      Fenella watched as Christine looked around the room.  The woman looked shocked and dismayed as she surveyed the scene.

      “What happened in here?” she asked after a moment.  “It’s a mess.”

      “It didn’t look this way when you were last here?” Daniel asked.

      “No, of course not.  We took good care of the property.  It wasn’t ours, but we tried to treat it as if it were.  Max had a cleaning crew who went through the whole building every weekend, too.  They cleared up any spilled wax in the workroom and they dusted and vacuumed in here, as well.”

      “Some of the stains on the walls could be mold,” Daniel suggested.

      Christine shrugged.  “I suppose so, but that doesn’t explain why the carpets are so badly torn.  They were new when we moved in and we were careful with them.  I can’t believe any animals have been in here.  We’d be able to tell if they had.”

      Daniel nodded.  “We were assuming that the building had been left this way when you moved out.”

      “It most definitely was not left this way,” she snapped.  “As I said, we treated it with great care.  I’ll admit that I wasn’t here as often as I should have been and that I left most of the work to Ewan and to Sam and Lorraine, but I was here at least once or twice a week, every week.  I never would have let things get into this state.  I wasn’t expecting, that is, I thought everything would be dusty, but I wasn’t expecting a mess.”

      “How often were you in the room at the back?” Daniel asked her.

      “I always went back to say hello to everyone,” she told him.  “That room wasn’t kept as neat and tidy as the office, of course, because of the nature of the work being done in there, but we did our best in there, too.  As I said, there were cleaners who came in and cleared away the worst of the wax spills every weekend.”

      Daniel led her to the door to the back room.  “It’s a mess, too,” he warned her before he opened the door.

      Christine looked in through the doorway and gasped.  “It looks as if someone threw pots full of hot wax around the room,” she said.  “They would have had to have done that before the machines were moved, though.”

      “There doesn’t seem to be anything spilled under where the machines once stood,” Daniel pointed out.

      “I don’t understand any of this,” Christine said.  “I don’t know that I actually want anything back from here, not anymore, not now that I’ve seen this mess.  I don’t know what happened in here, but this isn’t the place that I remember and I don’t want to remember it in this condition, either.”

      She turned and headed for the front door, still holding tightly to Fenella’s hand.  Daniel locked the doors behind them.

      “I’m afraid I’m going to have to disappoint Fred,” Christine muttered as she walked back toward her car.

      “Fred?” Fenella echoed.

      “He really wanted to get into the building.  He was the one pushing me to talk to you.  I don’t know what he wanted out of there, but I’m not going back for it,” Christine replied in a shaky voice.

      “If Fred wants anything, he can call Doncan and we can discuss his request,” Fenella offered.

      She nodded.  “You can do whatever you want with whatever you find in there, as far as I’m concerned.  I don’t even want my favorite coffee mug any longer, if it’s in there.  I didn’t see it, but I didn’t look for it, either.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m sorry that this has been so upsetting.”

      “You’ve been very kind.  Thank you,” she replied, her mind clearly elsewhere.  She got into her car and drove away slowly.

      “That was odd,” Fenella said.

      “It was, indeed,” Daniel agreed.  “Whatever happened in there, clearly it happened after Christine’s last visit to the building.”

      “Maybe Ewan met someone out here and they deliberately vandalized the building,” Fenella suggested.

      “And then that someone killed Ewan,” Daniel said thoughtfully.

      Fenella nodded.  “I wonder what Fred wanted in the building.”

      “I’m going to ask him that tomorrow,” Inspector Wilde told her.  “I’m going to talk to all of them again tomorrow.  I may show them a few photos of the building and see what they all think of how it looks now.”

      “I think we’ve done enough for tonight,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “I’m starving.”

      “Me too,” Fenella told me.

      “Me three,” Inspector Wilde added.

      “Did you want to join us for dinner?” Daniel offered.

      Fenella held her breath, hoping he’d refuse.

      “Thank you for the kind offer, but I’m meant to be meeting a friend for dinner tonight.  I hope she hasn’t given up on me.”

      As Fenella and Daniel walked to his car, she gasped.  “The moving van is gone,” she said.

      He nodded.  “They left while we were in the building with Christine.  Why?”

      “I just didn’t notice when we came out, that’s all.  So the things we removed are all safely tucked up in Douglas now?”

      “Not yet, but hopefully soon.  I’ll be getting a text when they’re done moving everything into the storage unit,” he replied.

      They were halfway to Laxey when Daniel’s phone buzzed.  He pulled over to the side of the road to check the message.

      “Everything is locked up for the night.  We’ll be allowed access at nine tomorrow morning,” he told Fenella.

      “Let’s hope we can find something interesting in the files.”

      “Or in the box of wax blocks?” Daniel asked teasingly.

      “They might smell nice if we melt them in one of those warmers that melt wax.”

      “They might, at that, although I suspect they’re too old.”

      They parked just outside the restaurant.  Inside, it was as busy as ever.  They waited nearly half an hour for a table, but it was worth it, as the food was delicious.  After a huge meal and a shared dessert, they made their way back to Daniel’s car.

      “It’s not too late for a walk on the beach,” Daniel suggested before he started the engine.

      “I could do with a walk,” Fenella sighed.  “I ate far too much.”

      Laxey Beach was only a short drive away.  Daniel parked in the parking area for the row of holiday cottages that stretched along the beach.  There were only a few other cars in the lot.

      “It doesn’t look as if the cottages are very busy,” Fenella remarked as they walked from the car toward the water.

      “From what we saw of them, I can understand why.”

      Fenella nodded.  She’d been inside two of the cottages and both had been somewhat the worse for wear.  The furniture was old and uncomfortable and the oven hadn’t worked in one of the two cottages.  “They all need major renovations,” she suggested.

      “I doubt it would help,” Daniel replied.  “Even if they were brand new and modern, I can’t see there being much demand for holiday cottages on Laxey Beach.  Not when much warmer and sunnier destinations are only a short and inexpensive flight away.”

      Two small children were chasing one another around in a large circle while their mother watched with an indulgent smile on her face.  She was sitting on a blanket with a cold drink in her hand.

      “Good evening,” Daniel said.

      “Oh, good evening,” she replied.  “Have you just arrived today?”

      “We aren’t staying in the cottages,” Daniel told her.  “We’re simply having a walk on the beach.”

      The woman looked disappointed, but nodded.  “I keep hoping someone else with small children will arrive,” she told them.  “My two would love to make some new friends.”

      “Sorry,” Daniel said.  “At least the beach is lovely.”

      “It is, yes.  I’m happy to be here, but I do wish some of the other cottages were occupied, as well.  It’s rather lonely down here at the moment.  I believe there are other people staying in a few of the cottages, but I’ve never seen any of them on the beach.”

      “If I were staying here, I’d be on the beach every day,” Fenella said.

      “We’re on the beach every day,” the woman laughed.  “You’re the first people I’ve seen since we arrived four days ago.  Well, aside from the woman who gave me the keys to the cottage, but she was only down here for five minutes.  She handed me the keys and left immediately afterwards, muttering complaints the entire time.”

      Fenella grinned.  She’d met Maggie Shimmin so she knew exactly what the other woman meant.

      “My husband will be here soon, at least.  He could only get away for a week, so we came early and he’ll be joining us in seventy-five hours and twelve minutes.”  She laughed.  “But who’s counting?”

      One of the children suddenly tripped and fell headfirst into the sea.  She screamed and began to sob as she stood up, water dripping everywhere.  Her brother stopped running and began to laugh loudly.

      “Must tell hubby to bring more gin,” the woman muttered as she stood up.  She grabbed the blanket and then took each child by a hand and pulled them up the beach toward one of the cottages.  “Nice meeting you,” she called over her shoulder as she went.

      “Likewise,” Fenella replied.

      “At one time I thought I wanted children,” Daniel said in a low voice.  “Now I’m extremely grateful I never had any.”

      “I wanted them rather desperately for a long time,” Fenella told him a low voice.  “I don’t know that I’ll ever properly get over not being able to have them.”

      An unplanned pregnancy many years earlier had resulted in a miscarriage that had left Fenella unable to have children.  The man she’d been involved with at the time had ended their relationship and immediately gotten his next girlfriend pregnant, adding to Fenella’s pain.  It was little wonder she’d found comfort in her relationship with Jack, who, in some ways, had been almost as dependent on her as a child.

      Daniel took her hand.  “We could consider adopting or fostering,” he suggested.  “Fostering might be better, as we may be too old to adopt.”

      “We aren’t that old.”

      “I’ve no idea what the criteria are for adoption.”

      “But you just said you were grateful you never had children.”

      “I am, but if having a child will make you happy, then I’m prepared to discuss the idea.  I’m not suggesting we start filling out the paperwork or anything, just that we start discussing our options.  We’ll probably have to get married before we can actually do anything, anyway.”

      Fenella stared at him, momentarily speechless.  He’d been so casual about the idea of them getting married, that she wasn’t certain how to reply.  After a moment, he spoke again.

      “We should probably turn around here,” he said.  “The tide is coming in and I don’t think we can safely walk much further.”

      “Okay,” she replied, her mind still racing.

      She was still trying to work out what to say when they walked back past the holiday cottages.

      “Alistair, get back here,” she heard someone shout.

      The sliding door at the back of one of the cottages slid open and the little boy who’d laughed so hard when his sister fell in the water raced out the door.  He was naked and laughing as he ran down the beach, straight for the water.

      “Get back here,” the woman from the cottage shouted after him.

      “Stop,” Daniel said in his senior policeman’s voice.

      The little boy stopped just inches from the water’s edge.  He looked up at Daniel, uncertainty on his face.

      “I’m Inspector Robinson with the Douglas Constabulary.  You aren’t allowed on the beach without proper attire,” Daniel said sternly.

      “I wanted to splash,” the child told him.

      “You can’t splash without your mother here to supervise you,” Daniel said.

      “Oh,” he replied.  He turned around and marched back up the beach with his head held high.  “The policeman says I can’t go in the water without you,” he told his mother.  “I think he was going to arrest me.”

      The woman looked over at Daniel and mouthed “thank you,” before she shut and locked the sliding door.

      Daniel and Fenella exchanged glances and then they both burst out laughing.

      “Maybe children aren’t such a great idea,” Fenella said as they walked back to the car.

      “Of course, you have more than enough money to hire someone to help look after them,” Daniel pointed out.

      “If we’re going to have a child, through whatever means, that child should be our responsibility.  I can’t imagine turning a child over to nannies, even if I can afford them.”

      He nodded.  “I agree, but I’m starting to think I may be too selfish to take on so much responsibility.”

      “Maybe we could get a dog,” Fenella muttered as she climbed into the car.

      Daniel laughed.  “Dogs are wonderful companions,” he said as he slid behind the steering wheel.  “They’re considerably less work, as well.”

      “What do you think we’re going to find in the files tomorrow?”

      “That was an abrupt change of subject.”

      “Sorry, the question just popped into my head and then out of my mouth.  I feel as if the key to the murder is in those files.  I just hope we’ll recognize it when we see it.”

      He nodded.  “All we can do is sort through everything at this point.  If we find financial records, we can turn them over to a forensic accountant to examine properly.”

      “All of which will take more time.  I was hoping we’d have the case solved tomorrow.”

      “Unfortunately, murder investigations are often long and drawn out processes, at least when the killer isn’t immediately obvious.”

      “How often is the killer immediately obvious, though?”

      “More often than you’d think.”  Daniel told her a few sad stories about arguments that had escalated out of control and accidental killings as they made their way back to Douglas.

      “I’m really quite depressed about the state of the world now,” she told him as he parked in front of her building.

      “I didn’t mean to upset you.  My job exposes me to the very worst in people.  My ex-wife hated when I talked about it, too.”

      “I don’t hate that you’ve talked about it,” Fenella said quickly.  “I just wish people would treat one another better.”

      “That would be nice.”

      He walked her to her door and then waited while she unlocked it.

      “I won’t come in,” he said, pulling her into a kiss.  “I’ll be here at quarter to nine tomorrow.  If you can avoid it, don’t bring anything with you.”

      “I’ll need my mobile and my keycard.”

      He nodded.  “You can bring a handbag and leave it locked in my car if you want, but you won’t be able to bring anything other than your phone into the building.  I’m not even certain that will be permitted, actually.  I’ll have mine, though.”

      She shrugged.  “You and Shelly are the only ones who ever call me.  I can leave my phone in the car.”

      He kissed her again and then sighed.  “I love you,” he said softly.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      “See you in the morning,” she echoed.  “L, Lllll…” she turned the sound into a weird coughing noise that she knew wouldn’t fool him.  As the elevator doors slid shut behind him, she shut her door and then banged her head against it.

      “I love you,” she said.  “I love you.  I love you.  I love you.”

      “Meeeeeewwww,” Katie told her.

      She laughed.  “Yes, I love you, too.”  She reached for the phone.  If she hurried, she could call Daniel at home and leave a message on his answering machine.  Her hand stopped just short of the receiver.  “I love you,” she said clearly.  “I looooo, I er, I mean….”  She sighed and let her hand drop.

      “I need sleep,” she told Katie.
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        * * *

      

      Daniel was at her door the next morning as promised.  Mrs. Jacobson was going to get Katie her lunch, so Fenella was ready for a day away.

      She greeted Daniel with a kiss.

      “Good morning,” he said when it ended.  “I’m happy to see you, too.”

      “Sorry.  I felt like a complete idiot after you left last night.  I don’t know why I can’t just tell you how I feel.”

      “How do you feel?”

      She took a deep breath.  “I’m crazy about you, but that word keeps getting stuck in my throat.  I don’t know why.”

      “Maybe I should stop telling you that I love you for a while.  Maybe that’s putting too much pressure on you.”

      “But I do like hearing it,” she sighed.

      He chuckled and then pulled her into another embrace.  “We’re going to be late,” he said some time later.

      She nodded.  “We should go.”

      Some minutes later, they were in Daniel’s car heading for the outskirts of Douglas.

      “Where is the storage unit?” Fenella asked.

      “The constabulary has a dozen units in a secured area in an industrial park right outside of town.”

      “I didn’t know that.”

      “We don’t advertise the fact.”

      “You aren’t going to blindfold me, are you?”

      “Not today, but maybe another time, if you wanted to try it,” he laughed.

      Fenella felt her face flame.  “I really hope we find something significant.”

      “Me, too.”

      A moment later, he turned into a large industrial estate, following the road past several buildings.  A set of gates blocked access to a fenced-off area.  Daniel stopped at the gates and showed his police identification card.

      “Building twelve,” he was told.

      They drove a short distance and then stopped at another gate.  Again, Daniel showed his ID.

      “Building twelve,” the woman said as she handed his card back to him.

      He nodded and then pulled forward as the gate slowly slid open.

      A moment later, he stopped in front of a building with a sign outside that identified it as building twelve.  Two constables were waiting for them.

      “Inspector Robinson?” one of them asked.

      Daniel offered his ID, but the man waved it away.

      “We just have to search you both,” he said apologetically.

      “That’s fine.  I have my phone in my pocket, but I’ve locked everything else in the car,” Daniel replied.

      “Phones are fine,” the man told him.

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’m leaving mine in the car.”

      The search didn’t take long.  Then the pair was walked to the unit’s door.  The man unlocked the door.

      “Let us know if you need anything,” he said.

      “We’ll probably take a break for lunch around midday,” Daniel told him.

      “Check in with us when you leave.  The entire room is under surveillance, both video and audio, but we’d still prefer to be informed.  The door will lock behind you when you shut it.”

      Daniel nodded.  “You’ll have to search us again before we go back in.”

      “We will.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  It seemed a lot of fuss and bother over a pile of moldy old papers.

      As Daniel pushed the door open, bright lights blinked on overhead.  It was a large room and it was mostly empty.  A long table had been set up in the middle of it, with a few folding chairs on either side of it.  The two boxes that had been filled with the things from the desk were on the table, which was next to the filing cabinet.

      “Where do we start?” Fenella asked as she headed for the filing cabinet.

      “We may as well start at the top,” Daniel suggested.  “Pull out a few folders and let’s sit down and go through them.”

      They both put on gloves and then Fenella grabbed a handful of folders out of the cabinet.

      “These must be old catalog orders,” Fenella said as she opened the top folder.  She flipped through hundreds of order forms, glancing at each as she went.

      “That woman really liked candles,” Daniel remarked after a minute.

      “What woman?”

      “I didn’t see her name, but her handwriting is distinctive,” he replied.  He flipped back through the orders, showing Fenella the odd, curling cursive from five different forms.

      “But the names are different,” Fenella exclaimed.  “The names and the addresses are all different.”

      “I guess that’s why I’m not a handwriting expert.”

      “The handwriting does look the same.  You may want to get a proper expert to take a look.”

      Daniel sighed.  “We could speculate endlessly as to why one person would order multiple candles under different names, but I’m not certain it has anything to do with the murder.  It may be as simple as someone ordering candles as a gift, anyway.”

      Fenella shook her head. “Look, there’s a space on the form for having the candles shipped to someone else.  I think someone needs to take a really good look at all of these forms.  I think these three are the same handwriting, too.”

      Daniel looked at them and shrugged.  “It’s very similar, anyway, but I still think there could be a logical explanation.”

      “Maybe, but it’s just one more weird thing about EC Candles.  And this is just the first folder.”

      “What’s next?”

      Fenella put the first folder aside and opened the next one.  “I think it’s the supplies that the company ordered,” she said as she looked through receipts for what seemed like huge amounts of wax and dyes.

      Two hours later, Fenella was getting bored.  Aside from the oddities in the first folder, they’d found nothing of interest in anything else in the top drawer.

      “I need a break,” she said, getting to her feet.  “I’m tired of looking at invoices for wax.”

      “There does seem to be quite a lot of them.”

      “Between that and the correspondence between the company and their distributors, my eyes are crossing.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “The letters are particularly boring.  The only thing that’s interesting about them is that no one ever mentions ending their contract.  Some of the letters are dated right before the company shut, but they’re still talking about what they’re expecting in their next shipments.”

      “And we didn’t find a single word of complaint, either,” Fenella said.  “Christine said that the distributors complained when they began making the candles from lower quality materials.  Maybe those letters are in a different folder.”

      “Maybe.  We have three more drawers’ worth of files to go through.”

      Fenella stopped and stretched and then bent down and touched her toes.  “That feels much better,” she said as she stood back up.

      “Remember that we’re being watched,” Daniel said as she began stretching again.

      Blushing, she dropped her arms and looked around the room.  “Where are the cameras?”

      “I’ve no idea.  Help me put these files back, but leave out the file with the catalog orders.  That one needs a closer look,” he told her.

      It only took them a minute to put everything back into the cabinet.

      “We need to try to get through the second drawer before we stop for lunch,” he said.

      She nodded.  “Everything smells musty and old.  I wonder if the candle samples would help.”  She opened one the boxes.  “Paperwork.”  The second box was full to the top with the wax squares that had been in the desk drawer in the office.

      “Red, green, orange, what do you think?” she asked Daniel.

      He was busy pulling out more files.  “Do any of them have any scent left in them?” he asked as he worked.

      Picking up two at random, she sniffed them in turn.  “This one has a hint of something,” she said.  “I’ve no idea what it’s meant to be, though.”

      Grabbing a few more cubes in both hands, she buried her nose in the middle of them all.  “Mostly, they smell dusty,” she said.  The tickle in her nose began to grow as she dropped the wax onto the table.  “I’m going to sneeze,” she announced before she began to sneeze violently.

      Daniel watched, looking slightly bemused, as she sneezed at least half a dozen times.  “Bless you?” he said questioningly when she stopped.

      “One more,” she gasped before she sneezed again.

      “Okay now?”

      “I hope so,” she said.  “One of the cubes split when I dropped it,” she said, as she picked up the cubes she’d sniffed.  “Or maybe it wasn’t my fault,” she added as she took a closer look.  “This is odd.”

      “What’s odd?” Daniel asked, his attention on the papers in front of him.

      “This cube is odd.  There’s something inside it.”
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      Daniel looked up from the papers in front of him.  “Something inside it?”

      “That’s what it looks like, anyway.  The wax is blue, but I can see something white where it was partially split open when I dropped it.  Or maybe it was already split, because I don’t see any splits in any of the other blocks I dropped,” Fenella told him.

      He frowned and then took the cube from her.  “Maybe it’s just white wax inside,” he said, rubbing a finger along the fracture.

      “It didn’t feel like wax to me.”

      “No, it’s hard, whatever it is.  We need to get someone to take a closer look at this.”

      “We can’t take a closer look?”

      Daniel hesitated.  “As much as I’d like to, we need to do this by the book.”

      He pulled out his mobile and called someone while Fenella started going through the box of wax cubes.  When he’d dropped his phone back in his pocket, she held out three more cubes.

      “I didn’t notice it before, but that cube feels heavier than the others.  These three are also heavier.”

      “I think we need to repack this entire box,” Daniel said.  “The team from the lab can take it from there.”

      “How long will that take?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m hoping they’ll be able to tell us something by the end of the day.”

      They were working their way through the next stack of files when the door opened and two men in lab coats walked in.

      “Daniel?  I understand you have some wax you want analyzing,” one of them said.

      Daniel opened the box and took out the partially split cube.  “There’s something else in here,” he said.  “It’s not wax and I want to know what it is.”

      “No ideas what it might be?”

      Daniel shook his head.

      “I know some candle companies are now putting rings or other jewelry inside candles.  Maybe this was an early sample of something similar,” Fenella said.

      “Let’s not speculate,” Daniel said.

      He walked the two men to the door.  One of them was carrying the box of wax cubes.  They were talking quietly together, but Fenella couldn’t hear what they were saying.  With nothing else to do, she kept flipping through the file in front of her.  It was full of twelve-year-old electricity and gas bills and Fenella couldn’t find anything interesting in them at all.

      “Where were we?” Daniel asked as he walked back over to her.

      “Bored and frustrated,” she replied.  “Maybe your forensic accountant will find something significant in the fluctuations in their monthly expenses, but I didn’t.”

      He sat back down next to her and ran a hand down her back.  “I thought you enjoyed historical research,” he teased.

      She sighed.  “And if these were centuries old household accounts, I’d be fascinated.  I should be more interested, but I can’t help but feel as if we’re missing something huge.”

      “Those cubes might be the something huge,” Daniel suggested.

      “I hope so.  What do you think we’ve found?”

      “I’m not going to guess.  We should have some preliminary results in a few hours.”

      Half an hour later, Fenella was restless again. “Maybe we’re going about this the wrong way.  If you had files you wanted to hide from everyone else in an office, where would you put them?”

      Daniel thought for a minute.  “Probably not in the company filing cabinet.”

      She nodded.  “Maybe you’d put them in your own desk drawer.”

      “Maybe.”

      “We found the wax in one of the desks.”

      “Along with some files,” Daniel said, getting to his feet.

      He grabbed the other box and pulled it open.  “Let’s move down to the other end of the table so that we don’t get the files mixed up.”

      Fenella couldn’t move fast enough as she joined him as far from where they’d been working as possible.  He pulled out the four file folders.

      “Here goes nothing,” he said, opening the top folder.

      “They’re pictures,” Fenella said after a moment.  The top six pictures were of a couple walking together, holding hands.  Their backs were to the camera and it was impossible to see who they were.  The seventh photo had been taken from a different angle.

      “It’s Fred,” Daniel said.  “And that definitely isn’t Jeanne.”

      Fenella nodded.  Under the first set was another set of pictures.  Again, the man was Fred, but the woman was not Jeanne or the woman from the first group of photos.

      “Fred was busy,” Fenella muttered as Daniel flipped through a third set of pictures.

      Under all of the pictures was a strip of negatives and a sheet of paper with a handwritten list of dates and amounts of money.

      “Was Ewan blackmailing Fred?” Fenella asked as she looked at the list.

      “That’s one possibility,” Daniel said slowly.  “Let’s see what’s in the next folder.”

      Fenella held her breath, waiting to see pictures of Max and Bryan.  Instead, the couple in the photos were both strangers to her.  This time there was only a single set of pictures, but they were considerably more intimate ones.  Fenella found herself blushing as Daniel went through them.  Again, under the pictures they found the negatives and a list of dates and amounts.

      “Two more,” Daniel said.

      Surely, these have to be the Max and Bryan pictures, Fenella thought.

      “I don’t know either of them,” she said, feeling relieved.

      “I do,” was Daniel’s surprising reply.

      “Who are they?”

      “He’s a prominent advocate in the south of the island.  I don’t recognize her, but she’s definitely not his wife.”

      Fenella frowned.  “She looks a lot like the woman in the last set of pictures.”

      Daniel reopened the second folder.  “You could be right,” he said after a minute.  “If it isn’t the same woman, they might be related.”

      “So the men might have been set up,” Fenella speculated.

      “That’s one possibility.”

      “She could be one of the women who was with Fred, too,” Fenella said.

      It only took them a moment to recognize her as the woman in the second set of pictures of Fred.

      “I’m almost afraid to guess what’s in the last folder,” Fenella said, certain she knew exactly what they were going to find.

      Daniel opened it and then laughed.  “This is something of a disappointment,” he said, as he glanced through invoices and sales receipts.

      “Or is it?” Fenella asked as something caught her eye.

      “What have you seen?”

      “Everything here is addressed to Fred, not to the company,” she said, pointing.  “That seems odd to me.”

      Daniel nodded.  “Everything else we’ve seen was always under the company name.”

      “Why would Fred need fifty pounds of wax?” Fenella asked as she looked at one of the invoices.

      “He seems to have ordered small amounts of wax every month for three months.”

      “And he was ordering from a different place than the company was,” Fenella added.

      Daniel nodded.  “Maybe they were simply trying out different options and didn’t want to order under the company name for some reason,” he said thoughtfully.

      “Or maybe this was the company supplying the wax with the mysterious whatever inside.”

      “Also a possibility.”

      “I wonder if this company is still around,” Fenella said.

      Daniel pulled out his phone and did an Internet search on the company name.  Fenella kept looking through the invoices and papers, wondering what it all meant.

      “Jason,” Daniel said suddenly.

      When Fenella looked up, she realized that he’d called someone.

      “I need you to find Fred Newberry and pull him in for questioning,” Daniel said.  “Let me know when he’s safely in custody and I’ll join you for a chat with the man.”

      “What did you find?” Fenella demanded.

      “Around ten years ago, the company that’s named on those invoices was shut down.  It was a front for a drug smuggling operation.”

      “So Fred was bringing drugs into the island?”

      “That’s one possibility.”

      “Could there have been drugs inside that wax cube?”

      “That’s one possibility.”

      Fenella frowned at him.  “Is that all you’re going to say?”

      He grinned at her.  “That’s one possibility.”

      She wasn’t sure if she wanted to laugh or cry.  “Seriously, Daniel, what do you think was really going on here?”

      “We need to see what the lab finds in those cubes.  It’s only just possible that what’s inside the cube is a small plastic box full of high-grade cocaine or heroin.  If that’s the case, I’ll have a lot to discuss with Fred, although we’ve no actual proof that he was the one receiving whatever the company was sending here.”

      “It does suggest a rather serious motive for murder, though.”

      “Indeed,” Daniel sighed.  “We’ve found quite a few possible motives now.  Blackmail is nasty, but drugs are nastier.”

      “What now?” Fenella asked.

      “As much as I hate to say it, we still need to go through the rest of the files.  There may be more things to find.”

      “We aren’t going to find anything else this spectacular.”

      “Probably not, but we need to take a look.  We’re looking for anything with Fred’s name it on, really.”

      Fenella’s stomach was rumbling an hour later as she dug through and almost endless pile of old catalogs.  “We were going to get lunch,” she muttered.

      Daniel looked up from his own pile of papers.  “I’m sorry.  There’s some urgency now, though.  I want to know as much as possible when I talk to Fred.”

      She sighed as she opened the next folder.  “These are payment receipts for the rent of the building.  It looks as if Fred was paying the rent,” she said, reminding herself that she couldn’t repeat what Mona had told her about Max taking care of the rent.

      “Fred was?”

      “Yes, the receipts are all made out to Fred and signed by Ewan,” Fenella said, studying the sheet in front of her.  “Why would Fred pay the rent to Ewan, though?  The building was Max’s.”

      “So Fred paid Ewan and Ewan paid Max,” Daniel suggested.

      “I can’t see why Fred didn’t just pay Max directly, though.  I can’t see why Fred was paying the rent, either.  He told me it was all part of some complicated scheme that Max and Ewan came up with.  He said they set up a separate bank account and part of his salary was paid into that account and then the rent was taken out of it.”

      “I can’t see the point in that.”

      “Neither could I.”

      “Speaking of Fred,” Daniel said.  “I expected to hear back from Jason by now.”  He checked his mobile and then dialed a number.

      “Just wanted an update,” he said after a moment.

      “Really?  Okay, thanks.  Keep me informed.”

      “What’s happening?” Fenella asked when he put the phone back in his pocket.

      “Fred had an appointment in Douglas this morning.  Jeanne wasn’t certain where he was going or why.  He told her he’d be home before five, though.”

      “I wonder what he’s doing.”

      “You saw the pictures.  You can probably guess what he’s doing.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You think he’ll be home by five, then?”

      “I can’t imagine why he wouldn’t be.  Jason has asked the Douglas and Onchan constabularies to watch for his car, though.  I’d rather he was stopped before he got all the way back to Bride.”

      “I wonder how much Jeanne knows.”

      “So do I.  I probably should have her taken in for questioning, as well.”

      Daniel pulled out his phone and dialed again.

      “Jason?  Bring everyone associated with the case in for questioning,” he said.  “We’ve uncovered a few things here that you and I need to discuss with one another and with our, um, witnesses.”

      Another hour passed as they worked their way through the files.  Fenella’s stomach was complaining loudly as she opened the last folder from the bottom drawer.  She recognized Max immediately.  The man with him had to be Bryan.  Tears sprang into her eyes as she saw how clearly in love they were.  They were sitting together on a bench, holding hands, and staring into each other’s eyes.

      There were only three pictures in the set, and the third one had been taken from further away.  Fenella’s breath caught when she realized that Mona was sitting on the other side of Max.  The look she was giving Max was no less loving than the looks on the men’s faces and it made Fenella feel incredibly sad for her aunt.

      “When this is all over, I want this set of pictures,” Fenella said, trying to sound unconcerned.  “It’s Mona and Max,” she added, holding up the last photo, her hand carefully blocking much of the picture.

      Daniel glanced over.  “Why would Ewan have pictures of Max and Mona?”

      “I’ve no idea,” she lied.  Under the last picture, she found the negatives and the list of dates and amounts.  After a moment’s hesitation, she shut the folder and put it back in the pile with the others.

      “Now what?” she asked.

      “Now I take you home and head to Bride,” he told her.  “Jason has brought everyone else to the station there, so I can start questioning them while we wait for Fred to return.”

      “You haven’t eaten all day,” she reminded him.

      “Neither have you.”

      “But I’m going to eat now.  What are you going to do for food?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Let me make you a sandwich when we get back to my place.  It won’t take more than a minute and you can eat it while you drive.”

      “I won’t say no.  You could just throw a few pieces of stale bread at me.  That would do.”

      She laughed.  “I can do a bit better than that,” she promised.

      Daniel played with Katie while Fenella made two sandwiches, thick with ham, and put them into a bag.  She added an apple, a bar of chocolate, and a can of soda before handing the entire thing to Daniel.

      “And you wonder why I love you,” he murmured before he kissed her.

      “Good luck,” she told him as she let him out.

      “Thank you.  I think we have a lot of interesting things to discuss with everyone, but I’m mostly interested in what Fred is going to have to say.”

      “Me, too,” she laughed.

      An hour later, she was pacing around her kitchen, feeling frustrated.  “He’ll have had the lab results by now,” she told Katie.  “And Fred should be getting home any minute, too.  I hate being left out of the fun.”

      The knock on her door interrupted her pointless rant.  Mindful of Daniel’s warning, she checked her peephole before she opened the door to Shelly.

      “Tim has a late meeting and I have a craving for wine and company.  Want to go to the pub?” Shelly asked.

      “Yes, please, definitely,” Fenella replied.  “I’ve had an unbelievably frustrating day and I can’t even tell you about it.”

      Shelly frowned.  “Why not?”

      “Because it’s all to do with the murder investigation,” she replied.

      Ten minutes later, having changed her clothes, touched up her makeup, and grabbed her handbag, she and Shelly were on their way to the Tale and Tail.

      “Can you tell me anything?” Shelly asked.

      “I can tell you that I think there’s been a major break in the case,” she replied, laughing at the annoyed look on Shelly’s face.  “I shouldn’t tease as I’m unbelievably frustrated, too.  Daniel and I learned some things, but I can’t tell you about them, not yet.  He’s off in Bride, questioning everyone again, including one very important person.”

      “Oh?  Has he worked out who killed Ewan, then?” Shelly asked.

      “Let’s just say my suspicions are centered on one person.”

      They walked into the pub and headed straight for the bar.  Only a few paces away, Fenella stopped and grabbed Shelly’s arm.

      “What’s wrong?” Shelly asked.

      “That one person I was just talking about?  He’s sitting at the bar,” she hissed.

      Shelly looked over at the man at the bar and then back at Fenella.  “Now what?” she whispered.

      “Go and text Daniel.  Tell him that Fred is here,” she replied.  “I’m going to go and talk to him so that he can’t get away.”

      “Is he likely to try to get away?”

      “I’ve no idea.  Go outside and text Daniel and then wait for his reply.  If he doesn’t reply in ten minutes, call 999.”

      Shelly flushed and then nodded.  “Are you going to be okay on your own with him?”

      “We’re in a very public place.  I’ll be fine.”

      Shelly nodded again and then turned around and walked back to the door.  Fenella took a deep breath and then plastered a bright, fake smile on her face as she approached the bar.

      “Hello,” she said to Fred, feeling the tension in her jaw as she forced herself to keep smiling.

      “Oh, hello,” he replied.  “I should have known you’d be here.”

      “It’s my favorite pub,” Fenella replied, waving to the bartender who was at the opposite end of the bar.

      He waved back and mimed pouring a drink for her.  She nodded.  After holding up one finger, he turned back to the man at that end of the bar.

      “Get me another, too,” Fred said.  “You can afford it.”

      Fenella flushed.  “I hope you aren’t driving.”

      “Doesn’t matter.  Maybe I’ll crash on the way home.”

      “Maybe you’ll crash into someone else and kill them,” Fenella snapped.

      Fred sighed.  “Christine told me that the police took some things out of the building in Bride.  She said you were there.”

      “They invited me to supervise because technically I own the building and its contents.”

      “What did they take?”

      “Things they thought might be relevant to the investigation.”

      “If I’d have had ten more minutes, there wouldn’t have been anything to find,” he told her.

      “Oh?” Fenella glanced at the clock.  I should have told Shelly to call 999 after five minutes, she thought.

      “I knew he’d hidden everything in the building somewhere, but I was more worried about the wax than anything else.  I should have done things differently.”

      “I think it’s going to rain,” Fenella said, somewhat desperately.

      “I didn’t realize he’d taken my shipment and substituted plain wax,” Fred continued.  “Do you know how long it takes to melt wax?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      “Too long when you’re watching the clock.  I knew someone was coming to take away the machinery, so I had to hurry.  Those stupid pots took what felt like hours to get warm and then I had to fill the pots with the wax and wait and wait and wait for it to melt.”

      “That must have been frustrating,” Fenella said, staring the door.

      “And then, when it finally started melting down, I could see that it was just plain wax.  I was so angry that I started throwing things around the workroom.  I should have kept calm and started looking for everything, but I assumed he’d taken it elsewhere.”

      “I can’t believe how slow the service is in here tonight.”  Fenella looked at the bartender, but he seemed to be ignoring her.

      “I threw the pots full of hot wax at the wall.  It was satisfying, seeing the wax going everywhere.  I even manage to put a dent in one of the walls.  I was just starting to calm down, trying to think, when Ewan showed up.”

      “Maybe you should save this story for the police.”

      “I’m not going to talk to the police.  I’m leaving on the next ferry.  I’m going to disappear, just like Ewan did, except he didn’t, but no one knew that, not until a few days ago, anyway.”

      “Where will you go?”

      “It doesn’t matter.  I’ll be gone.  Ewan was there because the men were coming to get the machines, of course.  He didn’t know I was already there.  When I heard him coming in, I hid in the back office.  He was really upset when he saw the mess, but the men turned up before he could do anything or even look around.  I don’t know what the movers must have thought, but they didn’t say anything, not that I heard, anyway.”

      “Weren’t the machines still hot?” Fenella wondered.

      “Probably, but it was only the burner unit that got hot.  The rest of the machine stayed cool.  They would have been safe enough to move.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella muttered.

      “When they’d gone, the movers I mean, Ewan started looking for me.  I stayed where I was, trying to calm down before I had to see him.  It didn’t take him long to find me, of course.”

      “No?”

      Fred laughed.  “You know how small that building is.  Anyway, he found me.  I was sitting behind the desk and he made me move.  Then he sat there and he laughed at me when I begged him to tell me where he’d put my wax.  He had other things too, things that I wanted, but he just kept laughing and laughing, right up until I pulled out the knife.”

      “I think you need the police now,” Fenella said with a sharp intake of breath.

      “It wasn’t really a knife, though.  It was a large metal scraper.  It was used to clear down the sides of the pots while the wax was melting.  It didn’t even have a proper point on it.  I’d grabbed it without thinking when I’d hidden in the office.  I hadn’t intended to threaten Ewan with it, but I just wanted him to stop laughing at me.”

      Fenella looked at the door.  Where were the police?

      “I demanded that he tell me where he’d hidden my things.  He told me one thing and then another and then a third.  I didn’t know what to believe and I just kept getting angrier and angrier.  I, well, I stabbed him with the scraper, over and over again until he shut up.”

      She took a deep, shaky breath.  “How awful,” she murmured.

      “And then I heard someone knocking somewhere,” he continued.  “I had to get out of there, but I couldn’t work out where the noise was coming from.  I shut the office door and locked it and then ran to the back door, but then I realized that was where someone was knocking, so I headed for the front door, locking up every door behind myself.  When I got to the front door, I could hear people talking, so I ducked into the office.  I stood there, shaking, angry and upset for what felt like hours.  I got down on the floor with the scraper in my hand and I tore at the carpet, trying to calm my nerves.  I was completely out of control.”

      As he was telling her how upset he’d been, his voice was eerily calm.  Fenella felt a cold shiver run down her spine.

      “Anyway, it finally went quiet and I let myself out of the building.  I went home and got cleaned up.  I burned the clothes that I’d been wearing and buried the ashes with the scraper in a remote spot at the Point of Ayre.”

      Fenella nodded, hoping someone would arrive before she had to listen to any more of the story.

      “Of course, my big worry was what would happen when the body was found.  That’s when I made a deal with Max.”

      Her ears perked up.  Maybe she did want to hear more.

      “A deal with Max?”

      “Yeah, I went and told him that I wanted to rent the building again, but that I wanted it left exactly as it had been until I was ready to start using it.  I promised him a huge amount of money if he’d give me a year to get myself organized.  He agreed to simply leave the building alone for a year.”

      “What happened after a year?”

      “I asked for an extension.  I think, by that time, Max had almost forgotten that he had the building.  I can’t imagine anyone wanted to rent it from him, anyway.  I think he was happy to just leave it empty.”

      You don’t know how right you are, Fenella thought.

      “In the meantime, I’d started searching for the things that I knew Ewan had hidden.  He’d blurted out all sorts of possibilities when I’d been threatening him, so I looked in all of them.  Do you know how long it takes to search a house?  Especially when you can only search when the owner isn’t at home.  It took me six months to go through Christine’s house and I wasn’t completely certain I’d looked everywhere.  I had to take everything out of every wardrobe and look for sliding panels and fake floors.  As I said, I may have missed something.”

      “What were you looking for?”

      “My wax, of course, and some paperwork, as well.”

      “Your wax,” Fenella repeated, trying to sound as if she had no idea what he was talking about.

      “Some of the wax was different.  There were certain shipments that were specifically mine, rather than the company’s.”

      “Why did you need wax?”

      He laughed.  “That would be telling.”

      Casting a desperate glance at the door, Fenella started to consider pulling out her mobile and texting Daniel herself.  What was Shelly doing?

      “It took me even longer to search the other places he’d suggested and then I started trying places he hadn’t mentioned.  It was always in the back of my mind that he might have left everything in the company’s building but I couldn’t bring myself to go back there to look.  I was terrified what would happen if I got caught there with the body.”

      Fenella nodded.  “You’d have had a difficult time explaining why you were there.”

      “Max rang me about five years after, well, after.  He said he was giving the building to Mona but that she would honor our agreement.  I promised him that I was still seriously interested in the site and he assured me that it would sit empty until I was ready.  He offered to meet me up there to go through the building with me, but, of course, I refused.”

      “Of course,” Fenella replied, reaching for her mobile.

      “Everything I was searching for, it was in the building, wasn’t it?  You found it all, you and your policeman boyfriend.”

      “As I don’t know what you were looking for, I can’t possibly answer that.”

      “Did you find any wax?” he demanded.  “A pile of wax cubes, maybe fifty or sixty of them.”

      “You’ll have to ask Daniel about that,” Fenella replied.

      He laughed.  “Your face gave you away.  You found them, but I’ll bet you’ve no idea what you’ve actually found.”

      Fenella ignored him as she pulled out her mobile.  “Oh, sorry, I’ve had a text from my friend, the one who’s supposed to be joining me.  I just need to answer this,” she said.

      “And I need to go,” Fred replied.  “My ferry leaves in half an hour.  Tell Jeanne it was fun.  Actually, that’s a lie.  It wasn’t fun.  She’s lived well thanks to me and my business enterprises, but now she’s going to have to make it on her own.  She’ll claim she didn’t know what I was doing, but she’ll be lying.”

      Fenella texted Daniel as quickly as she could and then tried to work out how to keep Fred from leaving.  He took a few steps toward the door and then turned back to her.

      “If I were you, I’d tear down that building.  Too many bad things have happened there.  Max was smart to simply leave it locked and empty.”

      She nodded.  “I think I may just sell it.”

      “I should have contacted you when you first moved to the island.  I could have bought it from you.  No one would have ever found Ewan.  I wish I’d have thought of that a year ago.”  He sighed and then turned back around and headed for the door.

      “Wait,” Fenella said.  “What’s so special about that wax?”

      “I can’t miss my ferry,” he called over his shoulder.  “I’m leaving this island for good.  Ewan was actually going to do the same thing, you know.  He was planning on leaving.  He’d been taking money out of the business since we’d first opened and he’d built himself a nice nest egg.  He was leaving Christine and starting over.  Now it’s my turn to start over.”

      As he reached the door, it suddenly swung open.  Fred took a step backwards.  Fenella sighed with relief as she recognized Constable Howard Corlett, a young man she’d met when she’d discovered her first body.

      “Ah, you must be Mr. Newberry,” the constable said as Fenella gestured wildly at Fred.

      “I need to go,” Fred told him, trying to step around the constable.

      “Inspector Robinson has asked me to take you down to the station for a chat,” Constable Corlett replied.  “If you’ll come with me, please.”

      “I won’t.  I have a ferry to catch,” Fred nearly shouted.  He tried to push his way past the constable, but the younger man was ready for him.

      “Now, now, let’s not make this difficult,” the constable said, gripping Fred’s arm tightly.  He escorted the man out of the building.  Fenella followed and watched as Fred was tucked into the back of a marked police vehicle.
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      “There you are,” Shelly exclaimed from behind Fenella.

      As Fenella turned around, she found herself pulled into a tight hug.  “I was never in any danger,” Fenella said, her voice muffled against Shelly’s shoulder.

      “I’m so sorry that took so long,” Shelly said as she released her grip.  “I texted Daniel and he didn’t reply, so I rang 999, just as you asked.”

      “I need a drink,” Fenella said.

      The pair went back into the pub as Shelly continued her explanation.  “The problem was, I think whoever answered when I rang thought I was crazy.  I told her that there was a wanted man at the Tale and Tail and that she needed to send the police and she told me that I needed to calm down and take a few deep breaths.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      “I tried using Daniel’s name, saying that I’d been texting him but he wasn’t responding, but she didn’t seem at all impressed.  I didn’t know who the man was, so I couldn’t give his name and she simply wouldn’t take me seriously.”

      They’d reached the bar and Fenella leaned against it, feeling exhausted.  She was shocked when she looked at her watch and discovered that it had been no more than twenty minutes since she’d first walked in and found Fred at the bar.  It felt as if she’d talked to the man for hours, listening to his confession.

      “I’m really sorry that I ignored you earlier,” the bartender said as he rushed to her and Shelly.  “The man you were speaking with, he’d had more than enough.  There was something disturbing about him, too.  I didn’t want to come right out and tell him that I wouldn’t serve him any longer, but I didn’t want to give him any more to drink.”

      Fenella nodded.  “That was probably wise.”

      “Your usual?” he asked.

      “Yes,” Shelly said emphatically.

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m going to have to talk to the police.  I need to wait until that’s finished before I have a drink.  I’ll take a soda for now.”

      “Anyway, it took me nearly ten minutes to persuade the woman on the phone to send a constable.  Then I didn’t know if I should come inside or not.  I decided to wait outside until the constable arrived.  I hope that was the right thing to do,” Shelly babbled.

      “It was the right thing to do,” Fenella assured her.  “Fred, the man I was speaking to, confessed to killing Ewan Hollis.  He probably wouldn’t have done that in front of you.”

      “Oh, my goodness,” Shelly exclaimed.  She pulled Fenella into another hug.  “You poor thing.”

      The pair were sitting together on the upper level when Daniel arrived about half an hour later.  Fenella had been thinking seriously about getting herself a glass of wine when he appeared at the top of the stairs.  His face was pale and he nearly ran across the room to get to her.

      “Are you okay?” he demanded as he pulled her to her feet and then hugged her tightly.

      “I’m fine,” she whispered in his ear before he kissed her.

      “I was interviewing Jeanne when Shelly texted and I was still interviewing her when you texted.  I didn’t get either message until we were informed that Fred had been arrested down here,” he explained.  “I’m so sorry.”

      “He confessed to murdering Ewan,” Fenella told him.

      Daniel frowned.  “I was hoping you’d talked about the weather while you waited for the police to arrive.”

      “I tried, but he seemed determine to confess.  He was planning on getting on the ferry and starting a new life across.”

      “He had a ticket for the ferry in his pocket,” Daniel replied.  “But I need to get a formal statement from you, and I need to help Jason interview Fred, as well.  I, well, I had to see you before I did anything else.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella told him.

      “I love you,” he said before he kissed her again.

      Daniel took her back to the Douglas station and had Inspector Wilde take her statement while he sat back and simply listened.  Then he had a constable take her home.

      “I’ll ring you, probably tomorrow,” he promised.  “I may not be able to tell you anything, but I’ll ring you anyway.”

      Daniel was busy for the next several days, mostly doing piles of paperwork.  He called Fenella every night and they talked for hours.  She was surprised a few days later when he turned up on her doorstep.

      “Hello,” she said happily.

      “Hello,” he replied.  “I can’t stay long.  I’m still up to my elbows in reports and when I’m not writing them, I’m reading them.  The forensic accountants have been having a field day going through the records from EC Candles.  Fred has confessed to running a drug smuggling operation through the business, having cocaine shipped to him in small containers sealed inside wax cubes.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Inspector Wilde was right to be suspicious of those cubes.”

      “He was,” Daniel agreed.  “Besides Fred’s outside business venture, we’ve spoken to one of the men who was featured in the photos we found in the desk drawer.  He’s confirmed that he was being blackmailed by Ewan and the amount involved was significant.”

      “I’m surprised they even bothered making candles.”

      “Beyond the blackmail and the drugs, the accountants think that the company was laundering money for an illegal gambling operation in the UK.  They’ve found catalog orders far in excess of what the company was actually producing and well beyond what Lorraine claims she was sending out.”

      “Which presumably explains the orders to different names and addresses that were all written by the same person.”

      Daniel nodded.  “And now I have to go and write up yet another report.  I just wanted to tell you in person that I’ve taken the fifth through the twentieth of August as annual leave for our holiday.  I’d prefer to fly home on the nineteenth so I have time to recover before I have to work on the twenty-first, though.”

      “I thought the Manx Grand Prix started on the nineteenth.”

      “It does, but the Chief Constable has given me until the twenty-first.  The first few days aren’t terribly busy, or so he hopes.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’ll start looking at flights and hotels immediately.”

      “I’ll even let you pay, as long as you don’t go too crazy,” he told her.  “I want to argue, but I think I need a holiday too badly.”

      She hugged him tightly.  “Thank you.”

      He turned around and then stopped.  “One other thing,” he said.  “I thought you might want this.”  He’d set his briefcase down just inside the door.  Now he opened it had pulled out a file folder.

      Fenella took it and opened it.  “The pictures of Mona and Max.”

      “They mostly seem to be pictures of Max and his business partner, Bryan Westerly,” Daniel said.  “And it appears to me that the two of them were very much in love.”

      Fenella looked at one of the pictures and nodded.  “I believe they were.”

      “I managed to convince the Chief Constable that nothing in this folder was relevant to the case we’re building against Fred Newberry.  I, well, I didn’t think you’d want those pictures coming out at the eventual trial.”

      “You were absolutely right,” Fenella said.  “Thank you so much.”

      He nodded.  “And now I really have to go.”

      She pulled him into a kiss and then rested her head on his shoulder.  “Thank you, a million times.”

      “It wasn’t a big deal.  We’ve done the same for the other sets of pictures that were found, although one of the men has agreed to testify that he was being blackmailed by Ewan.”

      “I love you,” Fenella whispered.

      “I love you, too,” Daniel replied.  “I’ll ring you later.”

      As the door shut behind him, Fenella glanced at the pictures again.  Mona would want them destroyed, no doubt.  Not giving herself time to think, she put the folder on the kitchen counter.

      “Mona?  I need you,” she said loudly.

      “That was somewhat rude,” Mona complained as she appeared.

      The pair had been carefully polite to one another since Fred’s arrest, but there was still some unresolved tension between them.

      “I have something for you,” Fenella said, gesturing toward the folder.

      Mona glided over to the counter.  “If you could, please?” she asked.

      Fenella opened the folder, her eyes on Mona.

      “The blackmail photos,” Mona gasped, sinking onto one of the counter’s stools.

      Fenella flipped through them, stopping at the one that included Mona.

      “I was so in love with Max,” Mona sighed.  “This is heart breaking.”

      “The negatives are here, too,” Fenella told her, lifting the last photo.

      “And so is an accounting of what Max paid the man,” Mona replied as she looked at the last sheet in the folder.

      “What do you want me to do with all of this?” Fenella asked.

      “Put it all in the safe for now.  I need to think,” Mona replied.  “As tempted as I am to tell you to simply destroy every bit of it, the photos are very special to me.”

      “I’ll lock them in the safe for now, then,” Fenella agreed.  She picked up the folder and headed for the master bedroom.  There was a small safe hidden behind a picture there.

      “One more little thing,” Mona said.

      Fenella stopped and turned back around.  “Yes?”

      “Two things, actually,” Mona amended herself.  “Thank you for getting that file and for sharing it with me.”

      “I found it, but Daniel was the one who gave it to me,” she explained.

      “He’s a good man.  No doubt he recognized the significance of the pictures.”

      “I believe he did.  What was the other thing?”

      “I doubt Daniel even noticed, but I did think you might have.”

      “I might have noticed what?”

      “At the bottom of the sheet that details how much Max gave Ewan there’s a string of numbers.”

      “Is there?”  Fenella looked at the page.  Mona was correct.  There was a long string of numbers across the bottom.

      “I’m not certain how much interest gets paid into Swiss bank accounts, but even if it isn’t much, there should be somewhat more than half a million pounds in that account.”

      Fenella felt her jaw drop.  “This is the Swiss bank account number?”

      “Well, it’s a Swiss bank account number.  I assume it’s the one that Max set up for Ewan.  I think it’s probably also safe to assume that the money is all still in there as Ewan was never in a position to claim it.”

      “What do I do with it?” Fenella asked.

      “Buy yourself something fabulous,” Mona suggested.
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