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      “It’s wild out here today,” Fenella Woods said as her umbrella very nearly blew inside out.

      “Maybe the umbrellas were a bad idea,” her fiancé, Daniel Robinson, said as he struggled with his.

      “Maybe a walk on the promenade was the bad idea,” she countered.  “I knew it was raining, but I didn’t realize it was so windy.”

      “I should have guessed by the size of the waves,” Daniel said.

      Fenella looked at the waves crashing against the sand on the beach below them.  “Maybe we should give up on taking a walk.”

      “Maybe we should go and have lunch somewhere instead.”

      “That sounds like a much better idea.”

      They crossed the road and then walked along the row of hotels and apartment buildings that faced the promenade.

      “Let’s go somewhere we haven’t already been,” Fenella suggested as they walked.

      “Is there anywhere in Douglas that we haven’t been?”

      “Maybe not, and especially not anywhere that’s actually open on a Sunday,” she replied as they walked past two of their favorite restaurants, both of which were closed for the day.

      “This must be new,” Daniel said a moment later, gesturing toward the sign over the door they were approaching.

      “’Karl’s Kitchen,’” Fenella read from the sign.  “That doesn’t give any indication of what sort of food they do, but they do seem to be open.”

      A piece of cardboard with the word “Open” written across it had been stuck in one of the windows next to the door.

      “Are you feeling brave?” Daniel asked.

      “Why not?  It will be different, anyway.”

      Daniel held the door open for Fenella.  She stepped inside and then immediately started to regret her impulsive decision.  The room smelled musty and damp, and there were water stains on the walls and ceiling.  Cheap lighting that gave everything a slightly greenish tint brightly lit the room.  Before Fenella could turn around and walk out again, a door in the back corner of the room opened and a man rushed in.

      “Good afternoon,” he said loudly.  To Fenella, he appeared to be in his mid-forties, with dark hair only lightly sprinkled with grey, and brown eyes.  “Welcome to my kitchen.  I’m Karl, of course, Karl Carlson. Thanks, Mum,” he said with a laugh.  “It’s a K for Karl and a C for Carlson, by the way.  Anyway, I’m delighted to welcome you and eager to prepare you something wonderful for your lunch.”

      Fenella forced herself to smile.  “Hello,” she said.  “You haven’t been open for long, have you?”

      “Today is my first day,” he replied.  “I was going to have some sort of grand opening celebration, but I thought maybe it would better to open quietly and see how things go before I try to do too much.”

      “Congratulations on the new business, then,” Fenella said.

      “Thanks,” Karl said.  “I was an electrician until I, um, well, I accidentally electrocuted myself.”

      “My goodness.  That sounds serious,” Fenella replied.

      He nodded.  “I was in hospital for weeks, and while I was there, I started to think about what I really wanted to do with the rest of my life.  My, um, former employer told me that he didn’t think I should go back to my old job, so I needed to find something else to do.”

      “And you decided to open a restaurant?” Daniel asked.

      Karl shrugged.  “Everyone can cook, right?  I mean, it isn’t that difficult, is it?  I had some money in the bank, so I rented this space and painted and put in better lighting and here we are.”

      “What sort of food do you do?” Fenella wondered.

      “At the moment, I’m not doing all that many things, but I have a menu.  Let me show you to a table and then I’ll get you menus.”

      Fenella looked at Daniel.  If ever there was a time for him to get called to work, this was it.  Daniel gave her a small smile and then shrugged.  She looked back at Karl and then followed him as he walked over to a table against the wall.

      “Is this okay?  Would you rather be closer to the windows?  I mean, I know the view is the very best part of my location, but the windows are pretty small and they probably need a good clean, too.  I did clean in here, but I didn’t wash the outsides of the windows, not yet, that is,” Karl said in a rush.

      “This is fine,” Fenella assured him.

      “And you have a flat on the promenade, anyway,” Karl said.  “I mean, sorry, but I do know who you are.  I mean, I suppose everyone on the island knows who you are.”

      Fenella nodded.  It did seem as if everyone on the island knew who she was, something that only annoyed her when she thought about it.  It wasn’t her fault that she’d found so many dead bodies since she’d been on the island, but in reality, most of the people on the island would have known who she was anyway.  Whoever had inherited Mona Kelly’s fortune would have been subject to the same nosy scrutiny that Fenella currently endured.

      “Is it wonderful, having millions and millions of pounds?” Karl asked.

      Blushing brightly, Fenella looked at Daniel.  Talking about her money always made him uncomfortable.  Of course, it made Fenella uncomfortable, too.  “Mostly, I don’t think about it,” she said after an awkward pause.

      “Really?  If it were me, I’d think about it all the time.  I’d sit and think about it, and then I’d start making plans to spend it all,” Karl replied.  “I mean, I’d get off this rock, for a start.  You could go anywhere in the world.  Why do you stay here?”

      “I love the island,” Fenella told him.

      “I suppose you haven’t been here for long,” Karl said thoughtfully.  “I mean, if you’d grown up here and then lived here for your entire life, you’d probably feel differently.  You grew up in America, didn’t you?”

      “I was born on the island, but, yes, I did grow up in America,” Fenella said, wishing more and more every moment that she and Daniel had kept walking past Karl’s Kitchen.  “I hadn’t been back to the island until after Mona’s death.”

      “When you found out that you now owned a huge flat on the Douglas promenade, a fancy car, and dozens and dozens of other properties around the island,” Karl said, sounding envious.  “Is it true that Mona had a bank account with every single bank on the island?”

      “No,” Fenella replied flatly.

      “I heard she had more jewelry than the Queen,” Karl said.

      “I’ve no idea how much jewelry the Queen has, but I highly doubt that Mona had more,” Fenella said.

      “But you are worth millions and millions of pounds,” Karl said.  “That must be amazing.”

      “Maybe we could have menus,” Daniel said.

      Karl blinked at him and then nodded slowly.  “Yeah, sure, menus,” he said.  “Did you want something to drink?”

      “What do you have?” Fenella asked.

      “I have a few cans of fizzy drink, or I can make tea,” was the reply.

      Daniel and Fenella both opted for sodas.  As Karl walked away, Fenella looked at Daniel, and they both shook their heads at the same time.

      “This was a terrible decision,” Daniel whispered.  He took Fenella’s hand.  “I’m not sure I want to eat anything that man cooks.”

      “Have someone ring you with an emergency,” she suggested.

      “Don’t tempt me.  It’s my day off, though.  They aren’t supposed to ring me, even in an emergency.”

      “I could pretend to get a text from Shelly.  I’m afraid if I tell Karl that I have to go because my apartment is on fire, he’ll find out I was lying.”

      “He seems the type who might check.”

      “Here we are,” Karl said as he walked back into the room.  He put two cans of soda on the table and then handed them each large folders with “Menu” written in fancy script across the front.

      “These are lovely,” Fenella said.

      “I bought them from a posh restaurant that was going out of business,” he told them.  “I just had to make a few changes to the pages inside.”

      Fenella opened the folder and then pulled it higher to hide her face while she tried not to laugh.  The menu inside was almost illegible.  Whole sections had been crossed out.  In other areas, offerings had been heavily edited, with words scribbled out and notes added.  After reading everything several times, Fenella looked up at Karl.

      “So, it’s all cold sandwiches or soups?” she asked.

      He nodded.  “That’s about all I can manage for now.  Those don’t take too long to put together.  I don’t know how busy I’m going to be, and I can’t afford to hire anyone else right now.”

      “I’ll have the leek and potato soup,” Fenella said after another read through the menu.

      “That’s a great choice.  I buy the really good stuff from ShopFast, and I include a nice bit of bread, too.”

      “Also from ShopFast?” Fenella had to ask.

      He shook his head.  “There’s a little bakery just a few doors down from here that does really good bread.  I bought ten baguettes from them this morning, but I’m not sure that’s going to be enough.  I’m going to use that for the sandwiches as well, you see.”

      Fenella looked around the empty room.  “I think you’ll have plenty.”

      “I can always freeze some,” Karl said.  “What can I get you?” he asked Daniel.

      “I’ll have the same,” Daniel said after a moment.

      “I’ll be right back with your soup,” Karl said brightly.

      As the door in the back of the room closed behind the man, Daniel looked at Fenella.

      “We really can’t just go,” he said firmly.

      “I didn’t suggest that we could.”

      “No, but I was talking to myself.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s soup from a can and bread from a nearby bakery.  Karl isn’t actually doing anything except heating things up.”

      “I’m afraid he’s going to get that badly wrong,” Daniel sighed.

      “I didn’t think restaurants were supposed to serve soup from cans.”

      “I have no idea what rules govern food preparation in restaurants, but I’d be willing to bet that our new friend Karl is breaking at least a few of them.”

      “So we’ll eat our soup, and then we’ll never come back again.”

      “He’s going to expect you to pay generously, being that you have millions and millions of pounds.”

      Fenella sighed.  “And I will, too, just to get out of here.”

      “It won’t be a minute,” Karl said as he rejoined them.  “I’ve put the soup in the microwave.”

      “Great,” Fenella said.

      “So Mona was your aunt, was she?”

      Fenella nodded.  “She was my mother’s sister.”

      “And you’re an only child, are you?”

      “No, actually, I have four brothers.”

      “Four brothers?  Older or younger?”

      “They’re all older,” Fenella replied, wondering how many more questions she’d have to answer before the soup would be ready.

      “I wonder why Mona left you all of her money, then,” Karl said.  “I mean, she should have split it evenly between the five of you, really.”

      “I believe the money was Mona’s to do with as she pleased,” Daniel said.

      “Yeah, sure, but it’s just odd.  I mean, Mona loved men.  I’m surprised she didn’t leave everything to the brothers, really.”

      “Did you know Mona?” Fenella asked, certain that the man had never even met her aunt.

      “Ah, no, not really.  I mean, I knew who she was, though.  Everyone on the island knew Mona Kelly.  She was famous, or maybe infamous, really.  We all knew about her and Maxwell Martin and how he kept her in one of his hotels, but he wouldn’t marry her.  Then, when he converted the hotel into flats, he had the nicest one built just for Mona.  That’s where you live now.”

      Karl stared at her until she nodded.

      “I don’t know why Maxwell wouldn’t marry her.  I’ve been told she was incredibly beautiful when she was younger.  But she didn’t seem to mind being his mistress, even though that sort of thing was scandalous on the island, at least in those days.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen replies as she tried to find a polite way to tell the man that Mona’s life was none of his business.

      “What’s that sound?” Daniel asked before Fenella had found an appropriate reply.

      “Maybe the smoke detector,” Karl said, sounding unconcerned.  “The microwave sets it off sometimes.”

      “Maybe you should go and check,” Daniel suggested.

      Karl shrugged and then walked to the door in the back.  As he pushed it open, Fenella could see smoke.

      A string of curse words erupted from Karl before he began to cough violently.

      Daniel already had his mobile phone out as Fenella rushed over and pulled Karl away from the door.

      “The fire service is on the way,” Daniel said a moment later.

      Fenella pushed Karl into a chair as far away from the kitchen as she could get him.  He looked up and then nodded.

      “You have a direct line, of course, since you’re with the police.”

      “I simply rang 999,” Daniel countered.

      “Sure, but they’ll take you a lot more seriously than they’d take me.”

      Daniel looked as if he wanted to argue, but instead he started looking around the room.  “Do you have a fire extinguisher?” he asked.

      “There’s one in the kitchen,” Karl replied.

      As Daniel took a step away, Fenella grabbed his arm.  “You can’t go in there,” she said firmly.

      “He’s a police inspector.  He walks into danger every day,” Karl countered.

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “I try to avoid danger, actually.”

      “Yeah, sure, but you investigate murders.  That’s how you met Fenella here, isn’t it?”

      Daniel nodded and then took another step away.

      “I wish I’d have been around that day,” Karl said.  “I mean, if I’d have found that body in the alley, instead of Fenella, I could have protected her from having to get involved in a murder investigation.  Maybe she’d have fallen in love with me instead.”

      Fenella turned her burst of laughter into a cough as Daniel shook his head and walked toward the door at the back of the room.  Fenella rushed after him.

      “How long does it take to get a fire truck down here?” she asked as Daniel pushed open the door.

      The smoke was thick, and Fenella could see flames coming out of what had probably once been a microwave oven that was sitting on the counter along the back wall.

      “I can’t see a fire extinguisher, but then I can’t see much of anything,” Daniel said.

      “I hear sirens,” Fenella replied, feeling relieved.

      She and Daniel walked to the door, and then Daniel went outside to help the firefighters find the right building.  Feeling as if she didn’t have much choice, Fenella rejoined Karl.

      “We should probably go outside,” she suggested.

      He stared at her.  “Why?”

      “To give the firefighters as much room as possible to put out the fire.”

      “It’s just a lot of smoke.  I’ll open a few windows and it will clear pretty quickly.”

      “Daniel and I just looked.  There’s a fire.”

      “Really?” Karl looked stunned.  “In my kitchen?”

      “Yes.”

      “Wow.”

      Fenella waited for the man to speak again, but he simply continued to stare at her, seemingly shocked by what she’d said.

      “Let’s go outside,” she suggested again.

      “Yeah, that’s probably wise.”  Karl stood up and then patted his pockets.  “I just need my keys,” he said, taking a step toward the kitchen.

      “You can’t go in there,” she said, taking his arm.

      A moment later, the room seemed to fill with firefighters.  Fenella was very aware that she and Karl were in the way, but the last thing she wanted to do was push her way out as the firefighters were trying to get in.

      “I think I need to leave,” Karl said.  “This is just awful.”

      Fenella nodded.  They took a few steps toward the door as someone ran past them, dragging a hose.

      There was a man at the door.  He stared at them.

      “We were just going to wait outside,” Fenella explained.

      “Make sure Inspector Robinson knows where to find you,” he replied.

      Karl laughed.  “She’s his fiancée.  She’ll be tucked up in his bed when he wants her.”

      Fenella felt herself blushing as the other man raised his eyebrows.

      “You need to talk to Daniel,” she told Karl as they stepped outside.

      It was organized chaos outside the building.  Firefighters and police officers seemed to be everywhere.  The police had stopped traffic on the road and were keeping pedestrians at a distance as well.  Fenella scanned the crowd for Daniel.

      “Fenella?  What’s happening in there?” a voice shouted.  “Is there a body to be found?”

      Frowning, Fenella turned her back on Dan Ross, the nosy reporter from the Isle of Man Times.

      Karl, on the other hand, smiled broadly.  “Hello,” he shouted.  “My new business is on fire, but no one is dead.”

      “No one is dead?” Dan repeated.  He muttered something and then spun around and walked away.

      “Do you think I’ll be in the paper tomorrow?” Karl asked.

      “Probably.”

      “That should be good for business, anyway.”

      Fenella stared at him.  “I think you’re going to have to be shut for a while,” she said, wincing as someone broke a window to push another hose through.

      “Oh, I hope not,” Karl said, seemingly oblivious to what was happening behind him.

      “Let’s go and find Daniel.”

      “You do that.  I’ll be right there.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Where are you going?” she asked.

      “I’ll be right behind you,” he promised.

      Fenella put her hand on his arm.  “You’d better stay with me,” she said.

      “Sure,” he replied.  “Oh, look, there’s Daniel.”  He pointed to the left.

      Fenella turned her head and then smiled as Daniel began to walk toward her.  When he reached her, he pulled her into a hug.

      “I should have dragged you and Karl outside when I went out,” he said.  “Where’s Karl?”

      Fenella spun around.  “He was right here.  I told him he had to stay here and talk to you.”

      Daniel frowned.  “He can’t have gone far.”

      As Daniel walked over to the nearest constable, Fenella started looking around, trying to spot Karl in the crowd.  When she thought she saw the back of his head, she took off running.  The man she thought she’d seen had disappeared by the time she’d fought her way through the throngs of curious bystanders.

      “What’s happening?” someone asked her as she began walking back toward the building.

      “Just a small kitchen fire,” she replied.

      “Well, with your history, that’s quite disappointing,” the woman said before spinning on her heel and walking away.

      “I don’t mean to keep finding bodies,” Fenella muttered as she started looking for Daniel again.

      He was standing just inside the police tape that had now been strung in front of the restaurant.  When he saw her, he held the tape up so that she could duck under it.

      “Did you find him?” she asked.

      “He seems to have slipped away,” Daniel replied, sounding frustrated.

      “At least we have his name.”

      “If he was telling the truth about that.”

      “You think he was lying?”

      “I don’t know what to think.  The whole thing is odd.  Once the fire is out, we’re going to conduct a thorough investigation into Karl’s Kitchen.”

      “Please don’t find any bodies in the kitchen.”

      “I’m hoping not to.”

      Fenella shuddered.  “I didn’t like Karl, but I just thought he was incompetent.  Is it possible that he started the fire to cover up for something else?”

      “At this point, anything is possible.  I’m more inclined to suspect insurance fraud, though.”

      “At least it’s stopped raining,” Fenella said after a minute.

      Daniel chuckled.  “I left my umbrella under our table inside.”

      “That’s where mine is, too.  I don’t want it back.”

      “I know what you mean.”

      They stood together and watched as the fire was slowly brought under control and then extinguished.

      Daniel spoke to someone from the fire department as they were packing up to go.

      “I can’t go in until later today,” he told Fenella when he rejoined her.  “A fire inspector is going to meet me here later, but for now we’re leaving two constables in place to guard the place.”

      “What about Karl?”

      “We need to try to find him.  He needs to walk through the building to assess the damage, and he needs to talk to his insurance company.  They’re going to want a police report and a report from the fire inspector as well.  Where did he go?”

      “I wish I knew.”

      Daniel shook his head.  “Let’s get out of here.  We can’t do anything, and we’re in the way.”

      Fenella took another look at the building.  It hadn’t been attractive earlier, but now its windows were broken and the door was hanging at an odd angle.  She could only imagine the damage that had been done to the dining area from water and from people rushing back and forth.  No doubt the kitchen was all but destroyed.  Sighing, she took Daniel’s hand and let him lead her away.

      “We didn’t get any lunch,” he said after a moment.

      Fenella chuckled.  “I’m not all that hungry.”

      “Neither am I, but I think we need to eat something.  It could be a long time before I get any dinner.”

      “I have cans of soup in my apartment.”

      Daniel laughed.  “We could get a baguette from the bakery.”

      “As much as I hate to say it, that sounds good.”

      “I think that’s because the fire smelled of toast, at least for a few minutes.”

      Fenella thought for a minute.  “It did, didn’t it?  All those lovely baguettes must have burned up.”

      “No doubt.”

      The bakery was open and busy.  To Fenella it seemed as if everyone was talking about the fire.

      “The new restaurant hadn’t been open for long,” someone said.  “Clearly, the chef didn’t know what he was doing.”

      “I heard that the building was sold to a big UK company, one that buys up properties and then insures them for a fortune before burning them to the ground for the insurance money,” someone else interjected.

      “Really?” Daniel said.  “Where did you hear that?”

      The woman blushed.  “Um, er, it was just a rumor.”

      “I understand that, but I’d like to hear more,” Daniel said.  He stepped out of the line that stretched to the door and sat down next to the woman at her table.  As they began to talk, Fenella stayed where she was, wishing that they’d not bothered to stop for bread.

      “One baguette and one caramel apple pie,” she said when it was her turn.  “Oh, and two chocolate brownies and two chocolate chip cookies.”

      As she took the large bag from the man behind the counter, she began to regret her impulsive purchases.  It was too late to change her mind, though, or that’s what she told herself as she headed for the door.  As she walked past Daniel, he stood up and followed her out.

      “Did you learn anything interesting?” she asked as he took the bag from her.

      “I learned to always let you do the shopping at the bakery.  I would have simply bought the bread.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m an emotional eater, and everything that happened in Karl’s Kitchen triggered a lot of emotions.  Besides, I was standing in line for ages.  You can’t stand in line in a bakery and not start wanting one of everything.”

      “Is that what’s in this bag?”

      “Not one of everything, no.  I got the bread and a caramel apple pie, because they are new and I haven’t tried them before.  I also got two chocolate brownies and two chocolate chip cookies.  I thought we could each have one after lunch and save the other for after dinner.”

      “And the pie?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Maybe we could just have the pie as lunch.”

      Daniel laughed.  “As tempting as that is, I think I’d rather have soup and bread.  Then we won’t feel guilty for having pie and cookies after lunch.”

      “Cookies?”

      “I thought we could save the brownies for later, but I can be persuaded otherwise.”

      They’d reached Fenella’s building while they’d been talking.  As they walked into the large lobby, Fenella inhaled deeply.  She wasn’t sure how they did it, but the lobby always smelled wonderful.  In the spring it seemed to smell of fresh-cut grass and wildflowers.  In the summer, the scent was of roses and sunshine.  For fall, the smell of apples, pumpkins, and cinnamon seemed to fill the air.  Now, in mid-November, Fenella could smell vanilla and butter and maybe a hint of peppermint.

      “I love the new fragrance,” she said as she and Daniel walked toward the elevators.

      “It’s smells of Christmas,” he replied.  “Which reminds me, Christmas isn’t all that far away.  What do you want this year?”

      “For you to agree to take a long, luxurious vacation with me.”

      He sighed.  “You know that’s complicated.”

      “But it’s what I really want.”

      “Maybe I’ll just buy something for Katie.”

      Fenella laughed.  “She loves you anyway, but she won’t refuse a gift.”

      Katie had appeared on Fenella’s doorstep right after Fenella had arrived on the island, slipping into her apartment and then making herself at home.  Fenella had done everything she could to try to find the kitten’s owners, but no one had ever come forward to claim the tiny, feisty, lovable animal.  Although Katie had been living with Fenella for nearly two years now, she still hadn’t grown much larger, which meant she was still very much a kitten in Fenella’s eyes.

      “Meeooww,” Katie said as a greeting as Fenella opened the door to her penthouse apartment.

      “Hello to you, too,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel handed Fenella the bag and then walked over and greeted Katie with a cuddle.

      “As I said, she already loves you,” Fenella said as Katie purred loudly.

      “I love her, too,” Daniel replied.

      Fenella put the bakery items away and then opened her cupboard.  “I truly do have two cans of leek and potato soup, if that actually sounds good.”

      “Weirdly, in spite of everything, it does.”

      Laughing, Fenella got down some bowls and then opened the cans.  While the soup was in the microwave, she cut the bread into thick slices and put them on the counter with some butter.  Daniel got them each a can of soda from the refrigerator as she served the soup.

      “Do you ever get tired of the views?” Daniel asked as Fenella joined him at the counter.

      “I haven’t yet.”

      “I’ve only lived down here for a few months, but I can’t imagine that I’ll ever get tired of them, either,” Daniel replied.

      He’d purchased an apartment in a building just a short distance away, only reluctantly allowing Fenella to help him meet the purchase price.  Doncan Quayle, Fenella’s advocate, as lawyers were called on the island, had drawn up a complicated legal agreement for the purchase that Fenella would have happily torn to pieces.  She had more than enough money, and she loved Daniel.  Both their lives had been dramatically improved by his moving closer to her.  That didn’t mean that either of them was in any hurry to live together, though.

      “I think that’s because the scenery is always changing,” Fenella said after a few bites of soup.  “The sea moves in and out with the tides, creating a different landscape with every ebb and flow.”

      “I find watching the water soothing, although maybe not today.”

      Fenella nodded.  Although the rain had stopped, it was still windy, and waves were still crashing onto the beach.  As the tide came in, they’d start crashing over the promenade itself, perhaps even into the road.

      “I wonder if there are any shops open where I could buy an umbrella,” Daniel said after they’d loaded their dirty crockery into the dishwasher.  “I don’t have another one.”

      “I wish I had a spare to lend you, but I think I have only one more and I’m going to need that.”

      “It does rain rather a lot on the island.”

      “Does that mean you’re sorry you moved here?”

      Daniel shook his head.  “Moving here was one of the smartest things I’ve ever done.”

      He’d arrived on the island only a few weeks before Fenella’s arrival, taking up a position as an inspector with the Douglas Constabulary.

      “I can’t imagine ever living anywhere else again,” he added as they settled onto a couch together.

      “Me either, although I do want to start traveling more.”

      “You should, although I may not be able to go with you, at least not every time.”

      “You wouldn’t mind?”

      “I’d miss you, but I also want you to see the world and enjoy your inheritance.”

      Fenella nodded and then shrugged.  “I’m not going anywhere in a hurry, anyway.  It’s nearly Thanksgiving, and then my nieces are coming for a visit before Christmas.  Once Christmas is over, Shelly’s wedding will be right around the corner.”

      “How are the plans for that going?”

      “Good, although Shelly keeps trying to find ways to cut the budget, and I keep trying to find ways to spend more.”

      Daniel laughed.  “Neither of those things surprises me.”

      Shelly Quirk was Fenella’s next-door neighbor and closest friend on the island.  After having been unexpectedly widowed some years ago, she’d taken early retirement and sold the home she’d shared with her husband before buying the apartment next to Fenella’s Aunt Mona.  The two had quickly become friends, and when Fenella arrived on the island, she’d found Shelly eager to meet her.

      Over a year ago, Shelly had met Tim Blake, an architect who also played in a local band, The Islanders.  The pair had taken their relationship slowly, but Tim had proposed in June, and they were now planning for a January wedding.  As a gift to the happy couple, Fenella was paying for them to have their dream day, but Shelly was reluctant to spend too much of Fenella’s money.

      “Tim worries less about what I’m spending, because he really wants Shelly to have the perfect day.”

      “Let’s hope it all goes to plan.”

      “I doubt it will, but we can hope.”

      Daniel sighed.  “And now I should go umbrella shopping.”

      “It’s raining again.  The shops will charge extra for them now.”

      “Do you really think they do that?”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but she was interrupted by Daniel’s mobile, which blasted out a loud ringtone.

      “It’s work,” he said as he pulled the phone out of his pocket.  He stood up and took a few steps away from her, while muttering into the device.  The only thing that she understood was the last thing he said.

      “I’ll be right there.”  He dropped the phone back into his pocket and then pulled Fenella into a kiss.

      “You have to go,” she said sadly.

      “Unfortunately, yes, I do,” he replied.  “And I can’t tell you anything about why, either.”

      Fenella walked him to the door and then gave him a quick kiss before he headed for the elevator.  Sighing, she pushed the door shut and then locked it behind him.

      “That’s what happens when you’re involved with a police inspector,” Mona said as she materialized next to Fenella.
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      Fenella jumped and then frowned at her aunt.  “I love Daniel, and his job is part of what I love about him.”

      Mona nodded.

      Although Mona was dead, she hadn’t actually moved out of the apartment that had once been hers.  Instead, she appeared and disappeared regularly, interfering with Fenella’s life and offering a great deal of unsolicited advice to her niece.  Sometimes Fenella enjoyed having Mona around, but other times she wished she could control when and where Mona appeared.

      “What was all the excitement on the promenade earlier?  And why do you smell of smoke?” Mona asked as Fenella walked over to a couch and sat down.

      “Do I?  I didn’t realize.  I should probably change.”

      Mona sat down next to her.  “But you aren’t going to, because now you’re quite comfortable there.”

      Fenella thought about arguing with Mona, but Mona was right.  She was quite comfortable, and getting up and changing suddenly sounded like a lot of work.  She shrugged and then stared out at the sea.

      “What’s bothering you?” Mona asked eventually.

      “Nothing.”

      Mona chuckled.  “You don’t have to lie to me.  I know something is bothering you, and I’m pretty sure I can guess what it is.”

      “Go on, then.”

      “Daniel suggested that you should start traveling without him.  You’d been hoping that he might come around to the idea of quitting his job and traveling the world with you, but instead, he’s urging you to travel on your own.”

      “My money is still a problem.”

      “How is the prenuptial agreement going?”

      “Badly.  Daniel says that everything I suggest is too generous, and I really don’t want to talk about it.”

      “So what was happening on the promenade earlier?”

      “There was a fire in the kitchen of Karl’s Kitchen.”

      “Karl’s Kitchen?”

      “It’s a new restaurant that just opened.  Today was the first day, or so we were told.”

      “By Karl?”

      “Yep.”

      “You’d better tell me the whole story.”

      Feeling as if anything was better than talking about Daniel and their relationship issues, Fenella told her aunt about their attempt to get lunch at Karl’s Kitchen and everything that had ensued.

      “And then he ran away,” she concluded.

      “He ran away?”

      “I was trying to find Daniel so he could get our statements. While I was looking around, trying to spot him in the crowd, Karl ran off.”

      “There must have been a body in the kitchen,” Mona said.  “Karl probably killed the chef.  That would explain why he offered you tinned soup.”

      Fenella shuddered.  “I hope not.  I’d hate to think that Daniel and I were just sitting there while someone was lying dead in the next room.”

      “And now Daniel has gone to find Karl.”

      “I don’t think so.  He said something about leaving that to one of the constables.  I think the phone call was about something else entirely.”

      “Or maybe the fire inspector just found the body.”

      “They weren’t supposed to go back into the building until later.”

      “So maybe the constable found Karl, and there were other bodies in his flat,” Mona suggested.

      “Karl probably didn’t kill anyone.”

      “Probably.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “This is pointless.  Let’s talk about something else.”

      “Shelly is about to knock,” Mona said.  She stood up and then slowly faded away, leaving behind a tiny puff of purple smoke.

      “Nice,” Fenella said as she waited for the knock on the door.

      “Tim had to cancel our plans for dinner.  I know you were spending the day with Daniel, but he nearly always has to work, so I thought I’d see if you wanted to have dinner with me,” Shelly said after the pair had hugged.

      “Daniel did get called into work,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “I’m surprised that Tim canceled on you.  That isn’t like him.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “You know that big, top secret project that he’s been working on for ages?  The big announcement about it is supposed to happen next week.  Tim warned me that he might have to put in all sorts of crazy hours until that’s out of the way.”

      “I hope he isn’t going to busy right up to the wedding.”

      “Supposedly, after the announcement, things are going to get quieter, but we’ll see.”  Shelly sighed.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Tim loves his job, but it takes up a lot of his time.  I’m retired, and I’d really like to travel and enjoy life, but Tim isn’t even thinking about retiring yet.  As worried as I am about being married again, I’m also worried that I won’t feel very married, as I don’t know that I’ll see much more of Tim than I do now.”

      “You’ll be living together.”

      “So I’ll be home when he gets home from a long day at the office.”

      Fenella gave her another hug.  “Daniel and I were just talking about something similar.  He suggested that maybe I should start traveling on my own, since he can’t take a lot of time off work.”

      Shelly grinned at her.  “Maybe we should start traveling together.”

      “That’s a great idea.  Let’s talk about it again after the wedding.”

      “I feel as if my entire life is on hold until after the wedding.”

      “But the wedding is going to be amazing.”

      “Thanks to you.”

      “Thanks to my wonderful friend and the amazing man she’s marrying.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Whatever.  Where should we go for dinner?”

      “Anything will be better than what I had for lunch.”  Fenella told Shelly all about Karl’s Kitchen and the fire.  When she was finished, Shelly was staring at her.

      “I hope the fire didn’t destroy the menus.  I really want to see one,” she said eventually.

      “Imagine the menu from the Seaview, with three quarters of it crossed out.  And then, Karl couldn’t even make most of what wasn’t crossed out.  In spite of the menu, he only offered us cold sandwiches or soup.”

      “And the soup was from ShopFast.”

      “Apparently.  It was definitely lost in the fire.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “The strangest things happen to you.”

      “Daniel was there, too.”

      “And Karl knew exactly who you were.”

      “I feel like everyone on the island knows who I am.”

      “You’re probably right about that.  Dan puts you in the papers every chance he gets.”

      “Yeah, he was there, trying to get a good story for his front page.  He was quite disappointed when I told him it was just a small kitchen fire.”

      “He’ll still write some overdramatic headline.”

      “Of course he will.”

      They laughed and then agreed to walk to a nearby French restaurant.  Fenella knew that everything on the menu there was made from scratch each day.  Shelly went back to her apartment to get ready while Fenella walked into her bedroom and opened the huge wardrobe along the back wall.

      In addition to all of the other things that she’d inherited from Mona, Fenella had been left a wardrobe full of gorgeous clothes.  A local designer named Timothy had designed nearly everything in the wardrobe for Mona.  Fenella could only imagine that the man had sewn some sort of magic into each garment as everything in the wardrobe seemed to fit Fenella perfectly, even though she and Mona had very different body types.

      Now she opened the doors and stared at the row of dresses, some of which she was certain she’d never seen before.  She slid her hand along the hangers, feeling indecisive.

      “I can’t stay, but wear the green dress,” Mona said.

      Fenella spun around, her heart racing.  “Please don’t sneak up behind me,” she said for what felt like the millionth time.

      Mona sighed.  “I’m in a hurry.  There’s a party on cloud nine tonight, and if I don’t get there early, someone else will get the nice fluffy bit towards the center of the cloud, and I’ll be left on the edge, where it’s entirely possible to fall off.”

      “Seriously?” Fenella asked.

      Mona laughed and then disappeared in a huge flash of light.

      “She never tells me the truth about the afterlife,” Fenella grumbled as she turned back toward the wardrobe.  While her back had been turned, some of the hangers had slid apart, leaving a green dress on its own in the middle of the wardrobe.

      “I guess this is the one Mona meant,” Fenella said as she pulled the dress out.  “It’s a bit boring, though.”

      Katie, who was lying in the exact center of Fenella’s huge bed, lifted her head and then yawned.

      “I wasn’t really talking to you, anyway,” Fenella said as she changed into dress.  As she turned slowly in front of the mirror, she shook her head.

      “Mona was right again.  It’s lovely,” she said with a sigh.

      There were matching shoes and a matching handbag in the drawers in the bottom of the wardrobe.  Fenella brushed her short bob and then frowned.

      “I’d quite like a clip of some sort for my hair,” she said as she reached for the top drawer in the bathroom vanity.  She pulled it open and found a lovely green hairclip that let her pull her hair back neatly.

      “So the whole apartment is probably magic,” she said to Katie as she walked back through the bedroom.  “But that doesn’t mean you can shred toilet paper or tissues.”

      She’d shut the bathroom door behind herself, and now she checked that the door to the second bathroom was also shut.  It had been a while since Katie had destroyed an entire roll of toilet paper, but Fenella wasn’t taking any chances.

      “Ready?” Shelly asked when Fenella opened the door to her knock a short while later.

      “I am.”

      “That’s a gorgeous dress,” Shelly said as they walked to the elevators together.

      “Thank you.  It was Mona’s, of course.”

      Shelly laughed.  “So was mine.”

      Fenella had given her friend a handful of dresses from Mona’s wardrobe since she’d been on the island.  While everything that had been Mona’s was beautiful and well made, some of the styles simply didn’t suit Fenella.  Shelly, on the other hand, had loved everything Fenella had offered her.

      They enjoyed dinner and then dessert, sharing a bottle of wine as well.

      “We should take a long walk to walk off all that chocolate,” Shelly suggested as they emerged from the restaurant.

      “I think we’d have to walk to Ramsey and back to burn up that much chocolate,” Fenella sighed.  “It was worth it, though.”

      “Let’s at least walk a little further than strictly necessary,” Shelly suggested.  “I ate too much, and I drank too much, and the sea air is clearing my head.”

      “We can walk for as long as you like.  Mona’s shoes are incredibly comfortable.”

      “My shoes aren’t comfortable, but I drank enough to not mind,” Shelly laughed.

      “We could stop at your apartment and you could change shoes.”

      “That’s a very wise idea.  Let’s do that.  I may change clothes, too.  This isn’t really a dress for walking on the promenade.”

      Ten minutes later, both women had changed into comfortable clothes and sneakers.  They were laughing about something silly as they emerged from their building.

      “Ah, Fenella, there you are,” a voice called.  “They wouldn’t let me into the building.”

      Fenella froze and then turned slowly to face the man on the sidewalk behind her.  “Karl?”

      “I wanted to give you these,” he said, holding out the umbrellas that she and Daniel had left behind in the restaurant.  “I’m going away for a while, and I didn’t want you to be left without an umbrella.  Of course, with all your money, you could probably pay someone to walk next to you, holding an umbrella over your head, all day long, couldn’t you?”

      Fenella frowned.  “Thank you,” she said, taking the umbrellas.

      “I’d do it,” Karl told her.

      “Sorry?”

      “I’d carry your umbrella for you, if you paid me.  I mean, I’d do it anyway, if you needed an escort somewhere, but if you wanted me to do it all the time, every day, you’d have to pay me.  Otherwise, I wouldn’t be able to pay my bills, right?  So if you decide to hire an umbrella carrier, let me know.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure how to reply to that.  “Sure,” she said eventually.

      Shelly giggled.

      “Did you say you were going somewhere?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m going back across.  Things didn’t exactly work out for me here, did they?  My business burned up on opening day.  I think I’ll be better off back in Bolton.”

      “But you can’t leave in the middle of a police investigation,” Fenella told him.

      “What police investigation?”

      “They’re investigating the fire in your restaurant,” she said.

      “But that was just a dumb accident.  I should have spent some time learning to use the microwave before I put stuff in it and then walked away,” he replied with a wave of his hand.  “It isn’t any big deal, though.  The police don’t need to be involved.”

      “Whether they need to be involved or not, they are involved,” Fenella told him.  “And you can’t leave until they’re finished with their investigation.”

      “Too bad I’m flying out tonight, then,” he said.  “No one will miss me – not even the police, really.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to argue, but the man looked up and down the road and then dashed away.

      “Oh dear,” Shelly said.

      Fenella was already reaching for her mobile phone.  “Can you hold these?” she asked, holding out the umbrellas.

      Shelly nodded and then took them from Fenella so that Fenella could dial Daniel’s number.

      “Hello?”

      “It’s me.  Shelly and I were just going out for a walk on the promenade when Karl stopped us.”

      “Karl?  What did he want?”

      “He wanted to give me our umbrellas.”

      “Our umbrellas?  How did he get our umbrellas?”

      “He didn’t say.  I assume he must have gone back to the restaurant.”

      “No one is supposed to be going in there.  The doors and windows are all covered over, and there is police tape all over everything.”

      “Whatever.  I thought you’d want to know that he’s leaving the island.”

      “He can’t do that.”

      “I told him that, but he said he’s flying out tonight.”

      “Did he now?”  Daniel sighed.  “I’ll get someone down to the airport to watch for him, and I’ll send someone to the Sea Terminal as well.  He may be just smart enough to have lied to you about his plans.”

      “I doubt it,” Fenella said dryly.

      Daniel laughed.  “Can you put the umbrellas in your flat and leave them there until I can take a look at them?”

      “Do you think he’s done something to them?”

      “I doubt it, but I want to be sure.  I may want to try to get fingerprints from them as well.  I’m starting to think that there’s a lot more going on with Karl Carlson than I first suspected.”

      “I hope your other emergency wasn’t too awful.”

      “It was not at all what I was expecting, but I can’t talk about it.  It’s going to take some very discreet investigating, I believe.”

      Fenella sighed.  “So I won’t see you tonight?”

      “Actually, I can meet you at the pub in an hour.  I think I’ve done as much as I can for tonight, aside from the necessary paperwork.  I’m going to have to talk to the Chief Constable about a few things before I can start with that discreet investigating I mentioned.”

      While there were probably hundreds of pubs on the island, Fenella didn’t have to question exactly where the man would be meeting her.  The Tale and Tail was close to Fenella’s apartment building and right next door to Daniel’s.  It had once been the library of a huge mansion, but the mansion had been sold and turned into a luxury hotel.  Once the owners were finished remodeling the home into a hotel, they’d turned their attention to the library.

      Fenella wasn’t certain why they’d decided to turn the huge space into a pub, but she was hugely grateful to them for having done so.  On the ground floor, they’d simply added a bar to the center of the room.  On the upper level, reached via a spiral staircase or a pair of elevators, they’d added dozens of chairs and couches and a handful of small, low tables where customers could gather to drink and chat.  The last thing the owners had done was fill several corners with cat beds and then rescue a dozen or so homeless cats.  The animals had quickly made themselves at home, and Fenella knew that more than one of them had ended up being adopted by a favorite customer.  As far as Fenella was concerned, the Tale and Tail was the most wonderful pub in the world, and she never got tired of spending time there.

      “I’ll see you in an hour, then,” Fenella said.

      She ended the call and then looked at Shelly.  “I need to put these in my apartment,” she said as she took the umbrellas back from her.  “And I don’t want to get fingerprints on them, if I can help it.”

      “Daniel wants to try to get fingerprints off of the umbrellas?  You’ll have to warn him that he’ll find mine on them.”

      Fenella nodded.  “He may need to take your fingerprints for elimination purposes.”

      Shelly flushed.  “That’s both scary and exciting.”

      They rode the elevator back up to their floor, and then Fenella put the umbrellas on the bed in the spare bedroom.

      “I think Katie thinks we’ve lost our minds,” Shelly said as Fenella rejoined her in the living room.  “All this going in and out every few minutes.”

      “Let’s go for a nice long walk, then.  I’m meeting Daniel at the pub in an hour.”

      “If we walk for that whole hour, I’ll be ready for a drink by then.”

      Back outside, they crossed the road and then began a slow stroll along the promenade.

      “Is Daniel going to send someone to the airport to stop Karl from getting away?” Shelly asked after a moment.

      “He’s sending someone to the airport and someone to the Sea Terminal,” Fenella replied.

      “Oh, that’s very clever.  I never thought of it, but Karl could have been lying to us, assuming you’d tell Daniel and he’d go looking for Karl in the wrong place.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I don’t think Karl is that bright, but Daniel is right to be careful.”

      “He electrocuted himself and then set a microwave on fire.  Either he’s not very bright or he’s much smarter than either of us, and this is all part of a plan.”

      “I just hope…”

      “Fenella?  Fenella, wait,” a voice drifted down the promenade.

      “Is that who I think it is?” Shelly asked in a whisper.

      Fenella made a face.  “I think it’s Dan Ross.  Do you think if we stand very still, he won’t spot us?”

      “I wish that would work.  We could try running back across the road and then hiding in whatever building we find.”

      Fenella looked across the road.  The hotel directly opposite them was shut for the winter, and the next few buildings were shops that were closed for the night.

      “Fe – nel – la,” Dan panted out as he reached them.  “I’ve been running for the last ten minutes to try to catch up to you.”

      “I should have walked faster,” Fenella replied.

      “Not funny,” Dan said.  “I have two different things I need to ask you about.”

      “I don’t intend to answer any of your questions.  You’d have done just as well shouting them into the wind and then printing:  ‘Ms. Woods had no comment,’” she told him.

      “I thought maybe we could swap stories,” Dan said.  “I’ll tell you something you don’t know, and then you can tell me something I don’t know.”

      “I can’t imagine you know anything that’s of any interest to me,” Fenella replied, frowning as the words sounded colder than she’d intended.

      Dan winced.  “Ouch.  That hurts.  I do my best to bring important news to the residents of this lovely island, and that’s the thanks that I get.  No one appreciates how difficult it is to do my job well.  I’ve been investigating the mysterious fire from earlier, and I’ve learned some interesting things.”

      “No doubt they’ll all be in the paper tomorrow,” Shelly said.

      “Not all of them,” Dan countered.  “But I’m willing to share them with you now, as long as you agree to share something with me.”

      “I’ve nothing with which to bargain,” Fenella told him.  “I don’t know anything about Karl Carlson or the fire.”

      Dan chuckled.  “I’ve learned that Karl Carlson isn’t his real name.”

      “Really?” Shelly asked.  “I thought it was a dumb name, but I actually felt sorry for him, getting stuck with that.  He actually chose to call himself Karl Carlson?”

      Dan nodded.  “And that isn’t all.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Shall we walk?” she asked Shelly.

      Shelly nodded, but it was clear that she was interested in hearing what else Dan knew.

      As they set off, Dan fell into step next to Shelly.

      “No doubt Fenella has told you all about her experience this afternoon,” he said to Shelly.  “How she and Daniel tried out a new restaurant, and the supposed owner managed to set the kitchen on fire.”

      “Supposed owner?” Shelly repeated.

      Dan’s eyes lit up.  “Exactly.  I spent hours tracking down the actual owners of that space.  As it happens, it’s owned by a corporation that is owned by, guess who?”

      Shelly glanced at Fenella.  “I’ve no idea,” she said after a moment.

      “Donald Donaldson,” Dan said triumphantly.

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  She considered Donald, one of the island’s wealthiest businessmen, a friend.  They’d gone on a few dates when she’d first moved to the island, mostly attending endless charity functions that were a huge part of Donald’s social life.  When Donald’s daughter had been injured in a car accident in New York City, Donald had rushed to her side.  Phoebe had survived the crash, but her recovery had been long and slow.  Fenella hadn’t seen Donald in a long while, although they spoke on the phone occasionally.

      “Is that why he used Karl Carlson?” Shelly asked.

      Dan looked stunned by the idea.  After a moment, he nodded.  “Maybe, I mean probably.  I don’t know for certain, because I haven’t been able to question the man, but that’s probably it.”

      “What did Donald say about the building?” was Shelly’s next question.

      “I’ve left six messages on his answer machine, but he hasn’t rung me back yet,” Dan said.

      “Six messages?” Fenella echoed.  “That’s just annoying.  I wouldn’t call you back, either.”

      “I’m simply doing my job,” Dan said defensively.

      Fenella glared him for a moment and then began to walk faster.  Shelly rushed to keep up with her.  Dan just chuckled and then followed them at a more leisurely pace.

      “We’re going to have to turn around in a minute,” Shelly said in a whisper as they approached the end of the promenade.

      Fenella made a face.  “And he’ll be waiting for us.”

      “He did tell us some interesting things.”

      “Yeah, but he’s going to want us to tell him things, too.”

      “So, I’ll tell him all about the day I lost my first tooth.  I was six and it was traumatic.”

      Fenella was still laughing as they turned around and walked back toward Dan.

      “I’m going to share one more thing with you,” Dan said when they reached him.  “And then it will your turn to share.”

      “I didn’t agree to anything,” Fenella replied.

      “No, but you’re basically a good person.  You’ll feel morally obliged to share something after you hear what I know,” he replied.

      “I think you’re giving me too much credit,” she said.

      He laughed.  “I still don’t know what arrangements Karl Carlson made with Donald or what name he used when he made those arrangements, but I do know that Karl hadn’t registered for permission to use the space as a restaurant.”

      “So he’s going to be in trouble with someone, somewhere,” Fenella guessed.

      “He may not have had a valid work permit,” Dan added.

      “I think that’s the least of his problems,” Shelly said.

      Dan shrugged.  “Your turn,” he said, looking at Fenella.

      “Shelly, do you have anything to tell Dan?” Fenella asked.

      “My first tooth fell out when I was six,” Shelly said.  “It was very upsetting, because I hadn’t realized that teeth were supposed to fall out.  When it became wobbly, I hadn’t mentioned it to my mother because I thought I might get into trouble for not looking after my teeth properly.  When it actually fell out, I started crying, and then I hid under my bed.  I hid there, trying to get the stupid tooth to go back into place, until my mother found me.”

      Dan stared at her for a full minute before he spoke.  “I’m speechless,” he said eventually.  “That isn’t newsworthy, but it’s quite awful.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I’ve never told anyone the story before today.  I never even told my husband.”

      “You’ll have to tell Tim, now that you’ve told me,” Fenella said.

      “I will.  He’ll probably find it funny,” Shelly replied.

      “There is nothing funny about that story,” Dan said flatly.

      Fenella found herself feeling sorry for the man.  “Okay, here you are,” she said.  “I saw Karl earlier tonight.  He told me he was flying back to Bolton later today.”

      “But he can’t leave the island,” Dan argued.

      “That’s what I said,” Fenella replied.  “He didn’t seem interested in my opinion.”

      “And then you rang Daniel, and Daniel sent someone to Ronaldsway to stop him.  When did this happen?” Dan demanded, naming the island’s only commercial airport.

      “About an hour ago, maybe a bit longer,” Fenella told him.

      Dan looked at his watch and then set off down the promenade at a slow jog.

      “I think he’s picking up speed,” Shelly said after a moment.

      “He’s still really slow,” Fenella replied.  “And he still has to drive all the way to Castletown.”

      “Let’s just hope that when he gets there, he finds out that Karl was actually trying to get away by ferry,” Shelly said with a laugh.

      “He’d blame me, though,” Fenella said after she’d stopped laughing.  “I felt sorry for him after your horror story, and I thought I’d give him something he could actually use.  But you’re right.  Karl is probably at the Sea Terminal right now, waiting for the next ferry.”

      “Maybe Dan will check there before he drives all the way to Castletown.”

      They walked back past their apartment building and then, because it wasn’t time to meet Daniel yet, continued on their way toward the Sea Terminal at the other end of the promenade.

      “Maybe we should have a quick walk through,” Shelly said as they approached the building.  “I’m really curious whether Karl is here or not.”

      “I’m sure Daniel has had him picked up by now,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe, or maybe his flight is a late one and he hasn’t even left for the airport yet.”

      “Also possible.  I’ve no idea where the man lives.”

      “You’d never seen him anywhere before today?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “He said he’d only been here for a short while, but he knew an awful lot about me.”

      “Maybe he came over to try to con you out of your fortune.”

      “What a horrible thought.”

      “But it’s a possibility,” Shelly said.  “I’m surprised you haven’t been targeted by more criminal types, really.”

      “Maybe they can’t get close to me because of all the dead bodies,” Fenella said dryly.

      “That isn’t really funny.”

      “It may be sadly accurate.”

      “Of course, when you aren’t finding dead bodies, you are engaged to Daniel.”

      “I’m engaged to Daniel even when I am finding dead bodies.”

      Shelly laughed.  “You know what I mean.  That probably scares a lot of con men and women away.”

      “I hope so, although I’d like to think that I don’t appear to be an easy target, regardless.”

      “I wouldn’t call you an easy target, but you can be too nice sometimes.”

      “And so far, it’s only cost me a little bit of money,” Fenella said, thinking of a few people that she’d helped, some of whom had been less than appreciative.

      “Fenella,” the voice came from behind them.

      She sighed and then stopped.  “It can’t be Dan again.  We just got rid of him.”

      Shelly looked behind them and then frowned.  “It is Dan again, and this time he seems to be running.”

      “I have to see that,” Fenella said, turning around and watching the reporter as he hurried toward them with an awkward gait.

      “Hi,” he said as he stopped.  He bent at the waist and breathed heavily several times.  “I, couldn’t, catch, you,” he said, gasping between each word.

      “Is something wrong?” Fenella asked.

      Dan shook his head.

      “Did you find Karl?” Shelly wanted to know.

      Dan looked confused.  “Karl?  Oh, Karl, no,” he said.

      “So what’s wrong?” Fenella demanded.

      “I just wanted to ask you for your thoughts on the murder of Kent Thomas,” Dan replied with a nasty grin.
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      “Kent Thomas?” Fenella echoed.  “I’ve no idea who that is.”

      “I know,” Shelly said.  “He was one of the island’s millionaire residents, but he died of a heart attack, and that was ten years ago.”

      Dan shook his head.  “That’s what we were all told, anyway.  Now new information has come to light.”

      “What sort of new information?” Fenella asked.

      Dan grinned at her.  “I thought you could tell me, since it’s Kent’s murder that Daniel rushed away to start investigating this afternoon.”

      Fenella sighed.  “This is the first time I’ve heard the man’s name.  Daniel doesn’t talk about his cases with me.”

      “Maybe he should, then you wouldn’t have to ask me about them,” Dan said, smiling smugly.

      Shelly put her hand on Fenella’s arm.  “We have better things to do,” she said in a low voice when Fenella looked at her.

      “What about Karl?” Fenella asked Dan.

      He shrugged.  “I’m not worried about some idiot who set his own restaurant on fire, not when this story is about to blow wide open.  Shelly was right.   Kent was a millionaire, and while he wasn’t as well known as Maxwell Martin, there aren’t many people on the island who don’t know the name.  This story is going to be huge.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but Dan was already walking away.

      “Daniel really didn’t mention Kent to you?” Shelly asked as the pair continued walking.

      “While I would lie to Dan Ross if I needed to, I try to avoid it.  I’d never heard of Kent Thomas before Dan said his name.”

      “I’m sure Mona knew him.”

      “No doubt,” Fenella agreed.  And if we weren’t due to meet Daniel at the pub, I’d go and ask her about him right now.

      “Dan said he was murdered.  How do they decide that ten years after his death?”

      “I’ve no idea.  Tell me about him.”

      “His family owned several hotels around the island, and they made a fortune during the years when the island was a tourist destination.  He worked in the family business, but not with any real enthusiasm.  His passion was polo, actually, and he spent a lot of time in the UK, playing polo with his rich friends.”

      “How old was he when he died?”

      “Mid-sixties.  His wife was thirty-five and his girlfriend was twenty-five.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Why am I not surprised?”

      “It was front-page news when he died.  He’d been at his girlfriend’s flat, although technically it was his flat, since he was the one paying for it.  According to her, they were watching television when he simply fell over, dead.”

      “I’ve never thought that watching television could be dangerous.”

      “It may be more dangerous if you are doing it naked,” Shelly replied dryly.

      “Ah.”

      They were only a few steps away from the Tale and Tail.  Fenella stopped and put a hand on Shelly’s arm.  “Let’s not talk about Kent with Daniel.”

      “I hope you only mean that for tonight.  By tomorrow the entire island is going to be talking about Kent.”

      As they walked into the building, Fenella found herself stopping to simply take a moment to soak in the atmosphere.  A large, mostly black cat ran up to her and shouted a greeting.

      “Hello,” Fenella said as she crouched down and ran a hand along the cat’s glossy coat.  “Are you new?”

      “I don’t think I’ve ever seen her, or maybe him, before,” Shelly said as she gave the cat a pat.

      After a moment, the cat turned around and started walking toward the bar.  After every few steps, he or she would stop to look back, as if to make sure that Fenella and Shelly were following.

      “You’ve met Bruno, then,” the bartender said when they reached the bar.  “The usual?”

      Both women nodded and then watched as the man poured their wine.

      “Bruno?” Fenella asked as he rejoined them, drinks in hand.

      “He’s new, and he’s a bit needy.  He meets everyone at the door and then follows people upstairs to try to climb into someone’s lap.  If you don’t want him bothering you, just tell him to go away.  Most of our customers love animals, but some have been less than thrilled by Bruno.”

      “I think he’s gorgeous, and he’s more than welcome to my lap tonight,” Fenella replied.

      “He’ll be delighted,” the bartender said.  “And that will keep him from bothering anyone else as well.”

      “Daniel isn’t here yet?” Fenella asked.

      The man shook his head.  “If he were, Bruno would be on his lap already,” he laughed.

      Fenella and Shelly took their drinks and climbed the winding staircase to the upper level.  The room was empty, aside from a few cats.

      “I don’t see Bruno,” Fenella said quietly as she and Shelly settled into chairs.

      “Neither do – oh , I mean, here he comes,” Shelly replied, nodding at something behind Fenella.

      As Fenella turned her head, the large cat leaped from the bookshelf behind her onto her lap.

      “Oof,” Fenella said.  “Maybe you could afford to lose a pound or two,” she told the cat.

      “He’s just a big ball of love,” Shelly said.

      “He is,” Fenella agreed as she began to rub Bruno’s tummy.

      “Daniel isn’t here.  We can talk more about Kent,” Shelly suggested.  “Why does Dan think he was murdered after all this time?”

      “I’ve no idea.  If they’d decided to exhume the body, surely it would have been in the paper.”

      “Maybe someone admitted to killing him in a deathbed confession,” Shelly said thoughtfully.  “But I hadn’t heard that any of his family or friends are ill.”

      “Tell me about his wife.”

      “As I said, Tammy Thomas was thirty-five when Kent died.  She’d been his secretary, which is the worst sort of cliché, but it’s true.”

      “I assume he’d been married before.”

      “Oh, yes, Tammy was wife number three, I believe.  His first wife was the mother of his children.  They had a boy they named Apollo and a girl they named Aphrodite.”

      Fenella raised an eyebrow.

      “His first wife loved Greek and Roman mythology.  As I understand it, Kent wasn’t all that interested in the children, so he let his wife name them.”

      “How old were they when their father died?”

      “In their thirties, I believe.  Kent and his first wife, Darla, got married young.  If I’m remembering correctly, his family was furious because he met Darla across and married her before he’d even introduced her to anyone here.  She came from family money, too, though, so they couldn’t accuse her of marrying him for his money.”

      “How long were they married?”

      “Ten years, maybe a bit longer.  Kent was living mostly in the UK at that time, playing polo and managing a few small hotels that the family owned over there.  The local paper often had photos of him and Darla attending events, sometimes with the children in tow.”

      “The unfortunately named children,” Fenella added.

      Shelly laughed.  “With all of their money, I doubt they minded.”

      “Any idea why the marriage didn’t last?”

      “I know exactly why, because the whole island was talking about it when it happened.  Darla caught Kent in bed with the nanny.”

      “Another cliché.”

      “Exactly.  Kent was thirty-five or so, and the nanny was nineteen.  Darla was furious.  She took the children and moved to Canada, where her father had some business interests.”

      “Did the children visit their father here, or did he visit them there?”

      “They used to visit the island for a fortnight every summer.  That wasn’t in the local paper.  I only know that because I used to teach one of the kids who was sometimes invited to Kent’s mansion to play with Apollo and Aphrodite when they were here.”

      “And what happened to the nanny?”

      “Oh, she became the second Mrs. Thomas, and to be fair, by all accounts they were happy together.  They never had any children, but I was told that Apollo and Aphrodite were both fond of Gloria, their former nanny.  She and Kent were married for nearly fifteen years, until Gloria became ill.”

      “Oh?”

      “Kent threw every penny he had at treatment.  After his divorce, he’d made the island his primary home, but when Gloria fell ill, the pair moved to a flat in London so that she could be near doctors there.  Apparently, it was a rare and aggressive form of cancer.  She passed away only a few months after she’d been initially diagnosed.”

      “How sad.”

      “It was sad.  Kent came back to the island and became something of a recluse.  By that time, his father had passed away, which meant that he was now running the family business, but after Gloria’s death, he turned a lot of the responsibilities over to other people.”

      “What about his children?”

      “They were in their twenties and busy with their own lives.  I remember seeing pictures of them at the funeral, but as far as I know, that was the last time either of them visited the island,” Shelly replied.  She sat back in her seat, staring into space.

      “Are you okay?” Fenella asked eventually.

      “Sorry, I was just lost in thought for a minute.  Grief is such an odd emotion, and it affects everyone so differently.  When my husband died, I changed everything, because I didn’t want to see things that reminded me of John.  Kent did the opposite.  He stayed in his mansion, filled with the things that he and Gloria had spent years acquiring.”

      “But he did remarry eventually.”

      “Yes, as I said, Tammy was his secretary, although her title was probably administrative assistant or something.  No one has secretaries any longer, do they?”

      “Possibly not.”

      “In the years after Gloria’s death, Kent slowly began to take more of an interest in the company he nominally headed.  I had a friend who worked in one of his hotels, and I remember her telling me about how, after never seeing the man, he suddenly started turning up in the restaurant at all hours.  He started staying in the hotels, too, claiming that he wanted to see them from a guest’s perspective.”

      “But surely the managers all knew who he was and gave him preferential treatment.”

      “Probably.  My friend certainly knew who he was, and she used to be terrified when he’d suddenly arrive and ask for a room.”

      “Was he difficult?”

      “She said he could be quite demanding, but not any more so than most of their guests.  I should add that she worked for a very expensive hotel that catered to some of the island’s wealthiest visitors.”

      “So, after a while he started getting involved in the management of his business,” Fenella said, trying to get the conversation moving along.  Daniel was already late, and he could arrive at any moment.

      “One day my friend rang and told me that Kent had turned up and requested a room, but that this time he’d brought his secretary with him.”

      Fenella frowned.  “That will have set people talking.”

      “Except my friend didn’t tell anyone other than me, and I didn’t tell anyone.  A few months later, Kent and Tammy announced that they were getting married, anyway, and they got married only a month or two after that.”

      “I haven’t been keeping track.  How old was Kent when they got married?”

      “Mid-fifties, I think.  He and Tammy had been married for ten or eleven years when he died, so that would be about right.”

      “And by the time he died, he had a girlfriend,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “Her name was Lara Lewis,” Shelly told her, spelling the woman’s first name.  “She worked for Kent as an assistant manager at one of his hotels.”

      “Not the one where your friend worked?”

      “Sadly not.  Otherwise, I might know a bit more.  Although, my friend changed jobs a few years ago, so even if it was the same hotel, I still wouldn’t have any more information.”

      “Do you know how long he’d been seeing Lara?”

      “It was in all the local papers.  He and Lara had met about a year earlier, when he’d interviewed her for the job at his hotel.  He usually left hiring decisions to a human resources team that hired and trained staff throughout all of his properties, but the human resources manager was on maternity leave, so Kent conducted a few interviews himself.”

      “And Lara was one of them.”

      “She was working in London and looking for a new challenge, according to the interview that she gave Dan Ross after Kent’s death.”

      “And a new boyfriend?”

      Shelly shook her head.  “You should go through the paper’s archives and read the interview for yourself.  She insisted that she and Kent had fallen in love at first sight and that they’d both attempted to resist their strong attraction because of Kent’s wife, but that in the end, their love was simply too strong.”

      “Why don’t I believe that?”

      Shelly shrugged.  “Kent was paying for her flat and paying her a very generous salary for her job with his company.  She was actually making more than the hotel’s manager, and she only worked twenty hours a week.  The manager was putting in fifty- to sixty-hour weeks.”

      “I’m surprised he or she didn’t murder Kent.”

      “Maybe he did,” Shelly replied.  “I wish I could remember his name.  He’d been hired from across as well, and I don’t think he’d been on the island for long.  If I’m remembering correctly, he left the island not long after Kent’s death.”

      “Is that suspicious?”

      “Maybe, although if he killed Kent to improve things at work, he should have stayed around to enjoy the changes that were made after Kent’s death.”

      “Were there a lot of changes?”

      “Kent left the company to his children, but neither of them was interested in coming back to the island, so they hired a full-time managing director to run the business for them.  I suspect that he would have made Lara work a bit harder, but she’d inherited five million pounds from Kent.  She took the money and disappeared to the South of France, or so I was told.”

      “Five million pounds?  Maybe they really did love each other.”

      “It certainly seemed as if Kent loved her.”

      “I hope Tammy got something.”

      “She got twenty million, the house, a few cars, and some other bits and pieces.  While she claimed to have been devastated by her loss and then by discovering that Kent was cheating, she had a new man moved into the house less than six months later.”

      “That’s fast.  What do you know about him?”

      Shelly laughed.  “The papers were full of the story, of course.  He’s Andrew Cannon and he was – wait for it – the gardener at the house before Kent died.”

      “Is that better than sleeping with the chauffeur?”

      “It’s better than sleeping with the nanny.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I suppose very rich people do spend an awful lot of their time with their hired help.  In a way, it makes sense that they end up having relationships with them.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “I’ve never had that problem.”

      “I suppose I could afford to hire someone to do something for me, but I don’t know what.  My apartment isn’t that large, and if I didn’t clean it myself, I’d have nothing to do all day.”

      “I suspect most people with your money would have staff,” Shelly said thoughtfully.  “A cook might be nice.”

      “Sure, but then I’d have to eat at home all the time.”  Fenella shook her head.  “I’d feel really strange about having someone in my apartment with me, cooking for me or cleaning up after me.  It would be very odd.”

      “Do you feel odd when you’re on holiday and housekeeping cleans your room?”

      “Yeah, actually.  I often put the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on my door so that no one goes in the room.  Otherwise, I always tip generously.”

      “But we were talking about Tammy and Andrew Cannon,” Shelly recalled.

      “And I need another drink,” Fenella said.  “Which would you prefer, taking Bruno or going down and getting another round of drinks?”

      Shelly thought for a minute.  “I’ll take Bruno,” she said.

      The cat had lifted his head the first time he’d heard his name.  As Shelly finished speaking, he stood up and then jumped gracefully into Shelly’s lap.

      “Oof,” she said.

      Fenella laughed as she got to her feet.  “That’s what I said.  And now my legs are half numb from being crushed under all that weight for so long.”

      “Don’t you listen to her,” Shelly told Bruno.  “You’re the perfect size. Really.”

      Bruno began to purr loudly as Shelly scratched behind his ears.

      Fenella took the elevator down to the bar.

      “I hope Bruno isn’t bothering you,” the bartender said as he poured their second round.

      “Not at all.  He’s lovely, but he is really heavy.”

      “Mr. Stone has put him on a diet, but it’s hard to regulate what he eats with all the other animals we have here.  They each get their own food bowls, but we don’t watch to make sure that no one is sneaking a bit of extra from a neighbor’s bowl.”

      “Where are the bowls?” she asked as she realized that she’d never seen food or water bowls or litter boxes in the pub itself.

      “There are two small storage areas in the back corner of the room,” he replied.  “They’re hidden behind bookcases, but one is full of food and water bowls and the other is full of litter boxes.  Each animal has his or her own personal bowls and box, and we have two full-time members of staff who are responsible for keeping everything clean and tidy around the clock.”

      “I should have realized that the animals were a lot of work and expense.”

      “The hotel’s owners are animal lovers.  I believe they make a large enough profit from the hotel to be able to afford a few extra staff members for the cats.  Besides, the cats bring in a lot of extra business.  You’d never guess that tonight, of course.”

      Fenella looked around the empty room.  “Where is everyone?  I’ve never seen it so quiet in here.”

      He shrugged.  “We have slow days, but today is particularly slow.  But there’s Daniel, at least.”  He nodded toward the door.

      Fenella turned around and greeted Daniel with a huge smile.  When he reached her, he pulled her into an embrace.

      “Hi,” she said when he released her.

      “Hi,” he replied.  “Sorry I’m late.”

      “You can make amends by taking a turn with Bruno,” Fenella suggested as Daniel ordered his drink.

      “Bruno?” Daniel asked.

      “He’s new,” the bartender told him.  “And he wants to be fussed over constantly.”

      Daniel smiled.  “I’ve had a long afternoon.  Curling up with a drink and a cat sounds wonderful.”

      Fenella picked up her two glasses and then followed Daniel up the stairs.  He sat down next to Shelly.  Before he could even speak, Bruno starting shouting at him.

      “My goodness.  He does have a lot on his mind, doesn’t he?” Shelly asked in a hushed voice.

      Bruno made another noise and then stood up and climbed from Shelly’s lap into Daniel’s.  As he curled up in a ball, Daniel looked at Fenella.

      “He’s huge,” Daniel said.

      “Hush,” Shelly told him.  “We don’t want the poor thing to start worrying about his weight.  Bruno is absolutely perfect, just the way he is.”

      “Actually, the bartender said that Bruno is on a diet,” Fenella told her.

      Shelly frowned.  “The poor little thing.  Diets are awful.”

      “But Mr. Stone knows what he’s doing,” Fenella said.

      “He’s an excellent vet,” Shelly agreed.  “Bruno is in excellent hands.”

      “Do you want to talk about your afternoon?” Shelly asked Daniel after a minute.

      He looked up from his glass and sighed.  “Not really, but we may as well talk about it, as everyone on the island will be talking tomorrow.”

      “About Karl?” Fenella asked, trying to act as if she hadn’t heard about Kent Thomas.

      “Some people might be talking about Karl.  He was arrested at the Sea Terminal before he could board the ferry to Liverpool,” Daniel replied.

      “He lied to me,” Fenella exclaimed.  “He told me he was flying away.  I can’t believe he lied to me.”

      “Dan Ross did a lot of digging into Karl and his story.  I think he may have known some things before I did,” Daniel said.  “Of course, it was supposed to be my day off, and I didn’t think the case was urgent in any way.”

      “I saw Dan earlier,” Fenella told him.  “He said that the man’s name isn’t really Karl Carlson.”

      “At this point, we don’t believe that Karl Carlson is his real name.  The passport that he was attempting to use for travel was in a different name,” Daniel replied.

      “Why would he lie?” Fenella asked.

      “Didn’t Dan say that he didn’t have whatever permission he needed to actually run a restaurant?  Maybe that’s why he was pretending to be someone else,” Shelly said.

      Fenella frowned.  “He’s been arrested, then?”

      “He’s in police custody at the moment.  We can’t keep him for long, but hopefully before we let him go he’ll understand that he has to remain on the island for the foreseeable future,” Daniel said.

      “Is that what you were working on all afternoon?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “And that probably won’t be much more than a minor story on page two of the local paper.  No, I was called into work to deal with something that’s going to be on the front page tomorrow.”

      “Dan said someone named Kent Thomas was murdered,” Fenella admitted, unwilling to lie to the man she loved.

      Daniel sighed.  “No doubt he was hoping to get some sort of reaction from you.  I’m sure he’s convinced that I talk about my cases with you.”

      “Well, he was disappointed,” Fenella assured him.  “I told him that I didn’t have any idea who Kent Thomas was.”

      “You knew who he was, didn’t you?” Daniel asked Shelly.

      Shelly nodded.  “A lot of things in his life were big news on the island.”

      “Am I correct in assuming that you’ve spent the last half hour telling Fenella all about the man, then?” was Daniel’s next question.

      Shelly flushed.  “We did talk about him a little bit, but what makes you think he was murdered?  He died ten years ago, didn’t he?  Or did he?  Did he fake his own death and then run away with Lara?  Has his body just been found somewhere?”

      Daniel grinned.  “That would be front-page news, wouldn’t it?  To the best of my knowledge, though, Kent Thomas did die about ten years ago, and his body has been buried ever since in a private plot on his estate.”

      “Buried?  He wasn’t cremated?” Shelly asked.

      “He was not,” Daniel confirmed.

      “Are you going to dig him up?” was Shelly’s next question.

      Daniel frowned.  “The Chief Constable is in discussions with the family about exhuming the body,” he replied.  “A formal statement will be made in due course.”

      Fenella gave Daniel’s arm a squeeze.  “But what happened to make you question the man’s death after so many years?” she asked.

      “I was asked to go and speak to a man on his deathbed,” Daniel told her.  “He’d asked his wife to ring the police and have them send someone.”

      “A man on his deathbed,” Shelly echoed.  “I didn’t know that any of the possible suspects in Kent’s death are dying.  What man?”

      Daniel frowned.  “I wish I could refuse to answer, but after his wife rang me, she also rang the Isle of Man Times.  She sat with me while her husband shared his story, and then she gave the entire story to Dan Ross.”

      “Why would she do that?” Shelly demanded.  “Why would she tell the world that her husband had just confessed to murder?”

      “Ah, but he didn’t confess to murder, simply to having overheard something that he should have told the police years ago,” Daniel corrected her.  “He claimed that he’d overheard someone else confessing to murder.”

      Fenella sat back and took a sip of wine, her mind racing.  “Who overhears that sort of thing and doesn’t immediately call the police?”

      “A minister,” Shelly guessed.  “Someone confessed to him and he kept quiet about it until now.”

      Daniel shook his head.  “The dying man isn’t a minister, he’s an undertaker.”

      “An undertaker?” Shelly repeated.  “You must be talking about Alfred Beck, then.  I’d heard he was unwell, but I didn’t realize he was on his deathbed.  His wife, Joney, isn’t one of my favorite people, even though we used to be neighbors.”

      “You used to be neighbors with Alfred and Joney Beck?” Daniel checked.

      Shelly nodded.  “For a very brief period of time, they had the flat next to me on the other side from where Mona lived.”

      “They lived in Promenade View?”  Daniel seemed surprised.

      “Just for a short while.  They were already there when I moved in, and Joney came over and introduced herself almost immediately,” Shelly said.  “I was still struggling to get over John’s sudden death, so I may not have been as friendly as I could have been, but as soon as she met me, she started firing questions at me.  She wanted to know everything about my life, and I felt a bit overwhelmed.”

      “Did you answer her questions?” Fenella asked.

      “Some of them – the less personal ones, anyway.  She didn’t bother to hide her annoyance when she found out that I’d used someone other than Alfred for John’s funeral, I must add.”

      “If it makes you feel any better, she gave me a brochure about funeral services when I went to question her,” Daniel said.

      Shelly and Fenella both stared at him.

      “She gave you a brochure about funeral services,” Fenella said eventually.  “That’s so bizarre that I can’t even find words to express it.”

      “Her son is going to be taking over the business,” Daniel explained.  “She’s doing everything she can to make sure that the business doesn’t suffer once Alfred passes away.”

      “Her son?” Fenella asked.

      “From the way she said it, I got the impression that the son was hers, but not Alfred’s,” Daniel replied.

      “He’s not Alfred’s,” Shelly said.  “After she was done asking me hundreds of incredibly nosy questions, she told me her entire life story from beginning to end.  I know more about Joney Beck than I do about Fenella.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I don’t have any reason to believe that Joney had anything to do with Kent Thomas’s death, but I’d still like to hear an abbreviated version of her life story.”

      “Only the abbreviated version?  That’s disappointing,” Shelly replied.  “Although I may not remember everything.  I was still in something of a fog after losing John.”

      “I’m just gathering information,” Daniel told her.  “As I said, she isn’t a suspect in the murder, if it even was murder.”

      “Okay, well, she was Joney Quilliam before she met her first husband.  He was another Quilliam, and I can’t remember his Christian name, but they were only married for a few years, before he crashed his motorbike on the mountain road.”

      “Poor Joney,” Fenella said.

      “She was left with two boys.  Ryan and Brian, if I’m remembering correctly.  They were not much more than toddlers.  She met Alfred when she went to arrange for her husband’s funeral,” Shelly told them.

      “That’s, um, odd,” Fenella said.

      Shelly nodded.  “Joney said as much.  She said she knows everyone thinks she’s terrible for falling in love with Alfred when her first husband wasn’t even in the ground yet, but she couldn’t help herself.  He was kind and sympathetic, and he took a keen interest in her boys as well.  It was his father’s business, but everyone knew that Alfred would inherit it one day.”

      “Not to be cynical, but was the business very successful?” Fenella asked.

      “Joney admitted that a lot of people thought she’d only married Alfred for his money, and because she didn’t want to be on her own with two small children,” Shelly told her.  “She told me that she had a lot of second thoughts about marrying an undertaker, though.  Alfred was living in a flat above a funeral home, and she refused to even visit him there.  He bought a house about a mile away before they got married.”

      “Did he adopt the boys?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella noticed that he’d pulled out a notebook and was taking notes.

      “No, Joney wouldn’t let him adopt the boys.  She wanted them to remember their father, or that’s what she told me, anyway.  I got the impression that Alfred didn’t want to adopt the boys, but I don’t know why.”

      “And they never had any more children?” Fenella asked.

      “No, Joney hinted that that was Alfred’s decision or maybe his fault.  I got the feeling she wanted me to ask for more details, but I just nodded and smiled.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I almost want to meet this woman.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “Once I’d heard about her two marriages, she spent at least half an hour telling me about her children.  I heard all about every little thing either boy had ever done.  One of them was decent at chess and had won a few local tournaments.  Then I had to hear about how he’d gone to some competition across and how badly treated he’d been and why the entire thing upset him so much that he couldn’t focus.  That was why he’d lost, you understand.  Those other kids weren’t any better at chess than her precious Ryan, or maybe it was Brian.  I’ve forgotten.”

      Daniel looked up from his notes.  “I don’t think I need those stories.”

      “I didn’t need them either, but there were dozens of them.  If you ever change your mind about hearing them, do let me know,” Shelly said.  “I’ll just tell you the last bit, because it might be relevant, although I’m not sure how.”

      She stopped as Bruno picked up his head.  He looked from Daniel to Fenella to Shelly and then jumped down and raced to the stairs.  As he disappeared down them, Fenella looked at Daniel.

      “I’m going to guess that someone new has just arrived,” she said.

      “I’m not sorry to see him go,” Daniel replied.  “My legs are numb.  He’s very heavy.”

      “He’s on a diet,” Fenella assured him.

      “But where were we?” Daniel asked.

      “I was going to explain why Joney and Alfred were staying in the flat next to mine,” Shelly told him.  “They were only renting, on a short term agreement with the owner who was a friend of theirs.  He’d gone traveling and had been happy to let them use his flat while he was away.”

      “But why did they need to rent a flat?” Daniel asked.

      “They were having some work done on their house,” Shelly replied.  “Alfred was beginning to have some serious health issues and was soon going to be confined to a wheelchair.  They were having their ground floor remodeled to allow room for the chair and having a bedroom and a loo added onto the back of the property for his use.”

      Daniel made another note and then slipped his notebook back into his pocket.  “I’m going to be speaking with Mrs. Beck tomorrow,” he said.  “I thought it would be best to wait until I was slightly less angry that she took the entire story to Dan Ross.”

      “I can’t believe anyone tells that man anything,” Fenella said.

      “I’m sure he made her feel important,” Shelly said.  “I just hope she was very careful with any accusations she made.”

      “She wasn’t,” Daniel said flatly.  “She repeated exactly what Alfred had said, and Alfred said that he knew that Tammy Thomas had murdered her husband.”
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      Fenella’s jaw dropped.  Shelly looked stunned.  Daniel took another sip of his lager.

      “Alfred knows that Tammy murdered her husband?” Shelly said after a moment.

      “It isn’t as clear cut as that,” Daniel told her.  “As I said, this is all going to be in the papers, and it’s probably already on the local news websites.  According to Alfred, while the body was at his funeral home, Tammy came to visit.  He claims that he didn’t deliberately overhear what she said to Kent, but that he couldn’t help but hear as he was arranging chairs in the room at the time.”

      “Surely, he should have left the widow alone with her husband,” Shelly said.

      “According to Alfred, he offered to leave, but Tammy said not to bother.  He might have left anyway, but it was nearly time for the service, and he needed to get the chairs into place,” Daniel explained.

      “Or so he says,” Shelly said darkly.  “I’m increasingly glad that I didn’t use his services when John passed away.”

      “What did he overhear then?” Fenella asked.

      “He claims he heard Tammy telling Kent that she was sorry that she’d killed him, but that she wasn’t about to let a man cheat on her.  There was more, mostly criticisms of the young woman with whom Kent was cheating,” Daniel replied.

      “Lara Lewis,” Shelly said.

      Daniel nodded.  “Apparently, they’d been seeing one another for almost a year, but Tammy had only just found out.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I remember reading all of the sordid details in the paper after Kent died.  The reports at the time said that Tammy hadn’t found out until after Kent died at Lara’s flat, though.”

      “Which is one of the many things I need to discuss with Tammy Thomas, obviously,” Daniel replied.

      “I’m surprised you aren’t questioning her tonight,” Fenella said.

      “We’re taking things slowly.  Kent has been dead for over ten years, so there isn’t a tremendous rush.  The Chief Constable suggested that we wait until tomorrow morning to start questioning Kent’s family and friends,” he told her.

      “Surely that gives Tammy time to get away,” Shelly suggested.

      “I’ve spoken to her advocate and received assurances that she’ll be more than happy to speak with me tomorrow and address what he called the ludicrous accusations against her.  That’s the same phrase he used with Dan Ross when Dan rang him.”

      “Is that all Alfred overheard?” Fenella asked.  “How was Tammy supposed to have killed the man if he was at Lara’s apartment when he died?”

      “According to Alfred, she said she’d given him an overdose of some medication that he’d been prescribed.  He said she’d laughed about how it was the perfect crime, because if they found the drug in his system, she could argue that it was meant to be there,” Daniel explained.

      “If you exhume the body, will anyone be able to tell what was in his system after all this time?” Shelly asked.

      “Some of that will depend on the state of the remains, but the experts with whom I spoke were optimistic and intrigued by the challenge as well.  Kent had heart trouble and was seeing a doctor regularly for treatment.   He appeared to have had a heart attack.  A post mortem was deemed unnecessary,” Daniel said.

      “That’s a shame,” Shelly said.

      Daniel finished his drink and then looked at Fenella.  “As much as I’m enjoying your company, I’m ready to go home and get some sleep.  Tomorrow is going to be a busy day.”

      “What’s going to happen to Karl?” she asked.

      He shrugged.  “That’s going to depend on what the investigation into the fire reveals.  I have a constable trying to find out more about the man and how he came to rent that space.  He’s going to be ringing Donald tomorrow.  No doubt Donald will ring you at some point.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Probably.”

      “Are you staying for another drink, or may I walk you home?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella glanced at her mostly empty wine glass and then looked at Shelly.  “Ready to go?” she asked.

      Shelly shook her head.  “I just got a text from Tim.  He’s on his way here.  I’ll stay and have another drink with him.”

      Fenella gave her a hug, and then she and Daniel carried their empty glasses down to the bar.  The bartender was sitting on one of the bar stools with Bruno in his lap.  He jumped up as Fenella and Daniel approached.

      “Another round?” he asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “We’re going, but Shelly is still upstairs.  Tim is on his way.”

      “Great, then Bruno can make another new friend,” the man replied.

      As they walked toward the door, it opened, and a group of four people walked into the room.  Bruno immediately introduced himself, drawing laughs from the new arrivals.  Daniel ushered Fenella outside.

      “You don’t have to walk me home,” Fenella said as Daniel yawned.

      “I don’t mind.  It isn’t terribly far out of my way, after all.”

      They talked about the weather and the state of the UK economy as they walked the short distance to Fenella’s building.  Inside, the elevators whisked them to the top floor.

      “I won’t even come in,” Daniel said at her door.  “I’ll just say a quick hi to Katie and be on my way.”

      Fenella opened her door and then switched on the lights.  Katie was fast asleep on the floor in front of the huge windows that showcased the sea.  She opened one eye and then shut it again.

      “Maybe not, then,” Daniel laughed.

      “She probably thinks you’re staying for a while.”

      “Well, she’s going to be disappointed, then,” Daniel said before he pulled Fenella into a kiss.  When he finally lifted his head, he chuckled.  “And now I’ve stayed longer than I’d intended.”

      Fenella gave him another, very quick, kiss and then watched as he walked back down the corridor.  As he boarded the elevator, she waved and then shut the door.  As she turned around, she frowned.

      “Is that a drum roll?” she asked Katie as the noise that had started quietly began to get louder and louder.  She looked around the room, trying to work out the source of the sound.  As cymbals crashed loudly, Mona appeared in a puff of green and red smoke.

      “That was some entrance,” Fenella said dryly.

      “I didn’t want to surprise you again,” Mona said innocently.  “I’m not entirely certain the smoke was what I wanted, though.  I thought it would be dramatic, but it felt a bit Christmassy instead.  It’s only November.  It’s too soon for Christmas.”

      “It didn’t feel at all Christmassy to me.”

      “So, how many bodies did they find in the kitchen after the fire was out?” Mona demanded.

      “No bodies.”

      “No bodies?  How odd.  I was certain that Karl was hiding something.”

      “It wasn’t bodies he was hiding. It was his true identity.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “He isn’t really Karl Carlson, and before you ask, I don’t know his real name.  The police caught up with him at the Sea Terminal as he was trying to leave the island.  He’s been questioned and told he can’t leave the island.”

      “Fascinating.”

      “Is it?  It’s been rather eclipsed by subsequent events.”

      Mona crossed to the nearest couch and sat down.  “Come and tell me about the subsequent events, then.”

      “I was going to go to bed.”

      “But you'll spare a minute or two to share the latest news with your aunt.”

      Fenella hesitated and then nodded.  While she was tired, Shelly had said that Mona had known Kent.  It would be interesting to hear what she thought about what Alfred had said.  She walked over and sat down next to Mona.

      “Daniel was called into work to take a statement from a man named Alfred Beck,” she began.

      “Alfred Beck?  The undertaker?  I wouldn’t believe a single thing that man said.  He’s a horrid little man with a ghastly wife and two appalling stepchildren.”

      Fenella stared at her.  “Someone might think you don’t like the man.”

      Mona made a face.  “He and his wife lived in this building, on the other side of Shelly’s flat, for several months.  They rented it from the owner, which isn’t meant to be allowed, but the owner got permission somehow.  They were simply dreadful.”

      “Shelly said that Joney was nosy and shared too much.”

      Mona rolled her eyes.  “She cornered me in the lift one day and started telling me her life story.  I actually pushed a random button and got off on the third floor, just to get away from her.”

      “Yes, well, what has happened isn’t specifically about her or her husband.”

      “So what has happened?”

      “Alfred wanted to tell the police about a conversation he’d once overheard.”

      “Once?  Let me guess, it was years and years ago, and now everyone involved is dead.  It must have been something significant if Daniel needed to be involved, so I’m going to assume he accused someone of murder.”

      “He did.”

      “It will all be about publicity, of course.  Alfred loves seeing his name in the papers, and I’m sure he gets extra business out of it as well.  He’ll be doing what he can to build up the business for his stepson.”

      “Shelly said he has two stepsons, but I wasn’t certain which one was taking over the business.”

      Mona shrugged.  “To my mind, Ryan and Brian are pretty much interchangeable.  Neither of them has ever done anything even remotely interesting.  I believe Brian is the one who is going to be taking over the business, but I’m fairly sure that Ryan works for the company as well.  If I’m remembering correctly, Ryan is an accountant, so he does the accounting for the company.”

      “That has to be better than dealing with the bodies.”

      “I suspect the bodies are easier to deal with than the general public.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You could be right about that.”

      “But we’ve wandered off on a tangent.  Alfred accused someone of murder.  Who could it have been?  It must have been someone who died a long time ago so that he could throw around all sorts of wild accusations and not worry about repercussions.”

      “Unless he’s actually telling the truth and he wanted to get the information off his conscience before he died,” Fenella suggested.

      Mona rolled her eyes.  “You’re suggesting that the man has a conscience.  As I said, he’ll be stirring up trouble just because he can.”

      “I’ll tell Daniel not to bother exhuming Kent, then.”

      “Kent?” Mona echoed.  She sat back in her seat, looking stunned.  “Alfred has accused someone of murdering Kent Thomas?”

      “He has.”

      “Don’t stop there.  Tell me everything.”

      It took Fenella only a few minutes to share everything she knew about the situation with Mona.

      “And that’s all I know,” she concluded.

      Mona had spent the time sitting back with her eyes closed.  Now she sat forward.  “Tammy killed Kent.  I thought as much at the time, actually, but it simply didn’t seem possible.  If he’d been smothered in his sleep, or maybe stabbed while he’d been sleeping, I would have suspected Tammy immediately, of course.”

      “Tell me about her.”

      “She really loved Kent, which was odd, because he was boring and not terribly attractive.  She’d been his secretary, and I think she saw him as this smart and successful businessman, when he’d actually inherited all of his money and was slowly running the business into the ground.”

      “He was?”

      Mona waved a hand.  “It wasn’t entirely his fault.  The world had changed, and people weren’t especially interested in holidays on the Isle of Man any longer.  Max took that as an opportunity to do different things, such as turning this hotel into flats and selling them for a huge premium.  Kent simply kept doing the same things over and over again and then complaining about his shrinking profits.”

      “He left Tammy and Lara millions of pounds each.”

      “Lara?”

      “His girlfriend.”

      Mona made a face.  “Oh, her.  I’d forgotten her name, if I ever knew it.  She was insignificant, of course, although I’m sure Tammy didn’t feel that way.”

      “I heard she got five million pounds in Kent’s will.”

      “He was infatuated, but he wasn’t about to leave Tammy for her.  Kent was a man who enjoyed feeling naughty, but I’d be willing to bet that he and Lara spent a lot more time talking and watching television than doing anything else.  I’m sure he saw having a mistress and keeping her in a flat for which he was paying as some sort of rich man’s status symbol.”

      “Poor Lara.”

      “She did get five million pounds,” Mona countered.  “And I’m sure she was able to convince herself that they were in love.”

      “As I understand it, Tammy didn’t find out about her until after Kent died.”

      “Nonsense.  Everyone knew that Kent had another woman, even if we didn’t know her name.  He wasn’t the least bit discreet about it – not properly discreet, anyway.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “He didn’t bring her to parties or dine with her publicly, but he didn’t try to hide her, either.  For example, I can remember him commenting at a party one night that having two women in his life was exhausting.  He didn’t make the comment in front of Tammy, but she was at the party.”

      Fenella frowned.  “How horrible.”

      “It wasn’t as if Lara was his first mistress, anyway.  I’m fairly certain that Kent cheated on every one of his wives.”

      “I was told he was devoted to Gloria.”

      “Yes, but that doesn’t mean he didn’t have another woman on the side, even if just occasionally.  I will add that I don’t know for certain that he cheated on Gloria, but we all know that he cheated on his first wife, because he took up with Gloria while they were still married.”

      “I can’t believe no one suspected murder when he turned up dead,” Fenella said.

      “But he had a heart condition of some sort.  He was on medication for it.  I remember him saying something about not drinking while he was taking something, but then he ordered scotch anyway.”

      “Do you think he had other women in his life before he took up with Lara?”

      “Absolutely.  I do think he cared about Tammy, but they’d been married for ten or eleven years by the time he died.  Kent liked his women in their twenties, no matter his own age.”

      “He sounds rather awful.”

      “He wasn’t, though.  He was spoiled and selfish and arrogant in the way that men raised with a lot of money and very little supervision can be.  His father had no interest in his son and his mother went on holiday when Kent was around three or four and simply never returned.”

      “What do you mean she never returned?”

      “She went to Australia, ostensibly on a riding holiday.  She was a bit obsessed with horses, something she passed along to her son, although he used them for polo rather than anything else.”

      “And something awful happened to her in Australia?”

      “I wouldn’t put it that way.  She went with a friend to stay on a horse farm, and after the fortnight’s holiday was over, she decided to stay there.”

      “In Australia.”

      “Living above the stables with one of the trainers,” Mona added.

      “Oh my.”

      “I was told that she asked to have Kent sent to join her, but Kent’s father refused to allow it.  He divorced her and was awarded sole custody because she refused to come back to the island for the court date.”

      “Poor Kent.”

      “His father never remarried, but he was never short of female companionship.  I’m fairly certain he slept with at least a few of Kent’s nannies over the years.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Why can’t we ever talk about lovely people who fall in love and stay that way forever?”

      “I would suggest that’s because those sorts of people don’t get themselves murdered.”

      “You could be right about that.”

      “But we were talking about Kent.  He played a lot of polo in his younger days.  I never found it a particularly interesting sport, but Max enjoyed it.  I didn’t actually meet Kent until after he’d given up polo and moved back to the island following his divorce.  It was rumored that Darla had demanded all of his polo ponies in the divorce, simply because she knew that would upset Kent.”

      “I don’t blame her.”

      “No, I didn’t either.  Anyway, when I met Kent, he and Gloria were newly married and very happy together.  I suspect he cheated on her a bit, now and again, after a while, but I don’t have any proof.  I do know that he was truly devastated when she died.”

      “And he didn’t get involved with Tammy until five years later.”

      “Yes, although there were a few other women in his life during those five years.  At one point, he got very close to his housekeeper, a young woman in her twenties.  He told Max that the woman wanted to get married, but she also wanted children, and he wasn’t interested in doing that again, so he’d ended things.”

      “And then he married Tammy.”

      “And by all accounts, they were reasonably happy, even if he did stray from time to time.”

      “And you don’t think his relationship with Lara was anything serious?”

      “As long as Tammy was willing to turn a blind eye to the affair, I don’t think Kent would have done anything to change the situation.  I’m fairly certain he’d have stayed married to Darla, even after he’d been caught with Gloria, if she’d have been willing to ignore the affair.”

      “I thought Gloria was the love of his life.”

      “She may have been, aside from money, but for Kent, money was always going to matter the most.  The divorce cost him a great deal.  If he could have stayed married and kept Gloria as his mistress, he would have done so.”

      “What if Lara had demanded that he leave Tammy for her?”

      “I can’t say for certain, but I suspect he’d have ended things with Lara.  He could have given her a small payout and sent her on her way.  If he and Tammy had divorced, it would have cost him a fortune.”

      “Interesting.”

      “I’m trying to imagine Tammy working out a way to kill Kent,” Mona said after a moment.  “You said it was something to do with his medication?”

      “That’s what Alfred told Daniel, anyway.”

      “I don’t see it,” Mona said eventually.  “I can’t see Tammy planning something like that.  She and Kent had been married for over ten years, and from all accounts, she’d stopped doing anything for herself the day of the wedding.  She had staff to deal with all of life’s demands, from cooking and cleaning to taking care of her hair and nails.  If she wanted Kent dead, she would have paid someone else to take care of it.”

      “Maybe she did.  Maybe she paid an expert to show her how to use the drugs to kill him.”

      “Maybe, but maybe Alfred was lying about whom he’d overheard.”

      “Why would he do that?”

      “Because his version of events is more interesting than the truth?  Maybe he overheard Kent’s doctor apologizing for getting his prescription wrong.”

      “But that would have been an accident, not something that the police needed to know about ten year later.”

      “But maybe Alfred is trying to get Tammy into trouble.  Who knows, maybe he had an affair with her and they had a falling out.”

      “Did Tammy cheat?”

      “Maybe, although if she did, she was incredibly discreet.  I’m sure you’ve heard that she got involved with the gardener after Kent died.”

      “Shelly mentioned it.”

      “There was, obviously, quite a lot of speculation that the pair had been having an affair before Kent’s death, but no one was able to find any evidence of it.  As far as I know, her name was never linked to anyone while Kent was alive and again, as far as I know, she’s been faithful to Andrew since they started seeing one another nearly a decade ago.”

      “And is he faithful to her?”

      “I’ve never heard otherwise – or rather, I hadn’t heard anything before I died.”

      “So you don’t think Tammy killed him, in spite of what Alfred said?”

      “No, I don’t, although that’s simply based on what I know about Tammy and Kent.”

      “So you think Alfred is lying?”

      “He could be lying, or maybe he misheard or misunderstood something.  I can’t quite work out why he’d lie, unless he’s angry with Tammy about something, but that doesn’t mean he’s telling the truth, either.”

      “It’s possible that they’ll exhume the body and discover that Kent truly did die of a heart attack.”

      “I wonder if Alfred will get the job of reburying the body.  Maybe next week he’ll throw out a dozen more accusations, just so he can be given the job of reburying everyone after they’ve been exhumed.”

      “I can’t imagine anyone doing such a thing,” Fenella said.  “Besides, surely this is going to hurt his business,” she said as she had a thought.  “Would you want to use an undertaker who’d listened to someone’s private conversation with her dead husband and then reported her to the police a decade later?”

      “That’s a very good point, actually.  I don’t know that there’s any sort of required confidentiality between undertakers and mourners, but you’d expect discretion, wouldn’t you?”

      “According to Alfred, Tammy knew he was in the room when she started talking to Kent.  Under those circumstances, the last thing she should have done was confess to his murder.”

      “It’s all something of a mess,” Mona said.

      “If the police do find evidence that Kent was murdered, Tammy will be at the top of the list of suspects.  If she didn’t do it, who did?”

      Mona smiled.  “What an interesting question.  Lara must be a possibility, of course.  No doubt, she knew about the contents of Kent’s will.  Perhaps he was growing tired of her and getting ready to end things.  I’m sure he would have given her some sort of gift when he ended things, but I’m also sure it wouldn’t have been anything close to five million pounds.”

      “I wonder if Daniel will be able to find her.  Shelly said she’d gone to the South of France.”

      “I heard the same thing, but that was just a rumor.  She could be anywhere in the world now.”

      “What about other suspects?” Fenella asked.

      “If I were Daniel, I’d take a look at Andrew Cannon.”

      “Tammy’s boyfriend?”

      “He was their gardener while Kent was still alive.  He and Tammy might not have become involved until after Kent’s death, but that doesn’t mean that Andrew wasn’t interested.”

      “That’s a fascinating thought.”

      “Of course, Michael Potter has to be a suspect,” Mona said thoughtfully.

      “Who is Michael Potter?”

      “He was Kent’s closest friend.  They met in boarding school when they were young and bonded over a shared love of money and polo.  Kent and Darla stayed with Michael at his family’s estate for some time when they were first married.  After the divorce, when Kent came back to the island, Michael used to come across and stay with Kent for weeks on end.  Kent would bring him to all of the best parties and introduce him to everyone.”

      “If they were such good friends, why would Michael have killed Kent?”

      “Because they were great friends right up until they stopped speaking to one another,” Mona told her.  “It wasn’t long before Gloria fell ill, actually.  Michael was visiting the island, and Kent was dragging him along to every social event he could find.  Max was having one of his parties, a spring ball, I believe.  Kent had been invited and he was meant to be bringing Michael, but he turned up alone and in a terrible mood.”

      “What had happened?”

      “I’ve no idea.  I was at the door, greeting guests as they arrived.  When Kent arrived, I told him I was surprised not to see Michael, and he snarled something about hoping he’d seen the last of the man.  I was shocked, but I didn’t pry, obviously.”

      “Gloria wasn’t with him?”

      Mona frowned.  “Where was Gloria?  She nearly always came to our parties and balls.  I don’t recall asking him about Gloria, so I must have known she wasn’t planning to attend, but I’m not certain why.  I’ll ask Max later, but I doubt he’ll remember.”

      According to Mona, Max, who had passed away some years before Mona, was still in residence in the hotel as well, choosing to spend his time in what had formerly been the hotel’s grand ballroom.  The space was now a boring suite of offices for the men and women who ran the large apartment complex, but apparently Max didn’t see it that way.

      “Did you ever see Michael again?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, but not on the island.  It was a few years later, when Max and I were in London for some reason.  You know I rarely traveled off the island, but Max would occasionally convince me to accompany him to an event elsewhere.  Obviously, he preferred to travel with Bryan, but that wasn’t always possible.”

      Fenella nodded.  She knew all about Mona’s relationship with Max and about Max and Bryan.  “What happened when you saw Michael in London?”

      “We were perfectly polite to one another, of course.  I mentioned in passing that we’d been disappointed that he’d missed our little gathering, and he waved a hand and muttered about something coming up, and that was the end of it.”

      “You didn’t ask him about Kent?”

      “I would have if I’d known it was going to matter one day,” Mona replied dryly.

      Fenella sighed.  “So Michael Potter had a fight with Kent at least fifteen years before Kent died.  I don’t think it matters, but I can’t imagine how he could have killed Kent anyway, not if he was in London.”

      Mona shrugged.  “You asked about other suspects.  I’m trying to come up with possibilities.”

      “Do you think it’s possible that Michael came back to the island, maybe to see Kent?”

      “Anything is possible.  If Kent truly was murdered, then Daniel should take a look at him.”

      “Let’s hope someone else suggests him, then, because I certainly can’t.”

      Mona shrugged.  “You could tell him about me.  Maybe, once he learns that I exist, he’ll be able to see me.”

      Fenella frowned.  It wasn’t that she wanted to keep Mona to herself, exactly, but she also wasn’t eager to share the woman’s existence with Daniel – not yet anyway.

      “He’ll want to look at Stanley Walker, too,” Mona added.

      “And who is Stanley Walker?”

      “He worked for Kent, but they were also friends, or at least friendly.  They’d known each other for decades.”

      “He worked for Kent?”

      “They’d met when Kent was a child.  Stanley’s family lived near Kent’s, and they often played together.  Stanley’s family wasn’t wealthy, but they were comfortable.  Stanley went away to university while Kent was playing polo.  After Stanley came back to the island, he got a job as a manager in one of Kent’s family’s hotels.  He worked his way up through the organization until he’d become a senior executive.  By the time Kent came back to the island, Stanley was basically running the company.”

      “And did the two men renew their friendship?”

      “Yes and no.  It was an odd situation, as Kent’s father relied on Stanley to run things, and he didn’t give Kent much of a chance to get involved.  Kent spent years clawing away little bits of control over the company.  They reached some sort of agreement after Kent’s father passed away, but after Gloria died, Kent dumped everything back onto Stanley and went into mourning.  As I understand it, over the years that followed, there was a lot of give and take between the men as Kent showed more or less interest in being involved in the company.  Maybe Stanley had simply grown tired of dealing with Kent.”

      Fenella sighed.  “So, Tammy, Lara, Andrew, Michael, or Stanley.  That’s a fairly long list of suspects for the murder of a man who may well have died of natural causes.”

      Mona nodded.  “Everything will depend on what they find when they dig up the body.”

      Shuddering, Fenella got to her feet.  “On that rather creepy note, I’m going to bed.”

      “Good night,” Mona said.  She faded away to the sound of bells and a swirl of purple haze.

      “I wish I could do that,” Fenella muttered as she headed to her bedroom.
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      Fenella woke up with a start at six fifty-nine.  Katie was sitting on the pillow next to her, one paw raised, ready to start tapping Fenella on the nose.  When Fenella’s eyes met hers, she made a startled sound and rushed away.  A moment later, Fenella could hear her shouting at her empty food bowl in the kitchen.

      Sighing, she got out of bed and gave Katie her breakfast.  After a shower, she made herself some toast and smothered it in raspberry jam.  It was cloudy and grey outside, and it looked as if it were going to rain at any moment.

      “But I wanted to take a walk,” she said to the clouds.

      The weather reminded her that Daniel still hadn’t picked up the umbrellas that Karl had returned to her.  They were still sitting on the bed in the second bedroom.  It took her a minute of digging to find another umbrella.  After pulling on a heavy coat, she grabbed the umbrella and headed out for her walk.

      She’d gone only a few hundred yards down the promenade when a light rain began to fall.  “Ha,” she said as she opened the umbrella.

      Five minutes later, the wind was blowing the now-heavy rain sideways, and Fenella was soaked through.  Sighing, she turned around and walked quickly back to her building.  There she stood just inside the door, letting the water drip off of her.

      Recently a small shop had opened in the building’s lobby.  It carried snacks and odds and ends, but Fenella suspected that it mostly sold copies of the local paper.  A large sign on the door gave the day’s headline.  As she waited to dry out, Fenella read the sign.

      “’Was Kent Thomas Murdered?  Undertaker Says Yes.’”

      Fenella dug around in her pockets, sure she’d tucked a five pound note in that coat at some point.  When she found it, she bought herself a newspaper and a bar of chocolate and then headed back to her apartment.  Once inside, she changed into dry clothes and then dried her hair.  When she walked back into the living room, Mona was sitting on the couch reading the newspaper.

      “How are you doing that?” Fenella demanded as the woman turned a page.

      “It’s complicated,” Mona replied airily.  “And it doesn’t matter, because you’re here now.  We can look at the paper together.”  She handed the paper to Fenella who carried it into the kitchen and opened it on the counter.

      “The front page doesn’t tell us anything we didn’t already know,” Mona said.

      Fenella skimmed her way through the article and was forced to agree with Mona.  Daniel had already told her everything that was there.

      “The next page is interesting, though,” Mona said.  “I’m fairly certain Dan Ross is going to be in some trouble over that.”

      Fenella turned the page and then frowned.  The top of the page was labeled “The Suspects,” and under it were pictures and paragraphs about the men and women who’d known Kent Thomas.

      “If I were on the list, I think I’d sue Dan and the paper,” Fenella said.

      “You’d have to prove that you weren’t actually a suspect, though.”

      “No one is a suspect until it’s been proven that Kent was actually murdered.  If he did die of natural causes, all of this is unnecessary and unpleasant speculation.”

      “At least his headline didn’t simply accuse Tammy of murdering her husband.”

      “The article states that Alfred identified her as the killer, though.  Dan doesn’t really explain why he’s talking about other suspects.”

      “He’s talking about them because everyone on the island will be talking about them.  Any one of them could have killed Kent.”

      “Assuming he actually was murdered.”

      “I’d only just turned the page.  I didn’t read the entire list of suspects.  Does Dan have anyone on his list that we didn’t discuss last night?”

      “He starts with Darla Thomas,” Fenella replied.  “The photo he used must have been taken at least thirty years ago, judging by the hairstyle.”

      Mona looked at the picture and then chuckled.  “I had a similar style thirty years ago.  It looked better on me.”

      “According to this, Dan doesn’t believe that Darla has been to the island since she and Kent divorced, and to the best of his knowledge, she’s been in Canada for all of those years.”

      “That makes it difficult to see her as a suspect.”

      “I’d agree.  The next two on Dan’s list also seem highly unlikely.  He’s listed Apollo and Aphrodite.  They look to be in their teens in the pictures he’s supplied.”

      Mona nodded.  “Those pictures were taken in the ballroom downstairs.  Max used to host a summer ball for the island’s teens starting in the late seventies.  There was a photographer there who took pictures of each child as he or she entered.  Every child received a copy of his or her picture, and Max used to have all of the pictures printed into a book and given to each attendee.  People didn’t take as many photos back in those days, of course.  I’m told the children really appreciated having the pictures and the books as special keepsakes.”

      “They look like their mother,” Fenella said as she looked at the pictures.

      “Apollo bore a strong resemblance to Kent, actually, at least when he was small.  Aphrodite looked exactly like Darla.”

      Fenella read through the paragraphs about Kent’s children.  “Dan admits that the children both live in Canada and that, as far as he knows, neither has been back to the island since they were teens.”

      “Unless one of them came back under a different name, just to kill Kent,” Mona suggested.

      “Dan makes a similar suggestion, but he’s more careful not to accuse them of murder, simply stating that either child could have visited at any time, perhaps anonymously, over the past decades.”

      “Who is next?” Mona asked.

      “Believe it or not, Gloria Thomas,” Fenella replied.  “I do think Dan seems to have lost touch with reality here, as he suggests that maybe she didn’t die years ago – that maybe Kent simply told everyone she was dead to hide the fact that she’d left him.”

      “That’s a stretch, even for Dan.”

      “He does admit that it’s a far-fetched idea, but he claims he wants to keep all options open while the police begin their investigation.”

      “Dan can do what he wants.  I’m not putting Gloria on my list of suspects,” Mona said firmly.

      “He lists Tammy next,” Fenella said.  “As I said, he identifies her as the suspect named by Alfred.”

      “She’s at the top of my list, even though I very much doubt that she confessed to murder where Alfred could hear her.  I never cared for the woman, but I don’t think she’s stupid.”

      “Dan makes the point that she had a new man moved into the mansion she’d inherited from Kent less than six months after Kent’s death.  He hints that Tammy and Andrew may have been involved before Kent died, but he doesn’t actually say that outright.”

      “He wouldn’t dare.”

      “Lara is next, and I get the impression that Dan doesn’t care for her.”

      “Oh?”

      “The paragraph about her is mostly speculation about why she might have wanted Kent dead,” Fenella explained.  “Dan mentions her substantial inheritance and that she left the island within days of Kent’s death.”

      “I’m sure she couldn’t go anywhere on the island without people pointing and staring at her.  She was young, and she had no attachment to the island aside from the job that she no longer needed.  I don’t find her leaving at all odd.”

      “Well, Dan does.  I wonder if she refused to speak to him, either ten years ago or more recently, and he’s still angry, or if there’s some other history between the two.  His comments are quite mean, even for Dan.”

      “Maybe he’s hoping to make her angry enough that she’ll ring him up to complain,” Mona suggested.  “Then he could question her about Kent.”

      “Knowing Dan, you could be right.  Andrew is next on the suspect list.  Dan simply points out that he and Tammy got together almost immediately after Kent’s death.  Again, he hints that they might have been involved before Kent died, but he’s very careful with what he says.”

      “As I said before, I’d put Andrew high on the list of suspects.  He’s the one who has benefitted the most from Kent’s death, at least in my opinion.”

      “Tammy got a lot of money.”

      “Yes, but she was living well when Kent was alive.  If he had been planning to divorce her, on the other hand, well, that might move her up the list.”

      “If he was, we’ll probably never know.”

      “Lara never claimed that Kent had offered to divorce Tammy for her,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “If he had been thinking about it, you’d think she would have been the first person he would have told.”

      “Unless he wanted to end things with Tammy, but wasn’t interested in marrying Lara.”

      Mona sighed.  “I’m sure I said before that I’m fairly certain that Kent was happy with things the way they were.  I don’t think he would have divorced Tammy, not as long as she was prepared to ignore his affair.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said a moment later.  “According to this, Kent’s close friend, Michael Potter, was on the island the week before Kent’s death.”

      “He was?  Why does Dan Ross know that and I didn’t?”

      Fenella chuckled.  “Dan claims that he did some challenging investigative journalism in order to discover the information.  According to this, Michael came across and stayed at the Seaview in Ramsey.  He was there for a fortnight, according to their records.”

      “I can’t believe that Jasper, the manager at the Seaview, gave him that information.”

      “Dan doesn’t identify his source.”

      “But why was Michael here?”

      “Dan doesn’t have an answer to that, either.  Apparently, he reached out to Michael for a statement, but the man refused to speak to him.”

      “As does everyone with any sense,” Mona said.

      “Dan also names Stanley Walker.”

      “We discussed him.”

      “Yes, but according to Dan, Kent was getting ready to fire Stanley.”

      “And from where did Dan get that information?” Mona demanded.

      Fenella shrugged.  “Unnamed sources.  According to Dan, Kent was unhappy that the company’s profits were declining, and he didn’t think that Stanley was doing enough to try to reverse the trend.  Again, that came from an unnamed source.”

      “I’m sure there’s some truth in there, as the hotel industry has been declining on the island for decades, but I can’t see Kent blaming Stanley, at least not entirely.  He may have been unhappy with the company’s performance, but as far as I knew, he was still relying on Stanley to make most of the decisions for the business.”

      “Yes, well, this being Dan, he then goes off in another direction, speculating that Alfred killed Kent.”

      “Alfred?  The undertaker?  Why would Alfred kill Kent?  That doesn’t even make sense.”

      “Dan doesn’t offer a motive.  He simply comments that perhaps, as he’s on his deathbed, Alfred felt the need to point the police at Tammy to try to hide what he’d done.”

      “Except the police were content that Kent had died of natural causes.  If Alfred killed him, all his accusation is going to do is bring police attention to a case that was previously closed.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Again, please don’t ask me to explain what Dan was thinking.  He even goes so far as to speculate that Joney, Alfred’s wife, may have been involved in some way – which is horrible of him, considering she handed him the story on a silver platter.”

      “Unless Dan can come up with any sort of possible motive for Alfred and/or Joney, I’m not even going to consider them as suspects,” Mona said firmly.  “I don’t care for them as people, but I can’t imagine they even knew Kent.  They certainly never moved in his social circle.  Is that everyone on Dan’s list?”

      “Not yet.  He suggests someone named Janice Mortimer.”

      Mona frowned.  “Janice was some sort of assistant to Gloria, if I’m remembering correctly.  As far as I know, she traveled with the couple to London for Gloria’s treatments and never returned to the island after Gloria’s death.”

      “Again, Dan hints at things without saying them outright, but he suggests that maybe Janice and Kent became romantically involved at some point.”

      Mona laughed.  “Janice was a few years older than Kent.  There’s no way he would have been interested in her at all.  She was devoted to Gloria, anyway.  I can’t imagine her doing anything that would have hurt Gloria.”

      “And she left the island after Gloria’s death?”

      “I remember seeing her at Gloria’s memorial service, actually.  She told me that Kent had helped her find a similar job with a family in Brighton.  She was going to be working as a personal assistant to someone’s wife there.”

      “Dan makes another vague comment about how she could have come back to the island at any time, perhaps anonymously.”

      “I can’t imagine why she’d want to kill Kent, especially not years after she’d stopped working for him.  I think Dan is simply clutching at straws.”

      “No doubt.  The next name on the list is Nigel Roberts.”

      “The manager of the hotel where Lara worked,” Mona said.  “I can see why he might have been upset with Kent, as Kent was paying Lara more than he was making, and Lara was working only twenty hours a week, if that.  But it’s a long way from being upset about your job and actually killing someone over it.”

      “Dan hints that Nigel may have had feelings toward Lara.”

      Mona laughed.  “Nigel had a boyfriend for decades, a man named Howard Anderson.  They were as good as married, until Howard’s unfortunate death about eight years ago.”

      “Is Nigel still alive?”

      “He was the last I knew, but I suppose he could have passed away without my realizing it.  We weren’t exactly friends, but once Max turned this place into flats, I sometimes went and stayed at the hotel that Nigel managed.  It was lovely and quiet there, and he was incredibly discreet.”

      “You went and stayed in a hotel on the island?”

      Mona nodded.  “I didn’t like to leave the island, as it’s home, but sometimes I wanted a change of scenery.  The hotel in question is in Port St. Mary, right on the beach.  Often, when Max was away, I’d sneak down there for a few nights.  I’d lived in a hotel for decades, of course, and once this building was flats, I found that I missed being able to order room service.”

      “So you knew Nigel.”

      “I did.  As I said, he was discreet.”

      “Do you think it’s possible that he killed Kent?”

      “Absolutely not, and he’ll be very upset and hurt when he sees his name on Dan’s list in the paper today.”

      Fenella sighed.  “There are too many suspects, and he isn’t even the last one.”

      “Who is the last one?”

      “A man named Tony Turner.”

      Mona looked surprised.  “I’d forgotten all about him,” she said after a moment.  “I don’t think I’ve heard his name in years.”

      “According to this, he and Kent were close friends.”

      “They were friends before Kent went away to boarding school.  I’m trying to remember the whole story, because I know he and Stanley didn’t get along, but Kent was friends with both of them.”

      “Dan says that Tony went across to university and rarely came back to the island after that.  From what he could discover, Tony didn’t stay in touch with Kent once he’d left the island.”

      “So why is he on Dan’s list?”

      “Tony rarely came back to the island, but he returned when his mother passed away unexpectedly,” Fenella told her.  “And that happened less than a week before Kent died.”

      Mona frowned.  “I don’t suppose Dan offers any sort of possible motive for the man?”

      “No, but he does hint that the pair must have had a falling out at some point if they truly hadn’t spoken for years on end.  Dan seems to be suggesting that whatever they fought about may have been serious enough to lead to murder when they did see one another again.”

      “I think Dan should be writing fiction,” Mona said dryly.  “I’ll add Tony to the very bottom of my list of suspects, but I truly can’t imagine why he’d kill Kent, not after all those years of not speaking to him.”

      “That’s the full list,” Fenella said.  “Most of the photos are from years ago.  I could walk past any of these people in the street and not recognize them.”

      Mona nodded.  “But you need to know them when you see them so you can question them.”

      “I don’t have any intention of questioning anyone.”

      “Of course not, but if you get an opportunity, you must at least try to speak to the widow and the ex-girlfriend.”

      “I can’t imagine when I’d have an opportunity to speak to Tammy, and Lara doesn’t live on the island any longer.  I’m afraid we’re simply going to have to let Daniel solve this case.”

      Mona smiled enigmatically.  “I’ll see what I can do,” she said before she disappeared behind a puff a pink smoke.

      “I don’t want to get involved,” Fenella shouted as she waved a hand to clear the smoke.

      “Meroow,” Katie said.

      “I truly don’t want to get involved,” Fenella told her.  “Besides, Kent may not have been murdered, anyway.”

      The noise Katie made sent a shiver down Fenella’s spine.  It seemed as if Katie was convinced that it was murder, whatever Fenella wanted to think.

      Fenella was surprised when she looked at the clock and discovered that it was nearly noon.  Talking with Mona had taken up the entire morning and accomplished nothing.  She walked into the kitchen and began to open cupboards, looking for something to prepare for her lunch.

      “There’s nothing here,” she told Katie when the animal walked in a moment later.

      “Meww?” Katie sounded concerned.

      “There’s plenty of cat food,” Fenella assured her.  “But not very much people food.  Magical kitchen cupboards would be at least as useful as a magical wardrobe.  I suppose Mona wasn’t all that interested in food when she was alive, though.”

      Sighing, she gave Katie her lunch and then opened a can of soup.  As she ate it, she found herself thinking about Karl Carlson.

      “I could call Donald,” she said, startling Katie.

      “Mewwow.”

      “Yes, sorry, I was just talking to myself.  I’d like to ask Donald about the building that Karl was using, but I can’t just call him and ask him.  That would be rude,” she explained.  “I could call him and invite him for Thanksgiving, but the proper invitations are going in the mail next week.  I’m not calling anyone else, so I’ve no real reason to call him.”

      Katie stared at her for a moment and then seemed to roll her eyes.  She looked at the telephone and a second later, it rang.

      “Hello?”

      “Fenella?  It’s Donald.  How are you?”

      “I’m very well, thank you.  How are you?”

      “Ready to come home.  I’m quite tired of London, and I miss everything about the island.  Now I just have to convince Phoebe that she won’t die of boredom on the island.”

      “She doesn’t want to come?”

      “She doesn’t know what she wants.  Some days, she’s almost back to her old self, and then she’ll start talking about getting her own flat.  She’d need staff to help her, but sometimes I start to believe that she’ll be able to live on her own again.  Then she’ll have a bad day or a bad week, and her progress will go backwards, and…”  He trailed off and sighed.  “But I didn’t ring to talk about Phoebe, not really.”

      “You know I’m always happy to listen, if you need to talk.”

      “I do know that, and I truly appreciate it, but the situation with Phoebe is complicated, and I can’t imagine it will get less so in the foreseeable future.”

      “So what can I do for you?”

      “I was shocked and more than a little upset to be told that there had been a fire in one of my buildings.”

      “Yes, I’m sure you’ve heard that I was there.”

      He chuckled.  “I did hear that.  It seems as if you’re always in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

      “It does, rather.”

      “I’ve heard the official police version of events, but I’d like to hear the story from you as well, if you don’t mind.”

      “I don’t mind.  It isn’t much of a story, though.  Daniel and I wanted some lunch.  When we spotted somewhere new, we thought we’d give it a try.  I didn’t realize, at the time, that you owned the building.”

      “I do own the building, and it’s been sitting empty for three years.  My office on the island had instructions to leave it empty.”

      “Oh?  And they didn’t follow your instructions?  Or did Karl simply find a way in and make himself at home?”

      “That’s what the police are working on discovering.  My assistant insists that my instructions were being followed and that Karl – not that that was his real name – had broken in, but I’m not certain I believe her.”

      “Oh?  What do you think happened, then?”

      “If you were in charge of looking after multiple properties for someone, and you knew that that someone was going to be off of the island for months or even years, you might find yourself tempted to arrange a rental off the books,” Donald said.

      “You think someone in your office rented the space to Karl behind your back.”

      “I think it’s a distinct possibility, and it’s one that the police are also considering.  Let’s face it, if Karl had been just a tiny bit smarter about things, he could have set up his business and run it for weeks, or even months, before anyone noticed.  My office team doesn’t go around and check on my buildings on a regular basis, and I doubt most of them were even aware that I owned that building before the fire.”

      “So someone in your office rented the space to Karl, and Karl opened up his restaurant.”

      “Exactly.  Anyone who did know that it was my building would realize that I’d never have agreed to rent the space to someone with the building in the rather poor condition it was in.  That’s why it’s been sitting empty, of course, because I’m not there to oversee the work that it needs to get it up to my standards.”

      “Even if Karl did have what he thought was a proper rental agreement, he never applied for the necessary permits to open a restaurant.”

      “Which, again, could be the fault of someone from my office.  Everything I’ve heard about Karl suggests that he isn’t the brightest man in the world.  Perhaps the person in my office told Karl that he didn’t need any permits, and Karl simply believed him or her.”

      Fenella sighed.  “What a mess.”

      “Yes, one that the police are struggling to clear up, I’m afraid.  My office team all deny knowing anything about Karl or the restaurant he attempted to open, and I’m not there to watch their faces as they answer questions.”

      “How frustrating for you.”

      “Yes, rather.”  Donald fell silent for a moment.  “I hate to ask you for a favor,” he said eventually.

      “But you need a favor.”

      “I do.  I was wondering if you could go to my office and speak to my staff.  I’m fairly certain that one of them knows something about Karl and why he was using my building, but the police aren’t getting anywhere.  I know you’re a good judge of character.  I want you to talk to everyone and work out who was trying to make money from my property behind my back.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to refuse.

      “Please,” Donald added.  “I’d do it myself if Phoebe didn’t need me so badly right now.  She’s been getting better at walking, so her nurse had been giving her a bit more space, until last week when she took a bad fall.  She’s back on bed rest for most of every day, and she’s mad at the entire world as a consequence.”

      “What sort of excuse could I use for going to your office?”

      “I thought maybe you could pretend that you want to rent a space and see if anyone makes you any suspect offers.”

      “Everyone on the island knows who I am.  No one is going to offer me anything illegal.  Everyone knows I’m engaged to Daniel.”

      Donald sighed.  “But everyone also knows that you’re incredibly wealthy.  Greed sometimes wins out over common sense.”

      “I don’t know.”

      “All you have to do is come up with an excuse as to why you want to rent a space.  I have three buildings around the island that are empty, so you can choose one of them as being in the perfect location for what you want to do.”

      “Why would I need to rent a space, though?  I own properties all over the island.”

      “How many of them are currently empty?”

      “None of them, as far as I know. Doncan oversees the company that manages them, and he does everything in his power to ensure that every space I own is making money for me.”

      “I should have turned everything over to Doncan when I left the island,” Donald said.  “But that means that, if you suddenly needed a space for something, that you’d have to rent it from someone else.  Maybe you need to put some things into storage, or maybe you’ve always dreamt of owning your own bookshop.”

      “Hasn’t everyone always dreamt of owning his or her own bookshop?”

      Donald chuckled.  “I’ve owned a handful of retail businesses over the years, but never a bookshop.  I prefer to own buildings and let my tenants worry about what sort of business to operate out of them.”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “I have an idea,” she said.  “My nieces are coming to visit next month.”

      “Unfortunately, I don’t have any empty residential properties.”

      “They’re going to stay with me, of course, but what if I tell your office staff that they want to start their own retail business over here?  I’m making this up as I’m talking, but maybe they could be interested in importing American goods or maybe something else entirely.  The point would be that they are going to need a small retail space somewhere.  I assume you have at least one of those that’s empty?”

      “I have two, one in Castletown and one in Onchan.”

      “I think I’ll pretend to prefer Onchan,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “It’s a good deal closer to me, of course, which is a priority when it comes to my nieces.”

      “How old are they?”

      “Margaret is thirty-six and Megan is thirty-four.  They’re my brother Joseph’s daughters.  He was supposed to be coming with them, along with his wife, Jean, but Joseph and Jean had to change their plans.  The girls are still coming, though, and I’m really excited to see them.”

      “And are they actually interested in moving to the island?”

      “We talked about it when they were making their plans for the visit.  They’re both at crossroads in their lives right now.  Margaret just got out of a long-term relationship and left her job, so she’s reevaluating her entire life.  Megan is taking a year-long sabbatical from her job, something they encourage, apparently.  She wants to write a book, or maybe a screenplay, but she’s not doing anything until she gets here.”

      “So you can pretend that they want to open a retail shop and go and talk to my staff,” Donald concluded happily.  “I just hope someone in my office tries to get you to agree to something dodgy.”

      “Daniel isn’t going to be happy about this.”

      “Does he have to know?”

      Fenella hesitated before she replied.  “Yes, he does.  He’s investigating what happened to your building here in Douglas, and this is tied to that investigation.”

      “If he refuses to let you do it, I’ll understand.”

      “Daniel is too smart to refuse to let me do anything.  He may strongly advise that I not get involved, but he won’t refuse to allow me to do anything.”

      “Let me give you the names and a brief history of each of the people you’re going to meet, then.”

      “Let me get some paper and a pen,” she replied.

      She kept a small notepad next to the phone, but this seemed as if it would require more.  The pen that was supposed to be next to the notepad was missing.  Fenella glanced at Katie as she put the phone down.  No doubt the animal was using the pen as a toy, batting it all around the apartment when she was home alone.  Fenella would probably find it when she accidentally stepped on it in the middle of the night.

      She dug a large notebook and a pen out of the desk in the spare bedroom and then picked up the receiver again.

      “Donald?  I’m ready,” she said.

      “Hello?” she tried after a moment.

      “Donald?  Anyone?”  After a short while, she gave up and hung up the phone.  No doubt the man would call back fairly soon.
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      After pacing around her living room for several minutes, Fenella decided that there was no point in waiting around for Donald to call back.  She dialed his number and then waited as the phone rang several times.  When an answering machine picked up, she left a message.

      “It’s Fenella.  I’m going to assume that something came up and you had to rush away.  Call me back whenever.”

      She put the phone down and then remembered her empty cupboards.  A trip to the grocery store was needed.  After a moment’s hesitation, she grabbed the keys to Mona’s car.  It was a racy red sports car with a tiny trunk that somehow seemed to hold a great deal more than it should have.  When she’d first passed her UK driving test, she’d bought herself a far more sensible car, one that was similar to the sorts of cars she’d always driven when she’d lived in the US.  It was just what she needed for trips to the shops, but Mona’s car was so much more fun to drive.

      “I won’t get much,” she muttered as she got into the car.  “And I can put things that won’t fit into the trunk on the passenger seat.”

      An hour later, she pushed her very full shopping cart into the ShopFast parking lot.  I got a bit carried away, she admitted to herself as she approached Mona’s car.  She could now make dinner for herself and Daniel for the next week or more, and she had plenty of options for breakfasts and lunches as well.  Besides that, she’d stocked up on Katie’s favorite food, as it was on sale.

      She opened the trunk and frowned at the tiny space.  Sighing, she put the first two bags into the trunk, sliding them as far back as possible.  The next two bags didn’t seem to take up much space in front of them.  A moment later, she’d emptied the cart, and the trunk appeared to still have room for more.  For a moment, she was tempted to go back for a case of her favorite soda, as it had been on sale as well, but she’d bought several cases the last time it had been on sale, and she still hadn’t finished them.  After returning her cart to the cart return, she drove back to her apartment.

      It took her four trips to carry everything from the car to her door, and as she brought in the last of the bags, she shook her head.

      “There’s no way this all fit into the trunk of Mona’s car,” she said to Katie.

      “Merow,” Katie replied, clearly unconcerned.

      Fenella felt as if unpacking everything took ages.  When she was done, though, her cupboards were full, and she felt a sense of accomplishment.  Her answering machine was empty of messages, which meant Donald hadn’t called back yet.  That seemed odd, but not yet worrying.  Fenella made herself a snack, trying out two of the different types of cookies that she’d just bought with a cup of tea.  She was in the middle of a particularly gripping thriller when someone knocked on the door.

      A startled sound burst out of her, causing Katie to jump up from where she’d been sleeping in the sunshine.

      “It’s probably just Shelly,” Fenella said, trying to reassure herself as she headed for the door.  Her heart was racing, but when she looked through the peephole, her best friend was smiling back at her.

      “Hello,” she said, pulling Shelly into a hug as soon as she’d opened the door.  “I was reading the most terrifying book, and when you knocked, I was afraid the man in the black mask was at my door.”

      “And it was just me.”

      “Thank goodness for that.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I’m on my own for dinner tonight, and I was wondering if you had plans.”

      “I don’t, but I did just go grocery shopping.  I should cook something.  I could even make something for both of us.”

      “Do you want to do that?”

      Fenella thought for a moment and then shook her head.  “No, I want to go out.  Let’s go to that Indian place at the far end of the promenade.  Then we’ll have to walk home, and that will burn off all of the calories we’ve just eaten.”

      “I don’t think it’s that long of a walk, but I’m happy with that plan.  I’m also starving.  Can we go soon?”

      “I could eat,” Fenella replied with a chuckle.  “Give me five minutes to change and get ready.”

      Shelly sat down on the couch and played with Katie while Fenella got ready.  She got Katie’s dinner for her and refilled her water bowl and then changed into a dress and shoes with low heels.  The restaurant was a long walk away, but the promenade was perfectly flat, and Mona’s shoes were all comfortable.

      “Ready?”

      “Let’s go,” Shelly said.

      The pair was on the promenade, walking quickly before either spoke again.

      “We could slow down just a bit,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly laughed.  “I didn’t get lunch, so I’m starving.”

      “How could you miss an entire meal?  I never miss meals.”

      Shelly flushed.  “I was writing and I lost track of time.”

      “How is the book going?”

      Fenella knew that Shelly had been writing a romance novel with plans to try to get it published.  Shelly hadn’t mentioned it lately, though, and Fenella had suspected that it had been put to one side until after the wedding.

      “I was stuck for ages because I couldn’t work out how to get my couple back together in the end.  Your experience with Karl Carlson inspired me.”

      “It did?”

      “It did,” Shelly replied with a chuckle.  “I now have my couple bumping into each other at a new restaurant that has just opened.  While they’re standing there, pretending not to see one another, the kitchen catches on fire.  Of course, our hero is going to have to risk his life to save our heroine, and then they can live happily ever after.”

      “That sounds great.”

      “I hope so.  Once I started working on the scene, it sort of wrote itself, but I still don’t know if any of it is any good.”

      “I told you before that I’m happy to read it, but I don’t normally read a lot of romance novels.  I wonder if either of my nieces reads them.”

      “The nieces who are visiting next month?  I don’t think the book will be ready for anyone else to see by next month.”

      “Well, if you change your mind, let me know.  I’ll ask Margaret and Megan if either of them wants to read it.  And I’ll read it, of course.”

      Shelly flushed.  “Thanks, but I may never show it to anyone.  I’m just really proud of myself for writing so many words, actually.  In some ways it’s been a lot more work than I thought it would be, but in others, it’s been easy.”  She shook her head.  “That didn’t even make sense.”

      “Not really.”

      They both laughed.

      “And we’re here,” Shelly said happily as they reached the end of the promenade.  They crossed the road and then walked into the small restaurant.

      “Sit anywhere,” the woman behind the counter called in a bored voice.  They were the only customers in the restaurant.

      “Shall we sit near the windows or along a wall?” Shelly asked.

      “I don’t mind not having a sea view for dinner,” Fenella said.  “Let’s leave those tables for people who might not live right on the water.”

      Shelly crossed to a table along the restaurant’s back wall.  Fenella followed and slid into the seat opposite Shelly.  Menus were already on the table.

      “One of everything,” Shelly said after a moment.

      “We can do that,” the waitress replied with a grin.

      Shelly laughed.  “I don’t think I could really eat that much, although right now I feel as if I could.”

      “Try the Indian sample platter,” the woman suggested.  “It’s new on the menu.  Basically, the chef just puts a little bit of whatever he’s been making all day onto a plate with rice and bread.  It’s been very popular with everyone who has tried it, although very few people have managed to eat everything they’ve been given.”

      “I’ll try that,” Shelly agreed, putting down her menu.

      “Make it two,” Fenella added.  “I may not like everything on the plate, but it sounds as if there will be more than enough, even if I leave a few bits and pieces.”

      The woman nodded.  “Drinks?”

      “Soda,” Fenella replied.

      “Make it two,” Shelly said.

      Ten minutes later, as the pair discussed some of the worst books they’d ever read, the woman emerged with two huge plates full of food.

      “Two sample platters,” she said, putting them on the table.  “I’ll just get you some naan to go with it.”

      Fenella was still staring at her plate when the woman returned with a basket full of naan bread.

      “What is everything?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella listened closely as the woman identified each item on the plates.  When she was done, Fenella sighed happily.

      “It all sounds wonderful,” she said, picking up her fork.

      Half an hour later, both plates were nearly empty, and most of the bread was gone as well.  Shelly sat back and patted her stomach.

      “I ate too much, but everything was delicious.”

      “That makes two of us,” Fenella replied.  “I want to eat my last few bites, but I can’t.”

      “And now we have to walk home.”  Shelly sighed.

      “Maybe we should just sit here and let our stomachs settle for a short while first.”

      “You can sit here as long as you like,” the waitress said.  “I don’t think we’ll get busy.”

      Fenella looked around the mostly empty room.  Two couples had come in while she and Shelly had been eating, but that still left a large number of empty tables.

      “I hope it isn’t always this quiet,” Shelly said.

      The waitress shrugged.  “In the summer months, we often get tour buses that stop here.  They take up every table, and they can be very demanding.  I don’t mind the quieter months, really.  We do enough business at midday, feeding all of the people who work in the area, that we can afford to be quiet in the evenings.”

      “Well, the food was excellent,” Shelly said.

      “I’ll tell the chef.  He’ll be happy to hear that you enjoyed everything.”

      The woman cleared away their mostly empty plates and then refilled their sodas.  Fenella took a sip and then sat back.

      “How long can we sit here before it would be rude?” she asked.

      Shelly laughed.  “I think we’re okay unless they get busy.”

      The words were barely out of Shelly’s mouth when the door swung open and a large group of people walked in.  They were talking loudly among themselves, and everything that anyone said seemed to be hilarious, at least as far as the woman with the loud and obnoxious laugh was concerned.  After her third loud and shrill peal of laughter, while the restaurant’s staff were still putting tables together to accommodate the group, Fenella and Shelly had had enough.

      Fenella picked up the bill that had been left on the table.

      “How much for my half?” Shelly asked as she reached for her handbag.

      “I’ll get it,” Fenella replied.  “It’s very reasonable, and we’ll get out of here faster if I just pay.  You can argue on the walk home if you want.”

      The loud laugh began again, making Shelly nod.  “Outside,” she agreed as Fenella counted out twenty-pound notes from her wallet.

      “Here you are,” she told the waitress, handing her the check and money.  “Thank you.”

      The woman nodded.  “And thank you,” she said.

      “I hope you added a large tip,” Shelly said as they stepped outside.

      “I did.”

      “Of course you did, because you’re rich beyond everyone’s wildest dreams,” a voice said.

      Fenella gasped and turned to look at the speaker.  “I’m sorry?”

      “We all know who you are,” the older woman said.  “Some of us had to work for every penny we ever got, but all you had to do was wait for your auntie to die.”

      “I worked very hard for a great many years without any knowledge that I was Mona’s heir,” Fenella replied, struggling to keep her voice steady.  “Not that that’s any of your business.”

      “I should have expected to find Shelly Quirk with you,” the woman said.  “She spent as much time as she could with Mona, hoping to worm her way into the woman’s affections.  It worked, too, as Mona left her a million pounds.  If I’d known that Mona was that close to death, I’d have been spent more time kissing her a…”

      “Joney Beck,” Shelly interrupted.  “What are you doing here?”

      “Going to get some dinner.  I’m all on my own now, nearly all the time.  Alfred is at death’s door.”  The woman patted her eyes with a tissue.

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” Shelly said.

      “Yes, everyone is sorry, but no one truly cares.  Alfred and I have been married for decades, and I can’t even begin to imagine what my life is going to be like without him.  No one understands, though,” Joney replied.

      “I lost John after over thirty years of marriage,” Shelly told her.

      Joney waved a hand.  “From what I hear, you’ve replaced him quickly enough.”

      Shelly inhaled sharply.  “What a horrible…”

      Fenella put her hand on Shelly’s arm.  “Just ignore her,” she whispered.  “Let’s go.”

      “I’d have expected you to be having dinner with your police inspector,” Joney said to Fenella.  “Except I suppose he’s busy trying to find the evidence he’ll need to put Tammy Thomas behind bars, isn’t he?”

      “Daniel doesn’t discuss his work with me,” Fenella replied.  She took a step toward home.

      “It was all quite awful, you know,” Joney said in a confiding tone.  “Alfred has been telling me for years that he was going to have to find a policeman to confess to before he died.  He said he knew too many secrets and where too many bodies were buried and that he’d have to unburden himself before he went.”

      “Are there more shocking allegations to come, then?” Shelly asked.

      Joney shrugged.  “Only Alfred knows the answer to that.  He doesn’t talk about his work with me, same as Daniel with Fenella.”

      “Enjoy your dinner,” Fenella said as she took another step.  Shelly followed.

      “No one wants to believe Alfred, of course,” Joney complained.  “Tammy has money and social position on the island, and Alfred is just an undertaker.  Once they dig up the body and run the right tests, though, Alfred will be vindicated.  I just hope he’s still around to enjoy being proven right.”

      “What if he’s wrong?” Shelly asked.

      Joney made a face.  “He isn’t wrong.  He knows what he heard.  Tammy Thomas switched her husband’s meds on him, and she did it knowing it would kill him.  Once the police find the drugs in his system, they can arrest Tammy, and we can all sleep better at night.”

      “I don’t think it will be that easy,” Shelly said.  “Even if they find exactly what Alfred says they’ll find, the police can’t simply arrest Tammy for the murder.  They’ll have to try to find proof that she did it.”

      Joney shrugged.  “She confessed in front of Alfred.  How much more proof do they need?”

      “I’m not certain that they can simply take his word for that,” Shelly replied.

      “He wouldn’t lie about such a thing, and neither would I.  I remember how upset Alfred was when he came home that night.  He told me that he’d heard a terrible thing, but he couldn’t tell me what he’d heard.  He was so upset that I thought he might have a heart attack or a stroke.”

      “Why did you tell Dan Ross the story?” Fenella blurted out.

      Joney stared at her for a moment.  “Because he paid me handsomely to tell him what Alfred had told the police, of course.  I mean, I’d have told him anyway, because the people of this island have a right to know that Tammy Thomas killed her husband, but fortunately for me, Dan offered me a generous gratuity in exchange for the story.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m not sure he’s allowed to do that.”

      “Then he didn’t,” Joney replied quickly.  “He didn’t do anything wrong, although I am a bit annoyed that he included Alfred and me on the list of suspects.  Neither of us had any reason to kill the man, and besides, we all know that Tammy did it.”

      “That’s for the police and the courts to determine,” Shelly said.

      Joney shrugged.  “I need to get my dinner.”

      She turned around and walked into the restaurant, leaving Fenella and Shelly behind.

      “That was interesting,” Shelly said as she and Fenella began their walk home.

      “I’m not sure that’s the word I’d use.  She was rather horrible.”

      “Aren’t you glad she doesn’t still live next door to me?”

      “I can’t believe the mean things she said about you and your friendship with Mona.”

      Shelly flushed.  “I’m sure she isn’t the only person on the island who thinks I was only nice to Mona to try to get her to include me in her will.  Over the years, there had been a lot of speculation on the island as to where Mona’s money would go after her death.  I don’t think most people were even aware that she had any family in America.”

      “And her family in America was unaware that Mona was worth a fortune.  I suspect my youngest brother would have paid her a great deal more attention had he known.”

      “You mustn’t say horrible things about James.  I really enjoyed meeting him, and I thought he was charming.”

      “And he’s been doing incredibly well since his visit.  He’s finished one book and started three others.”

      “Three?  At the same time?”

      “When I last spoke to him, he told me that he has so many ideas running around in his head at the moment that he can’t think.  The only way to get the voices to be quiet is to write down their stories.  So he’s working on three different books at the same time, doing a chapter or two on one before switching to the next, and so on.  His agent has already sold two of the books as well.  Having lived frugally for decades on the proceeds from his first book, he now has more money than he knows what to do with.”

      “Good for him.”

      “He told me that he’s not all that interested in the money, which was a surprise for both of us,” Fenella said with a laugh.  “He’s just so happy that he’s writing again.  Apparently, the money is simply a bonus.”

      They walked for a few minutes longer before Shelly spoke again.

      “Mona did leave me a million pounds in her will,” she said quietly.  “I felt a bit guilty at the time, and I still feel weird about it.  I haven’t done anything with the money.  It’s just sitting in a bank account, earning a bit of interest, while I try to decide what I should do about it.”

      “Spend it.  Buy yourself wonderful things.  Travel and see the world.  Buy a new car or a new apartment or a dozen diamond bracelets.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I do want to travel, but we’ve talked about that.   I was considering using some of it to pay for the wedding, but, as I said, I feel weird about it.  I never would have befriended Mona if I’d known she was going to leave me money.  I hope you aren’t upset or angry that she left me so much.  If you don’t want to pay for the wedding, now that you know, I’ll understand.”

      Fenella stopped walking and stared at her friend.  After a moment, she shook her head.  “First of all, I’m paying for the wedding as a wedding gift to you, so please don’t make me have to go shopping for something else.  Secondly, I already knew that Mona left you a million pounds.  I was sent a copy of the will when she died.  You weren’t the only person to receive a generous bequest, and in spite of all of her generosity, Mona still left me a huge fortune.”

      “You knew?”

      “I’ve known since before I moved to the island.”

      Shelly laughed and then started to cry.

      Fenella pulled her into a hug.  “I’m not sure why you’re crying.”

      “Ever since I met you I’ve been worried that you were going to find out about the money.  I thought you’d think that I was nice to Mona only so that she’d add me to her will, as Joney said.  A lot of people on the island seemed to think that when the contents of the will were made public.”

      “That never once crossed my mind.  I believe Mona was smart enough to recognize when someone was after her money.  I’m sure that she added you to her will because she valued your friendship.  I know I value our friendship, and I never once thought that you were being nice to me only because you want me to include you in my will.”

      “If people knew you were paying for my wedding, there would be more unpleasant talk.”

      “But they know you inherited money from Mona, so let them think that you’re spending some of that money on a lavish wedding.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I shouldn’t care what people think, really.  Mona was a true and dear friend who helped me get through the most difficult time of my life.  I wasn’t interested in her money, not in the slightest.”

      “Which is why she left you some.  As I said, you weren’t the only person who received a legacy in Mona’s will.”

      “Yes, but most of the others were old friends or the children of old friends.  The entire list was on the front page of the paper, and for a few days the entire island was talking about you.  We had no idea what to expect, of course.”

      “I feel as if the entire island is still talking about me.”

      Shelly laughed.  “That’s true.”

      “One of these days, I want to sit down and go through the list of people who were named in Mona’s will.  I’d like to learn more about them all.”  And asking Mona would feel weird, Fenella added to herself.

      “I think I know nearly all of them,” Shelly replied.  “I cut out the article and tucked it away somewhere.  I’ll see if I can find it.”

      They were nearly back at their building, but Fenella was still feeling stuffed.

      “I’m going to walk a bit farther,” she said.

      “That’s a great idea.  I ate far too much.”

      “Joney seems quite certain that Tammy killed Kent,” Shelly said after a moment.  “I’m still hoping the post mortem shows that he truly did die of natural causes.”

      “That would be the best possible outcome, and it would mean that I’d get to see Daniel again for a day or two.”

      “Murder investigations keep him busy.”

      “Although this isn’t a murder investigation, not yet, anyway.  He’s just always busy,” Fenella sighed.  “I know he’s still working on finding out more about Karl and the fire as well.”

      “Or maybe he’s just out taking a walk,” Shelly suggested.

      Fenella followed Shelly’s gaze and then smiled as she spotted Daniel walking toward them.

      “Good evening,” he said when he reached them.  Then he pulled Fenella into a quick kiss.

      “Hi,” she said when he released her.

      “I rang your flat, but you didn’t answer.  I thought I’d try looking for you out here before I rang your mobile,” he told her.

      “We had dinner at the Indian place at the other end of the promenade.  They do platters now with little bits of everything.  It was delicious, but a lot of food,” she explained.

      “So now you’re walking it all off before you have pudding,” Daniel replied.

      “I wasn’t going to have pudding,” Fenella protested.  “Although I do still have some caramel apple pie at home.”

      “Caramel apple pie?  That sounds wonderful,” Shelly said.

      “Why don’t we all go back to my apartment and have some,” Fenella suggested.  “I’ll warm it up and serve it with ice cream.”

      “Suddenly, I’m not so full,” Shelly laughed.

      “I didn’t get any dinner.   Do you have anything here that I could use to make a sandwich?” Daniel asked.

      “I went grocery shopping today.  My refrigerator and cupboards are fully stocked.  You have enough to make yourself a sandwich or even something a bit nicer.”

      He shook his head.  “I wouldn’t want to eat too much, not when there’s pie and ice cream for pudding.”

      Once they reached the top floor in the building, Shelly went home to check on her cat.  “I’ll just give Smokey a treat and then I’ll be over,” she told Fenella in the corridor.

      “We’ll be here,” Fenella replied as she opened her door.

      After she’d shut it, Daniel gave her another kiss.

      “Go and help yourself to anything in the kitchen,” she told him eventually.  “I’m going to change into jeans and sweatshirt.”

      Daniel was just about to take a bite of a huge sandwich when she joined him in the kitchen a few minutes later.

      “I thought you didn’t want to eat too much,” she said with a grin.

      “There were so many things that looked good that I got a bit carried away,” he replied.  “I’ll only have a small piece of pie.”

      Fenella got the pie out of the refrigerator and popped it into the oven to warm it through.

      “So, how was your day?” she asked Daniel.

      “Quiet.  We’re still waiting for the order to exhume Kent Thomas and for the report from the fire inspector on Karl’s Kitchen.  Mostly, I caught up on paperwork.  I was two minutes away from ringing you to see if you wanted to have dinner with me when the Chief Constable requested a conversation.”

      “I hope nothing is wrong?” Fenella said questioningly.

      “No, he just wanted me to update him on everything that’s happening.”  Daniel sighed.  “Sometimes I wonder why I write so many reports, as it seems as if no one actually reads them.”

      Fenella walked around the counter and pulled him close.  “I love you,” she whispered before she kissed him.

      “Shelly’s knocking,” Daniel said a few minutes later.

      “Darn.”  Fenella used a tissue to wipe her lipstick off of Daniel’s lips before she went and let Shelly into the apartment.

      “It smells of cinnamon and sugar in here,” Shelly said as she followed Fenella into the kitchen.

      “I’m reheating the pie,” Fenella explained.  She opened the oven and inhaled the delicious smells.  “It’s probably ready.”

      Five minutes later, the trio was sitting at the counter with bowls full of pie and ice cream.

      “Have you told Daniel about our encounter with Joney Beck?” Shelly asked.

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “No, she didn’t,” he said.

      “I was going to, but I thought it was best to wait for you,” Fenella said.

      As they ate, Shelly and Fenella told Daniel everything that Joney had said.

      “Interesting,” Daniel said when they were finished.  He put his pen down next to the notebook he’d been using and took a bite of pie.

      “She seems convinced that Tammy killed Kent,” Fenella said.  “There’s a bit of me that would love to see her proved wrong.”

      “I wouldn’t mind seeing her arrested for Kent’s murder,” Shelly said quietly.

      Fenella patted her arm.  “I wish I understood why people are cruel to one another.  It isn’t as if you’ve ever done anything to hurt her.”

      “She wasn’t very nice to you, either,” Shelly pointed out.  “Some people are just mad at the world, and they take it out on everyone they meet.”

      They chatted for a while longer before Shelly glanced at her watch and sighed.  “I should go and get some sleep.  Tim and I stayed in the pub far too late last night.”

      Fenella walked her friend to the door and gave her a hug.  “I’m sure I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “I may lie in, so I won’t promise to walk with you in the morning.”

      “It’s supposed to rain, anyway.  Maybe I’ll sleep in as well.  Except Katie won’t allow it, of course.”

      Shelly laughed.  “She’s still a kitten.  She gets hungry.”

      “She’s not really a kitten any longer, even if she still looks like a kitten.”

      “She still acts like a kitten, too.”

      Fenella couldn’t argue with that.  She let Shelly out and then rejoined Daniel, who’d moved onto one of the couches in the living room.

      “You will ring me if you talk to anyone else involved in the Kent Thomas case, won’t you?”

      “Of course.  I would have rung you once Shelly and I got back from dinner tonight if we hadn’t bumped into you on the promenade.”

      “Obviously, the same goes for the Karl Carlson investigation.”

      Fenella frowned.  “About that…” she began.

      Daniel sighed and pulled out his notebook again.  Fenella told him everything that Donald had told her.

      “He told me something similar about suspecting that someone in his office may have agreed to rent Karl the property behind his back,” he said when she’d finished.

      “I assume you’ve spoken to everyone in the office and they’ve all denied having ever spoken to Karl.”

      “I have and they have.  I’m not sure how I feel about Donald’s proposal.”

      “You can’t think that I’ll be in any danger, talking to a handful of office staff about renting a space.”

      “You shouldn’t be, and it goes without saying that you shouldn’t agree to meet with any of them anywhere else on the island.”

      “What if one of them wants to show me a property?”

      Daniel frowned.  “I don’t suppose you’ll want to take me along.”

      “Not really.  There’s no way anyone is going to propose doing anything dodgy in front of a police inspector.”

      “Probably not,” he agreed.  “Go and talk to them and see what happens.  If you do need to make arrangements to meet with anyone, make sure that I know exactly who you are meeting and where and when.  And remember that I worry about you, and I love you.”

      Fenella snuggled into his arms and kissed him.  “I love you, too,” she whispered.
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      Katie woke Fenella at seven the next morning.  After getting the animal her breakfast, Fenella crawled back into bed.  A few minutes later, just as she was drifting off, Fenella heard the sound of something crashing to the floor somewhere in the apartment.  Sighing, she got back out of bed and went to see what Katie had done now.

      A large, red plastic bowl was lying in the middle of the kitchen floor.  As far as Fenella knew, she’d never seen the bowl before.

      “Where did that come from, and how did you manage to knock it down?” she asked Katie.

      “Meroow,” Katie said innocently.

      Fenella picked up the bowl and then tried to find its place in the cupboards.  There simply wasn’t any gap in any of them that was large enough for the bowl.

      Sighing, she put it on the counter and then went to take a shower.  The day had only just started, and she was already feeling a bit overwhelmed.

      When she walked back into the kitchen a few minutes later, Mona was staring at the bowl.

      “Why have you taken that out?” she asked Fenella.

      “I didn’t.  Katie knocked it out of a cupboard somewhere.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen it before.”

      “I’m not a fan of plastic, really, but Max bought me that bowl as something of a joke.  We were having popcorn with a movie one night, and I’d put the popcorn in a large glass bowl.  He teased me about being too fancy, and the next time he visited, he brought me that bowl.”

      “Where does it go?” Fenella asked, waving toward the cupboards.

      “Oh, just stick it in anywhere,” Mona replied.

      “But there isn’t any space anywhere.”

      “Try the cupboard over the refrigerator.”

      “I did,” Fenella replied.  She opened the door and then gasped.  When she’d looked earlier, the cupboard had been full of wine glasses and vases.  Now it was mostly empty.  “Just don’t ask,” she whispered to herself as she put the red bowl into the cupboard.  She shut the door and then reopened it.  The bowl was still there.

      “How are you today?” she asked Mona brightly, turning her back on the cupboard.

      “I’m very well, thank you.  I assume you’ve seen at least one person associated with the case since we last spoke?”

      “Shelly and I bumped into Joney Beck last night.”

      “Tell me everything.”

      Fenella told her aunt everything that Joney had said.

      “How horrible,” Mona said when Fenella was finished.  “Poor Shelly.  I know she feels odd about taking my money, but it wasn’t much, really, and she was a very dear friend to me, even if only for a short while.”

      “I suspect Joney is just angry that you didn’t leave anything to her or to Alfred in your will.  They were your neighbors for a short while, after all.”

      “And there’s Donald again.  I do hope you can help him,” Mona said.  A burst of fireworks accompanied her exit as the telephone began to ring.

      “Hello?”

      “I am so very sorry,” Donald said.  “You went to get a notebook and a pen and my doorbell rang.  It was my neighbor, wanting to borrow some coffee pods because she’d run out.  We were talking about coffee as we walked through my flat together, and as I walked past the phone, I hung it up without even thinking about it.  Once I’d found her the coffee she needed, Bev invited me to join her for dinner, which is why I missed you when you rang back.”

      “Bev?”

      “She’s just moved into the flat next door.  She bought it with her share of the proceeds from the sale of the house that she’d shared with her husband after they divorced recently.”

      “How recently?”

      “The divorce was final last year, actually, but selling the house took some time.  Their two sons were living with them, even though they’re both adults, and neither she nor her husband wanted to push them out too quickly.”

      “So where are they now?”

      “One moved to Devon and the other moved to Portugal.  Her ex-husband, on the other hand, also bought a flat in this building.”

      “That’s odd.”

      Donald laughed.  “I said the same thing, only more politely.”

      “And what did Bev say?”

      “That after having been married for twenty-seven years, she and her husband had very similar taste in things.  Apparently, this building was exactly the sort of place they’d once planned to buy into after the children had left home and they were ready to downsize.”

      “Surely there are other buildings in London that would have met the same criteria.”

      “No doubt, but this is one of the newest and nicest of its kind.  I suspect that Bev found her flat first and that when her ex-husband learned where she was going to be living, he rushed out and bought a flat in the same building so that she couldn’t be seen to be doing better than he was.”

      “People are strange.”

      “I’m not going to argue.”

      “So you had dinner with Bev.”

      “I did, and before you ask, I can’t see any romance developing between us, although I got the impression that Bev was willing.”

      “Because you’re smart and funny and attractive.”

      “And because she’d like nothing better than to have a new man in her life as quickly as possible to show her ex-husband that she’s landed on her feet.  He cheated, you understand.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Why do men cheat?”

      “I don’t know that we have time for that conversation today.  I’m supposed to be having lunch with a friend in four hours.”

      “Fair enough,” Fenella laughed.  “I spoke to Daniel last night about your proposal.”

      “And what did he think of the idea?”

      “He just warned me to be careful.  The ‘don’t meet anyone in dark alleys’ thing, you know.”

      “If I thought any of my staff were dangerous in any way, I would never have asked you to get involved.”

      “I know, but Daniel worries about me.”

      “I worry about you, too.  You’ve become very dear to me, and there will always be a part of me that regrets not having a chance to see where our relationship might have gone, had things been different.”

      “I’m happy we’ve stayed friends.”

      “I am as well.  I’ve always considered myself too busy to have many friends, and I’m starting to realize that I’ve been missing out.”

      “You were going to tell me about the men and women in your office.”

      “I was, and I am.  Do you have pen and paper, then?”

      “I do.”

      He took a deep breath and then sighed.  “I truly hate the thought that any one of them tried to cheat me.  I put my team together very carefully, and I rely on them to do a lot on my behalf.”

      “Let’s start with their names,” Fenella suggested.

      Donald chuckled.  “I’m sorry.  I’m waffling.  Let’s start with Joanna.  She’s been with me for over ten years, and she’d be the last person I’d suspect of doing anything behind my back.”

      “Joanna what?”

      “Oh, sorry.  She’s Joanna Poole.  She’s in her mid-fifties.  I hired her when she was looking to re-enter the workforce after having been at home with her children for many years.  She and her husband, Jack, have five kids.”

      “Five?  My goodness.”

      “Four boys and a girl.  The girl is the baby of the family.”

      “Been there, done that,” Fenella murmured.

      “You do have four older brothers, don’t you?  Joanna’s are closer together in age, though.”

      “Yes, I was an unexpected bonus, ten years after James had arrived.”

      “What else do you want to know about Joanna?”

      “What else can you tell me?  I assume she’s good at her job, otherwise you’d have replaced her a long time ago.”

      “She’s very good at her job.  I originally hired her as an assistant to the man who managed the office, but within a year, she’d replaced him.  She’s frighteningly efficient, incredibly hard working, and much, much smarter than I am.”

      “I hope you pay her well.”

      “I do.  At least, I think I do.  I believe she’s making more than her husband, and he’s quite well compensated for his work in the banking sector.”

      “So they don’t need a bit of extra money to supplement their lifestyle?”

      “I hadn’t thought about that, about someone needing extra money,” Donald said.  “All four of my office employees are generously compensated, at least as far as I’m concerned.  I hire good people and I pay them well.  That wasn’t always my policy, but I’ve learned over the years that good people are hard to find, and that it’s worth doing whatever you need to do to keep them once you’ve found them.”

      “And Joanna is good at her job.”

      “She’s excellent.  She manages the office and supervises the other three employees.”

      “What does managing the office entail?”

      “Mostly, she oversees nearly all of my business concerns on the island.  I own quite a few buildings, and she handles the rental agreements and any issues that arise.”

      “And she’s in her fifties and married with five children.”

      “Yes.  The last of her children is at university now, in Liverpool.  The older ones all scattered around the UK.  Joanna and her husband have been discussing retiring to the UK so they can be closer to their children, but she reckons that’s at least ten years into the future.”

      “Is there anything else I need to know about her?”

      “Not that immediately springs to mind.”

      “If she’s responsible for handling your rental agreements, then is she the person that Karl should have dealt with when he visited your office?”

      “Yes, but if she was busy, anyone could have helped him, at least with an initial enquiry.  I encourage everyone on my staff to help out wherever and whenever help is needed.  Thus far, it’s been a successful system that’s helped everyone to learn new things and helped keep Joanna from having to work too many extra hours.”

      “Who’s next?”

      “Elisa Hoffman has been with me for about three years.  She’s responsible for dealing with correspondence and email, and she also built and maintains my company’s website and web presence.”

      “You have a web presence?”

      “I’ll have you know that my company posts very amusing things on social media on a regular basis.  That’s all down to Elisa, of course.  I don’t know the difference between Tweetbook and SnapGram.”

      “How old is Elisa?”

      He laughed.  “She’s twenty-six.  I hired her right after she graduated from uni.  Her degree is in computer science, and she’s far too talented to be wasting her time working for me and posting drivel on social media all day, but she needs to be on the island, and I pay well.”

      “Why does she need to be on the island?”

      “She has a sister with special needs.  Their father died when Elisa was in her teens.  Their mother fought cancer for years, but she was determined to hang on until Elisa finished uni and could come back to the island to look after Emily.  She passed away a few months after Elisa finished her degree.”

      “That’s a lot of responsibility for a young woman.”

      “And Elisa does it willingly.  Her parents had a plan in place if Elisa hadn’t wanted to return to the island, but she loves Emily and wouldn’t hear of her parents making any other arrangements for her sister.”

      “I don’t think I would have done the same thing when I was that age.”

      “I know I wouldn’t have.  Taking care of Phoebe has been eye-opening, although the situation with Emily is very different to what I’m dealing with here.”

      “In spite of caring for Emily, Elisa works for you full time?”

      “Yes, although she can and sometimes does work from home.  Emily is a lovely young lady who appears perfectly normal when you first meet her.  Sadly, mentally, she hasn’t grown much past the age of eight or nine.  She’s incredibly sweet, but also very naïve and far too trusting.  Emily goes to a special program most days of the week.  Some days they make things for sale in their charity shop, but most days they simply play games and read books.”

      “That sounds lovely.”

      “It is lovely, and Emily loves it there.  Elisa stays on the island because she knows that moving Emily out of that facility would be traumatic for her.”

      “But what about what Elisa wants?”

      “She wants to do what’s best for her sister, first and foremost.  I’m sure it helps that her boyfriend adores Emily.  He grew up next door to Elisa, so he’s known both sisters for their entire lives.  They were just friends before Elisa went away to uni, but once she’d returned, they started spending more time together and slowly fell in love.”

      “And he’s also happy to stay on the island?”

      “He loves it here.  He did an Open University degree so that he didn’t have to go across to study.  Now he’s working his way up through the ranks at one of the big insurance companies on the island.  I’d hire him tomorrow if he ever decided he wanted to do something different, though.”

      “Interesting.”

      “Is it?”

      “It sounds as if you and Elisa are close.”

      Donald sighed.  “She’s almost another daughter to me, really.  I knew her parents – not well, but I knew them – and I remember watching her and Emily grow up.  Elisa is incredibly bright, and she could do amazing things with her life if she wanted to live in London.  I said that to her once, and she told me that she prefers to do her amazing things here.”

      “So you’re really hoping she isn’t the one who rented that building to Karl behind your back.”

      “I’d find it almost impossible to believe that she was the one who did it.  I pay her well, and she knows that she only needs to come and talk to me if she needs more money.  I, well, I pay for some of Emily’s needs as well, just a few little things, but it takes some of the pressure off of Elisa.”

      “You’re a much nicer person than most people give you credit for.”

      He chuckled.  “I believe the same was true of Mona.”

      “I’m sure you’re right.”

      “I can talk about Elisa all day.  As I said, I consider her family, or nearly.  We probably should talk about the rest of my staff, though.”

      “Who’s next?” Fenella asked.

      “Bobby Hartner.  He’s somewhere in his forties, and he spends his time investigating companies, on the island and elsewhere, looking for businesses that I might be interested in purchasing.  He does some other jobs for me as well, but that’s his main job description.”

      “And is he good at his job?”

      “He’s very good most of the time.  Obviously, he gets things wrong once in a while, but he’s right more than he’s wrong, and sometimes he’s very right.”

      “I don’t know that I understand what you mean.”

      “I mean, he finds little hidden gems of companies that are ripe for takeover or in need of some help in exchange for equity in the business.  I’ve been focusing more on the latter over the past few years.  I’m less interested in owning more businesses myself and more interested in simply investing in companies that are on the cusp of success.”

      “How long has Bobby worked for you?”

      “Four years.  When he first started, I was still buying businesses rather aggressively.  Bobby is part of the reason why I changed my strategy, actually, because he quickly proved himself adept at finding opportunities for investment that began to prove more lucrative than buying businesses outright can be.”

      “And he’s well compensated for his work?”

      “He’s not only well compensated, he gets shares in everything that I invest in from his recommendations.  I should add that Joanna and Elisa own shares in my business as a whole, and they are given more shares as a bonus each year.  Bobby, on the other hand, gets a little bit of equity in every business that I buy or invest in based on his advice.  I suspect he’ll be ready to retire in another ten years.  I know he’s built up a nice little nest egg.  Last year he started investing in some small businesses himself, ones that he considered for me and then decided weren’t appropriate for some reason or another.”

      “And you aren’t concerned that he’s cherry picking the best investments for himself now?”

      Donald chuckled.  “Not at all.  Firstly, I don’t much mind if he is.  I’m getting ready to retire, and I’m just about ready to stop trying to make money and simply sit back and enjoy spending what I’ve earned.  I would probably have already retired if Phoebe hadn’t had her accident.  I’m now doing everything I can to build up a trust fund that will provide for her needs after I’m gone.  Once that’s in place, I’m hoping to stop working altogether.”

      “If that was firstly, is there a secondly?”

      “Oh, the other side of that is that the first two investments that Bobby made with his own money both failed rather spectacularly.  He’s done better with his more recent ones, but he told me that he’s far too emotional when making his own investments.  He’s attracted to businesses that he’d never suggest to me for a variety of reasons.”

      “Right, so you trust him, at least as far as investments go.”

      “He has given me some bad advice from time to time as well, but for the most part, he’s right a lot more than he’s wrong.  I trust him professionally and I like him a lot as a person.”

      “What about his personal life?”

      “He’s been married and divorced twice.  He and his first wife were planning to have children, but they had fertility issues.  In the end, she left him because she blamed him, even though they’d had every test available, and everything came back as normal for both of them.  She’s been married three more times and still hasn’t fallen pregnant.”

      “Oh, dear.  The poor woman.”

      “Bobby and his second wife agreed that they didn’t want children, but then she found herself pregnant.”

      “Found herself pregnant?”

      “Yes, a full year after Bobby had had his vasectomy.”

      “Ah.  They do fail sometimes, don’t they?”

      “Maybe, but in this case the baby wasn’t Bobby’s.  He supported her though the pregnancy, while she insisted the entire time that the baby was his, but once the little boy arrived, they had DNA tests run.”

      “And the baby wasn’t his.”

      “No, it wasn’t.  His wife finally admitted that she’d had a brief affair with a neighbor.  According to Bobby, he’d never wanted children, but he would have stayed with his wife if the baby had been his.  As it was, he filed for divorce immediately.  He gave her a generous settlement though, mostly for the sake of the poor baby, who was innocent in everything that had happened.”

      “What happened next?” Fenella demanded.

      “Bobby’s ex-wife ran away with the neighbor, who left behind a wife and three kids.  Two months later, he came back and begged his wife to take him back.  Bobby isn’t sure where his ex is now.”

      “Wow.”

      “You’re going to have to pretend that you don’t know any of this when you meet everyone,” Donald reminded her.

      “I’ll try.  Maybe you shouldn’t have told me anything about any of them.”

      “Too late now.  There’s only one left.  Todd Webster has been working for me for two years.  I bought a car from him about four years ago, and after he’d talked me into a much more expensive car than I’d been planning to purchase, I told him to ring me if he ever wanted a different job.  He took me up on that two years later.”

      “And what does he do for you?”

      “He’s a salesman, really.  He does sales and marketing and sometimes deals with difficult situations.  He’s not quite thirty, has women in and out of his life so quickly that I’ve stopped keeping track, and he’s unbelievably charming.”

      “Great.  A used car salesman,” Fenella said flatly.

      “I promise you, he’s so good at sales that you end up feeling as if he did you a great favor letting you buy anything from him.”

      “It sounds as if you like him.”

      “I think Todd is great fun, and he’s very good at what he does.  I wouldn’t want him to date my daughter, but I value him as an employee.”

      “Would you want Bobby to date your daughter?”

      Donald was silent for a moment.  “That’s a tough question,” he said eventually.  “I like Bobby, and I think he has a sound head for business, but he’s already been divorced twice, and he doesn’t want children.  Before her accident, Phoebe did want children, although I’m afraid that will probably no longer be a possibility for her.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “So am I, but I’m selfish enough to be glad that Phoebe survived, whatever her future holds.”

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

      “I don’t know that I can tell you much more.  I don’t know him as well as I know the others.  He hadn’t worked for me long before Phoebe’s accident, and I haven’t been to the office more than a handful of times since.  Each of them has visited me in London at least once, but Todd came over not long after we’d first arrived here.  We had two brief meetings, and all we talked about was business.”

      “So which one do you suspect?”

      Donald sighed deeply.  “I don’t want to suspect any of them.”

      “But…”

      “If it has to be one of them, I’d prefer it to be Todd, simply because he’s the one I’ve had the least chance to get to know.  If it’s one of the others – well, I need to know, but I don’t want to know, if you understand what I mean.”

      “I do understand,” Fenella assured him.  “Tell me how the office functions.  Should I call for an appointment?  I’m not sure how that will work, though, as I need to speak to everyone, really.”

      “Don’t ring first,” Donald said.  “Your best opportunity will come if you simply turn up at the office and start asking questions.  Ideally, it will be a day when everyone is busy and they will pass you from person to person for a while.”

      “Or maybe I’ll turn up and Joanna will tell me what’s available and send me on my way.”

      “Also a possibility.  I suggest you go tomorrow morning.  Joanna comes in late on a Wednesday so you definitely won’t be able to talk to her immediately, anyway.”

      “Where is your office?”

      Donald laughed.  “I can’t believe I haven’t told you that little detail.”  He gave her the address.  “There’s a large car park outside.  I suggest you take Mona’s car.  Todd will recognize that, even if no one recognizes you.”

      “Oh?”

      “He’s a bit obsessed with cars, which is why he sold them for so long.  I have a few classic cars and one car that’s similar to Mona’s, but Mona’s is the only one of its kind on the island.  Todd and I talked about it once.  Don’t be surprised if he wants to take a close look.”

      “Maybe I can take him for a ride and get him to confess all.”

      “You can try.”  Donald sighed again.  “I’m really hoping that you’re going to talk to everyone, and no one is going to make any inappropriate suggestions, and the police will eventually discover that Karl Carlson is simply lying about everything.”

      “I hope so, too,” Fenella replied.  “I’ll be there tomorrow morning around nine, and I’ll ring you as soon as I get home.”

      “I’ll be here, unless I’m with Phoebe.  If no one answers here, ring my mobile.”

      Fenella agreed and then put the phone down.  She stared at the sheet of paper and then sighed.  “Donald cares about all of you.  I hope none of you actually tried to cheat him.”

      Feeling as if her head was spinning, Fenella decided to go for a walk.  Unfortunately, when she looked outside, it was pouring with rain.

      “There’s a gym downstairs,” she whispered to herself.  There were dozens of treadmills, and she’d never seen anyone using them.  She could walk for hours, going absolutely nowhere.

      “Or I could read a book,” she said more loudly.

      That decision made, she curled up with a book until her stomach started rumbling.  As she got Katie’s lunch ready for her, she tried to convince herself to cook something.

      “I have lots of lovely food that I could cook,” she told her pet.  “Chicken or maybe a pork chop.  I have veggies and rice and potatoes and everything I could possibly want.”

      Except fish and chips, a little voice in her head whispered.

      Sighing, Fenella grabbed her handbag and slid on some shoes.  I’ll have fish and chips for lunch and then cook myself something incredibly healthy for dinner, she told herself as she shut her door behind herself.

      Outside, the rain had finally stopped.  There was a shop nearby that had good fish and chips, but there was an even better one a short walk away.  Feeling as if the extra walk would help negate some of the calories, Fenella set off at a rapid pace toward the more distant location.

      “Hello, stranger,” a familiar voice said as Fenella strolled along the promenade.

      She stopped and then smiled brightly at Peter Cannell, who was her other next-door neighbor.

      “My goodness, I feel as if I haven’t seen you in ages,” she exclaimed.  When she’d first arrived on the island, she and Peter had gone out a few times, but the relationship had never developed past friendship.  It had been several months since they’d spoken, though, beyond a quick “hello” when passing in the corridor outside of their apartments.

      He nodded.  “I’ve been working far too much and spending every spare minute with my former wife.  I’d been working towards asking her to consider a reconciliation, but then she fell ill.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Fenella exclaimed.

      “Thank you.  She’s had a rough year, but the doctors are cautiously optimistic that she’s through the worst and on the road to recovery.  I asked her to marry me last week and she said yes.”

      “Congratulations.”

      “Thank you.  We haven’t set a date yet, but we’re planning for a simple registry office ceremony.  I’ll be putting my flat on the market soon.  After the wedding, I’ll be moving back in with my wife.”

      “I’ll be sorry to see you go, but I’m incredibly happy for you.”

      He nodded.  “I’ve enjoyed living at Promenade View, but my wife prefers the house where we lived for most of our life together.  At this point, I’d do anything to make her happy.”

      “I’m really pleased to hear that things are going well for you.”

      “But where were you headed?  I’m keeping you from something.”

      “I was just going to get some lunch,” Fenella told him.  “I’ve been craving fish and chips all morning.”

      Peter named the shop where Fenella was headed.  “I haven’t been there for years.  Best fish and chips on the island.  Would it be terribly rude of me to invite myself along?  I’ll buy you lunch in exchange for imposing my company on you.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You’re more than welcome to join me for lunch, but I’ll buy to celebrate your engagement.”

      “We can argue while we walk.”

      He fell into step with her.  After a few paces, he stopped.

      “But I haven’t congratulated you on your engagement,” he said.  “I read about it in the paper, and I kept meaning to knock on your door one day, just to congratulate you.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Daniel’s a good person.  Have you set a date yet?”

      “We haven’t.  Neither of us is in any rush, really.”

      He nodded.  “You’re both used to living on your own and making all of your own decisions.  I have some friends who have been engaged for decades with no real intention of actually getting married.  They’re both more than happy with things exactly as they are.”

      “I think Daniel and I will get married one day, but I want to get through Shelly’s wedding before I even start thinking about my own.”

      “I’m so happy for Shelly.  I remember when she first moved into the building.  She was still in shock over losing John.  Thankfully, Mona was able to help her get through those early days.  She seems incredibly happy with Tim.”

      “They make each other happy.”

      “And from what I’ve heard, the wedding is going to be one of the biggest social events on the island next year.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “It’s in January, so it might be the biggest event of the year when it happens, but I’m sure it will soon be eclipsed by much more exciting events.  Speaking of which, the invitations for my Thanksgiving dinner will be going out soon.”

      “I enjoyed Thanksgiving last year.  I’ll watch for the invitation.”

      “And Mona’s birthday party is in February,” Fenella added.  “That will be the island’s biggest social event of the year, next year.”

      Peter laughed.  “Mona always had the best parties.  I shouldn’t be surprised that she’s still having amazing events, even after her death.”

      They were only a few steps away from the fish and chip shop when Fenella heard someone calling in an oddly whispery way.

      “Peter?” the voice hissed loudly.

      Peter and Fenella stopped and looked around.

      “Peter, over here,” the voice said.

      Fenella spotted the pretty blonde who was sitting in the back of the black car parked at the curb.  She was waving through the open window at Peter, who finally spotted her a moment later.

      “Hello,” he said loudly.  He glanced back at Fenella.  “Have you ever met Tammy Thomas?” he asked.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            8

          

        

      

    

    
      Fenella tried not to look as shocked as she felt.  “No,” she replied quietly.

      Tammy waved again.

      “I wonder what she wants,” Peter murmured before he walked toward the car.  Fenella followed.

      “Tammy, hello,” Peter said when they’d reached the car.

      “Hello,” she replied.  “How are you?”

      “I’m fine.  How are you?” Peter asked.

      “I’ve been accused of murdering my husband.  How do you think I am?” Tammy snapped.  She shook her head and then sighed.  “I’m sorry.  I know none of this is your fault, but all I wanted to do was get some lunch.”

      “We had the same thought.  Tammy Thomas, this is Fenella Woods.”

      Tammy smiled tightly.  “Yes, I know who she is, and I’m sure, after yesterday, everyone on the island knows who I am as well.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella said.  “I’m sure you know that I’m engaged to Inspector Daniel Robinson.  I can assure you that he’s doing everything he can to work out exactly what happened to your husband.”

      “He died in the middle of sex with his much younger girlfriend.  The unusual exercise was too much for his heart.  He’d been telling me that his doctor advised against sex for over a year.  He’d probably told her the same thing, and she probably seduced him anyway.  Can someone be arrested for murder if they screw a man to death?”

      Fenella opened her mouth and then shut it again.  She had no idea how to reply to the other woman’s words.

      “Were you going to get fish and chips?” Peter asked after an awkward moment.

      “I was, but then I got out of the car and some man walking past waved and said something along the lines of ‘enjoy your last few meals before it’s nothing but prison food.’” Tammy replied angrily.

      “That was uncalled for,” Peter said.

      “I got back into my car and then crawled into the backseat to have a good cry, but then I started to get angry.  I was just about to try again when I saw you coming.  I thought maybe, if you don’t mind being seen with me, that I could have lunch with you two.  People might be less rude to me if I’m with friends.”

      “I don’t mind being seen with you,” Peter assured her.

      “And people are already quite rude to me,” Fenella added.  “Being seen with you can’t make things much worse.”

      Tammy laughed.  “People are rude to you because you inherited Mona’s fortune.  Doesn’t everyone dream of suddenly inheriting a huge fortune?  I think everyone on the island expected you to come over and sell all of Mona’s properties and then disappear, never to be seen again.  No one knows what to think, now that you’ve settled down here.”

      “Shall we?” Peter asked, nodding toward the restaurant.

      Tammy sighed and then shut the window and slowly got out of the car.  She shut the door and then pushed the button to lock the doors.

      “Let’s go,” she said grimly.

      “The food will be good, anyway,” Fenella suggested as they started walking.

      “I love their fish and chips.  Kent and I used to come here at least once a month for lunch.  It was one of our favorite places, and I still come fairly regularly, but on my own, now.”

      A man walking the other direction stared at Tammy for a moment and then pulled out his mobile phone.  Fenella managed to walk right in front of him as he tried to take a quick picture.  A moment later, Peter ushered the women inside.

      “Thanks,” Tammy said.  “I can’t imagine taking a picture of someone without permission, but of course, I’d never give a random stranger permission to take a picture of me, either.”

      They ordered at the counter and then found a table in the back corner of the room.  Once they were seated, with Tammy facing the wall at the back, she seemed to relax.

      “Thank you for this,” she said after her first bite.  “I’m trying so hard to simply carry on living my life, but it’s not easy.  Of course, I’ve never killed anyone, but I do think that if Alfred Beck walked in here right now, I’d be awfully tempted to punch him.”

      “I don’t believe he’s expected to leave hospital again,” Peter said.

      “I heard the same thing, but I didn’t know if it was true or not,” Tammy replied.  “My advocate and I have been discussing suing him for slander or defamation of character or something, but she’s of the opinion that we may not have time to get a case through the courts before Alfred dies.”

      “You could still sue his estate, I believe,” Peter replied.

      Tammy shrugged.  “Maybe, because I’m possibly even more angry at his wife than I am at him.  If he actually thinks that he overheard me confessing to murder, he was absolutely right to go to the police.  They could have investigated, discovered that Kent truly did die of natural causes, and that would have been the end of it.  It was Joney going to the papers that’s made my life so miserable, not Alfred’s confession to the police.”

      “So sue her,” Peter suggested.

      “As I said, I’m discussing options with my advocate.  I’m already getting horrible publicity and piles and piles of hate mail.  My advocate seems to think that anything we do to fight back should be done as quietly and discreetly as possible.  I can’t see Alfred or Joney keeping quiet, though.”

      “No, I’m fairly certain Joney would ring Dan Ross the moment she got wind of any potential lawsuit,” Peter agreed.

      “So we wait for the results of the post mortem,” Tammy sighed.  “Of course, once those are back, I’ll be completely exonerated.  I think, if Alfred were willing to apologize and his nasty wife would do the same, I’d probably just let it all go.”

      “I’m not sure I would,” Fenella said.

      “I received a lot of negative publicity when Kent died.  I was reeling from the loss of the man I loved and from discovering in a very public way that he’d been keeping a mistress for a considerable amount of time.  On top of that, people began whispering about me behind my back.  There were suggestions that I’d killed Kent because he was getting ready to leave me, or that his mistress and I had worked together to kill him to get our hands on his money.”

      “People can be terrible,” Peter said.

      “When Kent’s death was ruled a heart attack, I thought the worst of it was over.  Then I made the mistake of falling in love again,” Tammy said, blinking several times and then swiping at her eyes with the back of her hand.

      “Andrew is a good person,” Peter said.  He looked at Fenella.  “I’ve known him for years.  His father worked for several stately homes in the UK before he decided to move to the island.  When he first started his business over here, he worked all over the island, doing whatever gardening needed doing for whomever would pay him for his time.  It wasn’t long before his client list was almost exclusively the wealthiest families on the island, though.”

      “And Andrew grew up in the business,” Tammy added.  “He was pulling up weeds and pruning shrubs as soon as he could walk.  Andrew came to work for us about a year before Kent died.  By that point, he’d narrowed his client list to about three or four families, and he was only working part time.  He was making more than enough money to live comfortably with that schedule, as he’d inherited quite a lot when his father passed away.”

      “His company did some work for one of my business locations,” Peter added.  “The gardens there have never looked as good as they did when Andrew was looking after them.”

      “He loves plants and trees and being outdoors,” Tammy said.  “Even now, when he’s meant to be retired, and we have another company that comes and takes care of the gardens, he’s out in the garden nearly every day, pulling up weeds or replanting something.  I don’t know why we pay the company that’s supposed to do the work, really.”

      “Besides being brilliant with gardens, he’s a good person,” Peter added.

      Tammy smiled and then nodded.  “He’s kind and caring, and he was a huge help to me when Kent died.  I fell apart and spent months just sitting in my room, refusing to get out of bed.  He started bringing me flowers from the garden every day, just to be kind.  Neither of us expected things to go any further.”

      “I think we were all surprised by how quickly you and Andrew fell in love,” Peter said.

      Tammy flushed.  “It didn’t feel quick, not at the time.  I felt as if I’d been in mourning for years and years.  The black, dark, endless days had dragged on and on, and it wasn’t until I began to see the light again that I even noticed how much time had passed.”

      “Everyone has to deal with grief in his or her own way,” Fenella said.

      “You probably don’t know the whole story,” Tammy replied.  “Although, it was all in yesterday’s paper, of course.”

      “I skimmed the article,” Fenella admitted.

      “So do you think I’m a horrible person because I fell in love with a different man only six months after my husband died?” Tammy demanded.

      “Not at all,” Fenella said quickly.  “I’d have thought by now we should have given up on the idea of how long it’s appropriate to grieve when someone dies.”

      Tammy sighed.  “I never stopped grieving,” she said softly.  “I still miss Kent every day.  But our marriage had issues.  As I said earlier, we hadn’t had sex in over a year due to Kent’s health concerns.  At the time, I told myself that at least that meant that he wasn’t going to cheat on me, but clearly I was mistaken about that.”

      Fenella patted her arm.  “It must have been a huge shock when you found out.”

      “It was the worst day of my life and one from which I’ll never truly recover.  That doesn’t mean that I don’t still want a man in my life, though.  Perhaps I should have waited longer to get involved with Andrew, but, as I said earlier, he was kind and he was, well, he was there for me.  He let me cry on his shoulder for weeks on end, and he never once did anything to suggest that he was looking for anything other than to be a supportive friend.”

      “He sounds wonderful.”

      Tammy smiled.  “He is pretty wonderful.  Sometimes I forget how lucky I am to have him in my life.  I cried on his shoulder again last night, sobbing for hours and hours.  He’s angry with Alfred and Joney, too.  Not only have they upset me, which makes him mad, but yesterday’s paper even suggested that he might be a suspect if it turns out that Kent truly was murdered.”

      “I haven’t read the article, but I’m sure Dan Ross dreamt up some sort of ridiculous motive for Andrew,” Peter said.

      “The most basic one of all.  He suggested that Andrew and I were having an affair before Kent died, and that Andrew killed him so that we could be together,” Tammy replied.

      “Which is nonsense,” Peter said firmly.

      “Of course it is.  I barely even knew Andrew before Kent died.  Of course, I knew we had staff that looked after the gardens, but I rarely spent any time in them.  It wasn’t until after Kent’s death, when Andrew started bringing me flowers, that I truly got to know him.”

      “Of course, he knew who you were,” Fenella said.

      Tammy nodded.  “And that was Dan Ross’s other suggestion.  That maybe Andrew had fallen in love with me from afar and got rid of Kent so he could start a relationship with me.”

      “Another preposterous notion,” Peter said.

      “The thing is,” Tammy said in a low voice, “if I had met Andrew in the weeks or months before Kent died, I might have been tempted to start an affair with him.  My, um, needs weren’t being met, and I was starting to get quite fed up about that.  I didn’t want to divorce Kent.  I still loved Kent dearly, but if Andrew had come along and offered me some no-strings-attached fun, I might have agreed.  He didn’t, because he was barely aware of my existence.  I was just the wife of one of his customers.”

      “So if Kent was murdered, who might have killed him?” Fenella asked after a moment.

      Tammy stared at her and then shook her head.  “No one wanted him dead.  Everyone loved Kent.  He was kind and caring and wonderful.  Okay, he could be selfish and self-absorbed and unintentionally cruel, but mostly he was wonderful.”

      “He wasn’t happy with the way the business was being managed,” Peter said.  “We spoke a few weeks before he died, and he told me he was thinking about completely restructuring the company.”

      “He never talked about his work with me,” Tammy told him.  “He said he wanted home to be a place where he could get away from the demands of work.  I rarely met any of his employees, and we had very limited social interaction with them as well.”

      “You must have known Stanley Woods,” Peter said.

      “Yes, but not well, not really.  As I said, Kent tried to keep work and home separate.  Stanley did come to dinner once in a while, but Kent always insisted that they talk about anything other than work while dining at our home.  In the last year that Kent was alive, I don’t think I saw Stanley more than half a dozen times.”

      “Had you previously seen more of him?” Fenella asked.

      “I’d been Kent’s administrative assistant before we got married.  In those days, I spent a lot of time with Stanley, but once Kent and I were married, I stopped working.”

      “And Kent didn’t mind?” Fenella wondered.

      Tammy laughed.  “Kent insisted on it.  At first, I suggested that I could keep working, at least a few days a week.  I enjoyed my job, and I loved spending all that time with Kent, but, as I said, he preferred to keep home and work separate, so once we were married, he insisted that I stop working and stop spending time with my former work colleagues as well.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Did you want to keep spending time with them?”

      “There were a few people that I’d become friendly with over the years,” Tammy explained.  “We used to go out around once a month, for dinner and drinks.  Kent asked me to stop seeing them, mostly because he wanted us to spend as much time together as possible.  It was flattering at the time, really.”

      “Had Kent been seeing less of Stanley?” Fenella wondered.

      Tammy picked up her drink and took a sip.  “Now that you mention it, yes,” she said eventually.  “When we were first married, Stanley used to come to dinner at least a few times a month.  Over the years, that dwindled.  As I said earlier, I barely saw him in the last year that Kent was alive.”

      “Dan speculated that he and Kent might have had a falling out,” Peter said.

      “As much as I hate to credit anything that Dan Ross says, he may be right about that,” Tammy admitted.  “You said yourself that Kent was thinking about restructuring the business.  I’d be willing to bet that if he had done any restructuring, he’d have eliminated Stanley’s position.”

      “Did Kent want to be more involved in running the company?” Fenella asked.

      “Ah, that rather depended on what day it was,” Tammy replied with a sigh.  “Some days he’d get up and start talking about taking back complete control of the company that his father had built.  He’d go into the office early in the morning and he’d stay all day.  Other days, when his alarm went off, he’d roll over and go back to sleep and then stay home all day.”

      “How frustrating for you,” Fenella remarked.

      Tammy chuckled.  “I never complained, whichever Kent I woke up with.  He spoiled me, financially anyway, and he was kind and caring, in his own way.  It still hurts that he cheated on me, even after all this time, but I tell myself that he was simply seeing her to add some variety to his life.  Maybe the relationship was mostly platonic.  Ours was, after all.  If he hadn’t been naked when the ambulance arrived, I’d almost believe that he wasn’t actually having sex with her.”

      “If Kent was serious about restructuring, would that have given Stanley a motive to kill him?” Fenella wondered.

      “That rather depends on whether Stanley knew what was in Kent’s will or not,” Tammy replied.

      “What was in Kent’s will?” Fenella asked.

      Tammy laughed.  “Of course, you weren’t living on the island when Kent died.  I’m surprised that the paper didn’t reprint the entire thing, actually, but maybe they’re waiting to include it in the next edition.  It was front-page news when it was read.”

      Peter patted Tammy’s arm.  “It’s a small island.  Just about everything that happens is front page news.”

      Tammy nodded.  “Kent left me a lump sum and the house that we’d shared.  He left his mistress five million pounds.  Besides those two bequests, he left smaller amounts to some of his friends and to some of his staff.  Because his children weren’t interested in the business in the slightest, he instructed his executors to sell everything, aside from the house he’d left me.  The proceeds from the sale were used to pay the various bequests.  Everything that was left was divided evenly between the children.”

      “Did you get to know them at all?” Fenella asked.

      “They came to our wedding,” Tammy told her.  “We got married in Spain, because Kent wanted to get away from the island’s gossips.  He paid for the children to come and celebrate with us.”

      “That sounds as if it might have been awkward,” Fenella said.

      Tammy nodded.  “They are both older than I am and neither of them seemed at all interested in being there.  I got the impression that Kent had invited them to join him for a holiday in Spain and, um, forgot to mention that he was going to be getting married during the holiday.”

      “How awful for you,” Fenella exclaimed.

      “Aphrodite was reasonably pleasant.  She seemed to understand that her father had put me in an impossible situation.  Apollo, um, he made a few inappropriate suggestions and, when I refused his propositions, ignored me for the rest of the fortnight.”

      “You were marrying his father,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, but he didn’t see why we couldn’t have a bit of fun first,” Tammy told her.  “He told me I was too young and pretty to tie myself to an old man who’d fail to meet my needs.  I laughed, because at that time Kent and I had a more than satisfying sex life.  It turned out that Apollo was right in the end.”

      “Have you seen either of them since the wedding?” Fenella asked.

      “I have not.  Kent went and visited them both in Canada a couple of times during the years we were together.  He invited me to come along, but having met the children, the last thing I wanted to do was meet their mother,” Tammy said flatly.

      “When was Kent’s last visit to Canada?” Peter wondered.

      “Two years or more before he died.  He was talking about booking another trip, actually, but he hadn’t actually made any plans.”

      “You said earlier that you thought that Lara had killed him,” Fenella said.

      Tammy winced.  “I don’t like to hear that woman’s name,” she said sharply.  “I never use it and I never will.  Whether her actions contributed to Kent’s death or not, her very existence broke my heart.  I still can’t quite believe that he was cheating on me, and that he not only had a mistress, but that he was keeping her in a fancy flat and paying all of her bills.”  She stopped and then dug into her handbag for a tissue.

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said as Tammy wiped her eyes.

      “I knew Kent had cheated on his first wife.  We had long conversations about it, actually.  I told him that I’d leave him if I ever found out that he was cheating.  I don’t know if he believed me or not, though.  And I don’t know that I actually would have done it, for that matter.  I loved Kent Thomas far more than he deserved, really.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella repeated herself.

      Tammy took a deep breath.  “I’d love to think that his mistress killed him,” she said.  “If the police had been able to prove that at the time, she never would have been allowed to inherit a single penny.  That would have been incredibly satisfying for me.”

      “Do you think it’s possible she did kill him?”

      “I suggested at the time that she be prosecuted for having sex with him against the advice of his doctor, but my advocate said that we’d have to be able to prove in court that she knew about his medical concerns.  Knowing Kent, he never would have mentioned anything to anyone about his heart trouble, least of all his mistress.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Dan had a very long list of suspects, but I can’t remember any of the other names on the list.”

      “Michael Potter was there,” Tammy said.  “Which was interesting.”

      “Why?” Peter and Fenella asked at the same time.

      “He and Kent had been friends for years, since boarding school, actually.  Then, one day, not long before Kent’s second wife died, they had a huge falling out.  I’d never even heard the man’s name until about a month before Kent died.”

      “What happened then?” Fenella demanded when Tammy stopped talking and shifted her gaze upwards.

      Tammy shook her head. “Sorry, I was a million miles away for a moment there.  Kent came home from work one day and told me that Michael Potter was coming to the island.  I had no idea who he was, so I didn’t know if that was good or bad news.  Kent didn’t seem sure, either, though.”

      “I met Michael many times over the years,” Peter said.  “I always found him pleasant enough.”

      “Kent didn’t want to talk about Michael, but I did get him to tell me a few things.  As I said earlier, they’d been friends since boarding school, but they’d had a falling out.  Nothing I said could convince Kent to tell me why they’d argued, but I did find out that Michael was coming to the island because he was considering investing in a new retail park project.”

      “In 2007?” Peter asked.   When Tammy nodded, he looked at Fenella.  “The proposal was for a large retail park just outside of the airport.  A developer thought that the island could attract retail tourists, people who would fly here simply to shop.  It wasn’t the first time such a thing had been proposed.  George Quayle and some partners actually broke ground on a development years earlier, but George’s partners seemed to come and go regularly, and in the end, nothing was actually built.”

      “And nothing has been built in the years since,” Tammy added.  “Michael was interested in the project, but in the end he decided not to invest, and after a while the entire idea was dropped.”

      “Did you get to meet Michael while he was here, then?” Peter asked.

      “He stayed at the Seaview in Ramsey.  After our initial conversation about the man, Kent didn’t mention him again until the night he came home and told me that we were having dinner at the Seaview.”

      “Did he often surprise you in that way?” Fenella wondered.

      “At least a couple of times a week.  I’d learned not to have our chef start preparing our meals until Kent was home for the night.  More than one meal ended up in the rubbish before I learned that lesson in the first few months of our marriage.”

      “So he came home and said you were having dinner at the Seaview,” Peter said, clearly eager to hear the rest of the story.

      “Yes, and when we got there, we were escorted to a private dining room.  Michael was already there, waiting for us,” Tammy continued.

      “And Kent hadn’t mentioned that he was going to be there,” Fenella guessed.

      “He had not.  We walked into the room and the tension was incredible.  I guessed who the man was before Kent introduced us, and it was immediately obvious that both Kent and Michael were still angry with one another.”

      “What happened next?” Peter asked.

      “We had dinner together.  I sat between the two men and spent most of the night talking to Michael.  He was charming and witty and I truly enjoyed his company, even though I could feel Kent glaring at me every time I spoke to Michael.”

      “That must have made for a long evening,” Fenella commented.

      “It did.  After we’d finished, while we were waiting for pudding, actually, I needed a break.  I wasn’t certain if the two were going to make up or come to blows while I was away, but I simply needed a moment away from the tension.  When I got back, though, the air had cleared and the pair were, at least seemingly, the closest of friends again.”

      “Oh, to have been a fly on the wall,” Fenella said.

      Tammy laughed.  “Exactly.  I’ve no idea what was said or how they resolved a fifteen-year-old argument in less than ten minutes, but they were laughing and talking together when I got back, and that continued through pudding and then over several bottles of wine.  We didn’t end up leaving until the Seaview’s manager told us they were closing the restaurant.  He offered us the use of another room, but I was exhausted and I nearly begged Kent to go home.”

      “Did you ever see Michael again?” Peter asked.

      “Kent saw him several more times while Michael was still on the island, but they didn’t include me in their lunches or dinners,” she replied with a frown.  “Kent reminded me that I’d been bored to bits while he and Michael had talked over old times.  He insisted that he wasn’t inviting me out of kindness, and to some extent, I agreed.  The pair had spent a great deal of time talking about Kent’s first two wives, and that was incredibly uncomfortable for me.”

      Fenella frowned.  “What did you think of Michael?”

      “He was charming, and he told fascinating stories about his life.  He’d traveled extensively and he’d had many adventures.  Later, when Kent and I were back at home, Kent suggested that Michael may have been exaggerating in some of his stories, but that didn’t make them any less entertaining to listen to.”

      “Can you imagine any reason why Michael would have wanted to kill Kent?” Fenella asked.

      “If I knew what they’d fought about all those years earlier, maybe I could answer that question.  It seems entirely possible that Michael was only pretending to have made up with Kent. Maybe he was still secretly angry about whatever had caused the fight.  Perhaps he’d come back to the island intent on getting his revenge.”

      “We should go,” Peter suggested.

      Fenella looked up and frowned.  There was a long queue at the counter and every table was full.  They’d finished eating some time earlier and had been taking up table space ever since.  She flushed and then got to her feet, gathering up their garbage as quickly as she could.

      “I’ll take care of that,” a member of the restaurant’s staff said.  “Thanks.”

      Peter took Tammy’s arm and led her out of the building.  Tammy kept her head up, her eyes on the door.  Fenella followed.  Back outside, a light rain was falling.

      “And now we have to walk home,” Peter laughed.

      “I can give you a ride, if you’d like,” Tammy offered.  “I’m going that way, anyway.”

      “I can walk,” Fenella said.

      “But we were still talking about the suspects in Kent’s murder,” Tammy objected.  “I’d appreciate a chance to finish the conversation.”

      Fenella climbed into the passenger seat of Tammy’s car.  Peter got into the back seat as Tammy slid behind the wheel.

      “Is there anyone else on the suspect list?” Fenella asked as Tammy pulled out of her parking space.

      “Dan mentions both Alfred and Joney Beck.  I’d love it if they could both be put into prison for the rest of their lives,” Tammy told her.

      “But what sort of motive did either of them have?” Peter asked.

      Tammy shrugged.  “Kent had made all of his funeral arrangements himself, years before I’d even met him.  He said, after Gloria died, that he’d realized how difficult that time can be, and he wanted to save his family and friends from having to make tough decisions at such a difficult time.”

      “That’s very sensible,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, but maybe Alfred was tired of waiting for him to actually get around to dying,” Tammy suggested.  “Maybe he was having a slow week and thought it would be good to get Kent in and out in case he got busy later.”

      Fenella shuddered.  “What a horrible thought.”

      “Dan also suggested Janice Mortimer, who’d been the assistant to Kent’s second wife, although why she’d needed an assistant is beyond me.  Janice went with them to the UK when they went for Gloria’s treatments, and she never came back to the island. I suppose I should say that, as far as I’m aware, she never came back,” Tammy said.

      “I knew Janice, not well, but she used to go everywhere with Gloria,” Peter said.  “She was quiet and unassuming, and I can’t imagine why she’d want to kill Kent, especially not fifteen years after she’d last seen him.”

      Tammy pulled the car to a stop in front of their building.  “Dan also named Nigel Roberts, who is a lovely and sweet man.  I’ll never believe that Nigel had anything to do with Kent’s death.”

      “I’ll concur.  We used to have small events at the hotel that Nigel managed, and he was always an excellent person with whom to work.  I can’t even imagine why he’s on Dan’s list,” Peter said.

      “And then there was someone called Tony Turner,” Tammy added.  “I’ve never met the man, and the first time I heard of him was in yesterday’s paper.”

      “I really hope that Kent died of natural causes,” Fenella said as she opened her door.

      “Thank you,” Tammy replied.

      “It was nice meeting you,” Fenella added.

      “Yes, nice meeting you as well,” Tammy said.  Peter and Fenella stood on the sidewalk and watched as Tammy drove away.
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      “It was lovely to see you,” Peter said as Fenella turned toward their apartment building.  “I actually need to go back to work, but I really enjoyed having lunch with you.”

      “I enjoyed it, too.  Congratulations again on your engagement.”

      He beamed at her.  “Thank you.  If we decide to have any more than a handful of guests, I’d love to have you and Daniel at the wedding.”

      “Whether we get invited or not, I want to get you and your wife something to mark the occasion.  Have a think about what you want or need.”

      “I don’t think we need anything, but there may be one or two little things that we want.”

      Fenella gave him a quick hug and then watched as he turned and began to walk down the sidewalk.  The rain had stopped momentarily, but she doubted that he’d get all the way to his office before it started again.  As big heavy raindrops began to fall, she ran into the building.

      Katie greeted her with more affection than normal, making Fenella immediately suspicious that her pet had done something she shouldn’t have while Fenella had been out.  A quick check revealed that both bathroom doors were shut, so at least the animal hadn’t shredded an entire roll of toilet paper again, as she had in the past.

      “Maybe you just missed me,” she said as she scratched behind Katie’s ears.

      Katie purred happily for a minute or two and then decided that she’d had enough.

      “And now I must call Daniel,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “He’s going to be unhappy that I spoke to Tammy, but it wasn’t as if I went out looking for her.  It was only because I was with Peter that she spoke to me, and I ran into Peter entirely coincidentally.”

      As she reached for the phone, she could hear music playing quietly somewhere.  Frowning, she looked around as the music got louder.  Fenella started to laugh when she recognized the tune.  Mona appeared a moment later.

      “You really should always play the Ghostbusters theme song just before you appear,” Fenella told her.  “That was brilliant.”

      Mona chuckled.  “I thought it might make you smile.”

      “I’m glad you’re here, too, as I need to ring Daniel.”

      “To tell him about your meeting with Tammy.”

      “How did you know that?  Did you have a hand in our meeting?”

      “What could I possibly have done?” Mona asked.

      Fenella frowned.  “I don’t know, but I’m pretty sure you did something.”

      Mona smiled enigmatically.  “I hope you learned something interesting from the widow.”

      “I don’t know that I learned anything interesting, but she was certainly eager to talk.”

      “Excellent.  I thought she might be, under the circumstances.”

      “If you didn’t arrange the meeting, how did you know that I’d seen her?” Fenella asked suspiciously.

      “I watched you and Peter get out of her car.  How is Peter?”

      “He’s fine.  He and his first wife are getting married again.”

      Mona nodded.  “That’s good news.  They belong together, even if he was a bit foolish for a short while.”

      “He divorced her and married someone else.  That’s more than a bit foolish.”

      “Yes, I suppose so, but now they’ll get to live happily ever after.  But you were going to ring Daniel.”

      “Hello?” the familiar voice said a moment later.

      “I thought I’d get your voice mail,” Fenella said.

      “I’ve been spending a lot of time in the office this week.  We can’t do much of anything until we have the results of the post mortem.  If those are inconclusive, then we’ll be at a dead end, really.”

      “It will be Alfred’s word against Tammy’s.”

      “Exactly, and I’m not certain which one of them I’d believe.”

      “I’d like to believe Tammy.  She seemed genuine and truly sad about her husband’s death when I met her today.”

      Daniel sighed.  “You met Tammy today.”

      “I went to get fish and chips, and while I was walking along the promenade, I bumped into Peter.”

      “Peter?”

      “Peter Cannell, my next-door neighbor.”

      “How is Peter?”

      Fenella told him Peter’s news.  “Anyway, Peter asked if he could join me for lunch, but when we got to the restaurant, this pretty blonde started waving to Peter from her car.”

      “Tammy?”

      “Exactly.  We spoke to her for a minute or two, and then we all went into the restaurant and had lunch together.”

      “You and Peter and Tammy Thomas?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’m going to stop you there,” Daniel said.  “I’m going to need a formal statement from you, and I’d rather not try to do that over the phone.  I have a couple of meetings this afternoon, but I can probably be at your flat around four to take your statement, if that works for you.”

      “That’s fine,” Fenella assured him.  “Do you want me to make something for dinner?”

      “I’d love that.  We could open a bottle of wine after we’re done with your statement.”

      “Wonderful.  I’ll see you around four.”

      “I’m looking forward to it.”

      Fenella put the phone down and grinned at her aunt.  “It looks as if you’re going to have to wait a short while before you get to hear what Tammy had to say.”

      “I’ll go and get my nails done.  I’ll be back at four,” Mona replied.

      As the room filled with blue smoke, Mona faded away.

      “Maybe a bit less smoke next time,” Fenella said loudly, waving her hand to try to get rid of smoke that seemed to be everywhere.

      It took several minutes for the room to clear completely.  In the kitchen, Fenella decided to make a tray of lasagna.  Twenty minutes later, she put her largest casserole dish, filled with layers of pasta, sauce, and cheese, into the oven and set a timer.

      “It will be ready early, but the oven will keep it nice and warm,” she told Katie.  The book she’d been reading earlier was still sitting next to her favorite chair, so she went back to it, filling the time before Daniel was due to arrive.

      He did so at twenty past four, greeting her with a hug and a kiss.

      “And now no more of that until I’ve taken your statement,” he said as he released her.  “I’m here on police business first, but hopefully that won’t take long.”

      “Do we need to sit down somewhere for my statement, or can you take it while I prepare an apple crumble?” she asked.

      He chuckled.  “Do I get any of the apple crumble?”

      “It’s for after our dinner.”

      “In that case, you may put the crumble together while we talk.”

      As they walked into the kitchen, Fenella could hear the opening notes of another familiar song.

      “I Always Feel Like Somebody’s Watching Me,” she blurted out.

      Daniel looked surprised.  “Is that part of your official statement or just a comment on life in general?”

      Fenella chuckled, but Mona was laughing heartily as she slid onto the stool next to Daniel’s at the counter.

      “Neither,” Fenella replied.  “I heard a snippet of the song earlier today, and I’ve just now realized what song it was.”

      She got out a large glass pan and then began to peel apples while Daniel pulled out his notebook and a pen.

      “You told me that you’d met Peter as you were on your way to the chippy,” Daniel said.  “Tell me how that happened.”

      “I was walking along and I heard someone calling my name.  I assume Peter had just walked out of his office building and spotted me.”

      Daniel made a note.  “Just tell me everything that happened.  I’ll try not to interrupt.”

      Fenella sliced apples and mixed up crumble topping while she did her best to repeat the conversation she and Peter had had with Tammy.  “And then Tammy drove off and Peter headed back to work,” she finally concluded after the crumble was in the oven.

      Daniel put his pen down.  “I should ask you dozens of questions, but I’m starving, and the lasagna smells wonderful.”

      Fenella had taken it out of the oven when she’d put the crumble in.  Now she cut them each a generous portion.  She put a large bowl of salad on the table and then got out a bottle of wine.

      “This is delicious,” Daniel said after his first few bites.  “Thank you.”

      “I don’t know why I don’t cook more often,” Fenella replied.  “It wasn’t difficult to put it all together, it simply took a bit of time.  I’ve nothing else to do with my time, though, really.”

      “Except talk to witnesses,” Mona suggested.

      “That isn’t my job,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel looked up from his plate.  “What isn’t your job?”

      Fenella flushed as Mona laughed.  “I was just thinking out loud,” she said after a moment.  “Just ignore me.”

      He smiled and then reached across the table and patted her hand.  “Never.”

      “Do you have questions about the conversation I had with Tammy?” Fenella asked after she’d eaten all of her salad and half of her lasagna.

      “I do,” Mona said.

      Daniel shook his head.  “I may, if it turns out that Kent was actually murdered, but at this point we aren’t actually investigating anything.  I have your statement for the record.  We’ll worry about the rest another time.”

      “Do you think Kent was murdered?” she asked.

      He sighed.  “I wish I knew.  I’ve read through the case file from the original investigation.  Lara rang 999 when Kent died, and a constable was sent to the scene.  According to his report, there didn’t seem to be anything unusual about the man’s sudden death – aside, perhaps, from the fact that he was in bed, naked, in the middle of the day.”

      “And no one has questioned the cause of the man’s death for over ten years,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “But something feels off,” Daniel replied.  “I don’t know what it is, but something feels wrong somewhere.  Maybe it’s the huge number of suspects that Dan Ross was able to list almost effortlessly.  Maybe it’s just because there was so much money involved.  I’m not certain, but something about the entire case feels wrong to me.”

      “So Kent was murdered,” Fenella said.

      “Of course he was,” Mona interjected.  “And whoever did it must be getting very nervous.”

      “I didn’t say that,” Daniel countered.  “Let’s just say that if the post mortem reveals what Alfred is claiming it will reveal, I won’t be terribly surprised.”

      “But if it does, that should mean that Tammy killed him,” Fenella argued.

      “Or it could mean that Alfred overheard someone else talking about how he’d killed Kent and decided to put the blame on Tammy,” Mona said.  “Or maybe he’s simply old and confused and he’s forgotten who he actually overheard.”

      “Not necessarily,” Daniel said.  “If Kent was murdered, we’ll conduct a full investigation.  Tammy will obviously be on the list of suspects, but she’s only one person on what is proving to be a long list.  We’ll never get a conviction based on the dying words of Alfred Beck.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Maybe we should talk about something more pleasant.”

      “And maybe we should have some apple crumble.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Are you still hungry?  There’s more lasagna.”

      “I’m not still hungry, but I did save a little bit of room for crumble.”

      “I still have some of the ice cream that we had with the pie,” Fenella offered as she scooped crumble into bowls.

      “That sounds good.”

      They talked about the weather and apples and ice cream while they ate.  After a short while, Mona yawned and then slowly faded away.

      “You were supposed to go and talk to the men and women in Donald’s office,” Daniel recalled as he and Fenella washed and dried the dishes.

      “I forgot to tell you about that.  He called me back this morning.  I’m going to the office tomorrow morning.”

      “Tell me about the people you’re hoping to meet.”

      Fenella told him everything that she could remember from what Donald had told her.  She was nearly finished when she spotted Mona standing in the corner.

      “I nearly missed this,” Mona complained when Fenella was finished.  “All that boring chatter earlier nearly put me to sleep.  I didn’t realize you were saving the really interesting things for later.”

      Sorry we bored you, Fenella thought.  But what’s so interesting about Donald’s staff?

      “One of them is connected to Karl Carlson, whatever his real name is,” Mona replied.

      Fenella frowned.  Stop reading my mind, she thought.

      “You’re frowning,” Daniel said.  “Is something wrong?”

      “No, not at all.  I was just thinking about the men and women I’m going to meet tomorrow.  Donald is going to be very upset if any of them try to rent me a place behind his back.”

      “From what you’ve said, it sounds as if he trusts his employees completely.”

      “I think he does, and it’s sad to think that one of them has broken his trust.”

      “I’m going to try to have a conversation with Karl Carlson tomorrow,” Daniel told her.  “Assuming he truly is staying where he claimed to be staying when he gave us his statement.”

      “What if you can’t find him?”

      “At the moment, he’s not been arrested.  He’s simply a person of interest in an ongoing investigation.  Again, I’m waiting for reports before I can do much of anything.”

      Fenella could hear the frustration in his voice.  She pulled him into a hug.  “For now, while you wait, you could kiss me,” she suggested in a whisper.

      As Daniel lowered his lips to hers, Fenella heard a loud popping noise.  A puff of purple smoke appeared behind Daniel’s head as Mona vanished.
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      “I killed Karl,” Tammy said with a laugh.  “Obviously, I killed Kent, too, but that was a long time ago.  No one caught me at the time, so I should be allowed to get away with it, don’t you think?”

      “No,” Fenella replied sharply.

      Tammy shrugged.  “But I did get away with it, for a long time, anyway.  I’ve been living my best life, in the house that Kent left me, with the man I truly love.  It was totally worth it, killing Kent.  I’d been in love with Andrew for ages.”

      “You had?”

      “He’s a lot younger than Kent was, much closer to my age, and we have such a wonderful time in bed together.”

      “But what about Karl?”

      Tammy looked confused.  “Karl?  Oh, the guy with the restaurant.  I’m not sure why I killed him or how I managed it.  Kent was easy, because I simply had to mix up his medications.  He never paid any attention to what he was supposed to take when.  I put everything into little compartments for him, one for each day of the week, and he simply took whatever he found in the compartment each morning.”

      “But what about Karl?” Fenella demanded.

      Tammy sighed.  “I don’t actually know anything about Karl.  You’re the one who is mixing up the two cases in your own head.  I’d appreciate it if you’d only dream about me in conjunction with Kent’s death, but obviously I can’t control your dreams.”

      “Neither can I.”

      Tammy laughed.  “No, I suppose you can’t.  And I’m the only one in your dream tonight because you haven’t met any of the other suspects, I suppose.  You’ve seen pictures of them, but that isn’t the same thing at all.”

      “If this is just a dream, then I want you to go away,” Fenella said firmly.

      “But if I go, you’ll never find out what happened to Karl.”

      “I thought you said that you didn’t know anything about Karl.”

      “Maybe I was lying.  People do that, they lie, you know.  You can’t trust anyone.”

      “I trust Daniel.”

      Tammy shook her head.  “I trusted Kent for a long time, but that was a mistake.  Men can’t be trusted, especially not men like Karl.  Or maybe it should be men like Kent.  You really are confused, aren’t you?”

      Fenella nodded  “I’m very confused,” she admitted.  “And I want to wake up.”  She opened her eyes and then blinked several times.

      “Meroww,” Katie said from her space in the center of the bed.

      “Sorry,” Fenella replied.  She looked at the clock and sighed.  It was half past two, and it seemed unlikely that she’d get back to sleep now, not after that unsettling dream.  With that thought in her head, she rolled over and shut her eyes.
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      Katie was tapping on her nose.  Fenella opened one eye and squinted at the clock.

      “How did it get to seven?” she asked.

      “Meewww,” Katie replied before jumping off the bed and disappearing into the kitchen.

      “Maybe my dream was trying to tell me something,” Fenella said to Katie as she opened a tin of cat food.  “Maybe there’s some connection between Karl and Kent.”

      “What sort of connection?”

      Fenella jumped and spilled the water she’d been using to fill the coffee maker all over herself and the counter.

      “Oh dear,” Mona said.  “You are jumpy today.”

      “What happened to the music?” Fenella demanded as she grabbed paper towels.

      “I forgot when I overheard what you said about Karl and Kent.  Do you think the two cases are connected?”

      Fenella sighed.  “I had a strange dream about Tammy.  She told me that she’d murdered Karl, or maybe it was Kent.  She wasn’t sure, and she accused me of mixing up the two cases in my head.”

      “Are you mixing up the two cases in your head?”

      “I didn’t think so, but that made me start to wonder if it’s possible that the cases are connected in some way.”

      “You need to keep that in mind today, while you’re talking to the men and women in Donald’s office.”

      “I can’t imagine what the connection could be.”

      “Maybe Karl is really Apollo or maybe he’s Michael Potter’s son or someone else’s distant cousin.  The possibilities are endless.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Let’s hope Daniel doesn’t start trying to connect the cases.  If he decides there could be a link between them, he’s going to try to stop me from talking to the men and women in Donald’s office.”

      Mona frowned.  “You should hurry and get over there before Daniel rings.”

      “Do you think he’s likely to call?”

      “Not at the moment,” Mona said with a self-satisfied grin.

      “Have you just broken Daniel’s phone?” Fenella demanded.

      Mona chuckled.  “You do want to talk to the men and women in Donald’s office, don’t you?”

      Fenella frowned and then nodded.  “I need to go and get ready.  What should I wear?”

      “The blue dress, of course,” Mona replied.  “It’s perfect for a morning of looking for just the right place for a shop for your nieces.”

      “If only either of them had the slightest interest in opening a shop over here,” Fenella said under her breath as she walked back into her bedroom.

      An hour later, she was ready to go.  She turned slowly in front of the mirror and then sighed.  “This truly is the perfect dress for today.  Why haven’t I ever seen it before?  I can think of dozens of other times when I could have worn it.”

      “One day you should go through the wardrobe and look at every outfit,” Mona suggested.  “It’s a larger wardrobe than it looks.  It holds a tremendous number of things.”

      “And yet there seems to be so much space inside it,” Fenella marveled.  “I know, it’s just a bit of magic.”

      Mona chuckled.  “Do you believe in magic?” she asked.

      “As much as I believe in ghosts,” Fenella replied.

      Mona was still laughing as she disappeared behind a small display of fireworks.

      Fenella checked the time and then picked up her handbag and her car keys.  “Here goes nothing,” she told Katie, who was stretched out in front of the windows.  “Be a good kitten while I’m gone,” she added.  Katie didn’t even acknowledge her words.

      As she wasn’t planning on buying anything, today was the perfect day to take Mona’s car on her errands.  Donald’s office wasn’t far away, but Fenella drove a mile or two out of her way before circling back to where she needed to go.  The building’s parking lot was most empty.  Fenella locked her car and then found herself dragging her feet as she headed for the front door.

      “’Donaldson Enterprises,’” she read from the sign next to the elevators.  “Of course, Donald’s office is on the top floor.”

      The door to the office was standing open.  A long reception desk filled most of the space in the small room.  There was no one behind it.  Fenella looked around, hoping to see a buzzer or something.  A moment later, the door behind the desk opened and a tall man with wavy brown hair and brown eyes walked out.

      “You arrived in Mona Kelly’s car,” he said.  “You must be Fenella Woods.  I saw the car drive up, and I found myself hoping that you were coming here, even though I couldn’t imagine why you would.”

      She smiled.  “It’s rather a long story, actually, but let’s start at the beginning.  I am Fenella Woods, yes.” She held out a hand.

      “I’m Todd Webster.  It’s a pleasure to meet you, and I’d sell my soul to get a closer look at Mona’s car.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “If you have time after I’m done here, I’ll take you for a short drive,” she offered.

      Todd’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.  “You’d do that?”

      “Why not?  I love driving the car and it’s a lovely day – well, lovely for early November, anyway.”

      Todd nodded.  “But what brings you here?  What can we do for you?  I know you and Mr. Donaldson are friends.  Did you need to get in touch with him?”

      “Not at all.  What I need is a small retail space.  I’m sure you know that I own a lot of properties around the island, but all of mine have tenants in them, at least at the moment.  I was hoping Donald might have a suitable space available at a reasonable price.”

      Todd nodded.  “I’m sure we have the perfect thing.  Mr. Donaldson owns many properties around the island, and we nearly always have a few vacancies.  Why don’t I show you to one of our conference rooms?  If you don’t mind waiting for a short while, I’ll see what I can find for you.”

      “I don’t mind waiting,” she assured him.

      “Come on back,” he invited.  He slid a section of the counter away so that Fenella could walk behind it and then pushed it back into place before ushering her though the door in the back wall.  It led to a long corridor that had doors along both sides.

      Todd stopped in front of one of the doors and then used a key to unlock it.  “I’ll leave you in here for just a few minutes, if you don’t mind,” he said, switching on the lights.

      The room looked more like the living room in a luxury mansion than a conference room in a business suite.  Inviting couches were set to allow visitors to enjoy the distant sea views.  There was a neat stack of glossy magazines on one table and a few hardcover books on another.

      “Help yourself to a drink or a biscuit,” Todd added before he shut the door.

      A modern coffee machine, the sort that took pods, was on the table in the corner.  Fenella found a pod of hot chocolate and put it into the machine.  A minute later, she carried her drink and a small plate of cookies over to one of the couches.  After settling in, she reached for the top book on the pile, eager to see what Donald was offering as reading material to his visitors.

      The door swung open, making Fenella jump.

      “Oh, hi,” the pretty blonde in the doorway said.  “Todd said that he’d put you in here and told you to help yourself to drinks and whatever.  I wanted to make sure that there was water in the coffee machine and that he’d put out a few biscuits, so you didn’t have to go digging through the cupboards.”

      Fenella smiled.  “There was water in the machine and custard creams on the plate.”

      “Oh, excellent,” the woman said.  “Is there anything else I could get you?”

      “I’m just waiting to see if Todd can find any rental properties for me,” she explained.

      The woman walked further into the room, letting the door shut behind her.  “Would it be terribly nosy of me to ask why?” she asked before blushing brightly.  “Forget I said that, actually.  It’s none of my business.  It’s just that we all know who you are, and we all know that you own lots of properties on the island, that’s all.”

      Fenella smiled and then patted the couch next to her.  “I’m happy to tell you all about my plans, if you’d like to sit down and introduce yourself.”

      The woman gasped.  “I didn’t even introduce myself.  Mr. Donaldson would be so cross if he knew.  I hope you won’t tell him.  I’d hate for him to think that I’m not doing my job properly.”

      “I won’t say a word,” Fenella assured her.

      The woman sat down next to Fenella and offered her hand.  “I’m Elisa Hoffman.  I’ve been working for Mr. Donaldson for three years now, ever since I left uni.  He’s a wonderful person, and I love my job here.”

      “That’s good to hear.”  Fenella picked up her drink and took a sip.

      “Is that the hot chocolate?” Elisa asked.  “I bought a huge box of it, because I love hot chocolate, but it isn’t very good, at least not in my opinion.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “It isn’t very good, but it’s warm and it’s chocolate, so I won’t complain.”

      “One of my friends bought a fancy hot chocolate making machine.  You put the milk and the drinking chocolate in, and it mixes it all up and heats the milk.”

      “Does it do a good job?”

      Elisa shrugged.  “I think I can do better, whisking it on the hob.”

      Fenella nodded.  “But you were wondering why I’m looking at rental properties.”

      Elisa looked down at the ground.  “I shouldn’t have asked such a nosy question.”

      “I don’t mind in the slightest.  The thing is, my nieces are visiting me next month.  I don’t have children of my own and I adore my nieces.  I’m trying to persuade them to move to the island, and I’ve suggested that one or both of them could start their own little shop here.  The older sister, Margaret, has been working for a small company that imports handmade goods from developing countries.  I suggested that she might open a shop here to sell those goods.  Her sister has worked in retail management for years, so she could help manage the shop.”

      Elisa nodded.  “What a wonderful idea.  I’m sure you’d love having family close by, and the sisters would probably love having a chance to work together.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Some days, anyway.  I’m told sisters don’t always get along, but I wouldn’t know from my own experience.  I have four older brothers.”

      “Four older brothers?  I can’t imagine.  I have a sister, and we nearly always get along.  She’s pretty amazing, though.”

      “How nice for you.”

      “Tell your nieces that I’m sure there would be huge support for that sort of shop on the island.  My friends and I are always looking to support companies that are doing good things in the world, beyond making money for their owners or shareholders.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Maybe, if my nieces aren’t interested, I’ll open the shop myself.”

      “Well, I’ll be a customer, for sure.”

      “Maybe you could be more than that.  I’d need a manager and some staff.  I’d pay well.”

      Elisa flushed.  “That’s very kind of you, but I’m really happy here.  Mr. Donaldson pays generously, and he’s very understanding when I need a bit of flexibility in my schedule.  I’m hoping to stay here for many years to come.”

      “That’s good news for Donald, anyway,” Fenella said.  “But where was I?  Oh, yes, I want to convince my nieces to move here, and I’m prepared to bribe them if that’s what it takes.  I thought I’d find the perfect retail space and rent it for them before they even arrive.  If things are already falling into place, they might be more interested in the idea.”

      “But you own properties all over the island,” Elisa protested.

      “I do, but my properties all have sitting tenants, and I can’t exactly throw someone out simply to make space for my nieces, especially when I’m not even certain they’re going to agree to the idea.”

      Elisa nodded.  “Well, I’ll wish you luck, then.  I hope Todd can find you the perfect space.  I know we have a few units that are empty at the moment, but I believe at least one of them is being updated before we rent it out again.”  She shook her head.  “But all of that is Todd’s area of expertise – well, his and Joanna’s.  I build websites and answer all of Mr. Donaldson’s emails.  That’s more than enough to keep me busy.”

      “It was a real pleasure meeting you,” Fenella said as the woman stood up.

      “Likewise,” Elisa replied.

      As she exited the room, Fenella reached again for the top book on the pile.  As she lifted it, the door suddenly swung open again.

      “Ms. Woods, what a lovely surprise,” the dark-haired man in the doorway said.  “I’ve been wanting to meet you for a very long time.”
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      Fenella smiled.  “Good morning,” she said.

      He walked into the room and then headed for the table in the corner.  “I hope you don’t mind if I get some coffee.  I’m useless in the morning without it.”

      “Go right ahead.”

      A moment later, coffee in hand, he crossed to where she was sitting.  “I’m probably being incredibly rude, barging in on you, but when Todd told me you were here, I couldn’t resist taking advantage of the opportunity.”

      “Opportunity?”

      He flushed.  “I’m going about this all wrong.  Let me start over.  I’m Bobby Hartner.  I’ve been working for Mr. Donaldson for the last four years.  I spend my time researching companies, here on the island and also further afield.  My job is to identify companies that might be open to being taken over, or companies that might benefit from Mr. Donaldson choosing to invest in them.  It’s fascinating and challenging work, and I’d hope that Mr. Donaldson would say that I’m quite good at what I do.”

      “You wouldn’t still be working for him after four years if you weren’t.”

      “The thing is, though, I find lots of small companies that could use investments, and Mr. Donaldson can’t invest in all of them.”

      Fenella nodded and then took a sip of her drink.  After a moment, Bobby continued.

      “I’ve been making some of my own investments, with Mr. Donaldson’s full approval, of course.”

      Again, Fenella just nodded.  She picked up a custard cream and took a bite.

      “I was wondering if you might be interested in investing in a few small businesses yourself.”

      “My advocate, Doncan Quayle, handles all of my investments.”

      “Doing some investing on your own could be interesting for you.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Actually, that’s why I’m here.  I’m hoping to help my nieces start their own small business on the island.”

      “What sort of business?”

      “A retail store that would sell imported goods made by people in developing countries.”

      Bobby smiled.  “That’s exactly the sort of shop the island needs.  It could be a sound investment for you, if the shop is managed properly.”

      “As I said, it would be my nieces managing it, so I’m pretty confident that it would be run properly.”

      “If your nieces need any advice about small business management, feel free to have them give me a ring,” he said.  He pulled a silver card case out of his pocket and took a business card out of it.  “My card,” he said, as he handed it to Fenella.

      “Thank you,” she said as she glanced at it.  It had the man’s name and a telephone number.  Nothing on the card suggested that he worked for Donald.

      “I really appreciate your giving me some of your time today,” Bobby said as he got to his feet.  “If you ever decide you’d like to try your hand at investing in anything other than that shop for your nieces, do let me know.”

      “It was nice meeting you,” Fenella replied.

      Bobby walked to the back of the room again and made himself another cup of coffee before he exited.  As the door shut behind him, Fenella opened the book that had been on her lap during the conversation.

      “’A Brief History of the Modern World,’” she read from the title page.  “’Copyright nineteen thirty-seven.’”  She turned a few pages, but was interrupted yet again as the door opened.

      “Good morning,” the brunette in the doorway said.  “I’m terribly sorry I wasn’t here to greet you when you arrived.  I’m Joanna Poole, Mr. Donaldson’s assistant.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella replied.

      “Todd tells me that you’re interested in renting a retail space,” Joanna said as she walked into the room.

      “Yes, that’s right.  My nieces are coming to visit me, and I’m trying to persuade them to consider moving here and starting a small retail business.”

      “How nice for them.  I don’t know that we have much availability right now.  Obviously, Mr. Donaldson prefers it when all of his properties have paying tenants, but there are one or two spaces that might be suitable for you.”

      “This was just my first stop, and a very impulsive one, at that.  I should have called first and made an appointment to speak to someone, but the idea really just occurred to me yesterday.  I know I don’t have any empty properties at the moment, so when I was driving past the office here today, I suddenly wondered if Donald has anything,” Fenella explained.

      “Yes, well, as I said, we may have one or two things.  I’m sure Todd will be here momentarily with the details.”

      “Great,” Fenella said.

      Joanna nodded.  “Is there anything else we can help you with?” she asked.

      “I don’t think so.  As I said, today’s visit was something of an impulse.  I talked to one of my nieces last night, after I’d first had the idea, and she was nearly as enthusiastic as I am about it.  When I woke up this morning, I decided that I needed to start looking into what would need to be done, but I’m probably rushing things a bit.  No doubt there will be piles of legal stuff that need to be dealt with.  I’ve never started a small business before.”

      Joanna nodded.  “Doncan Quayle will be able to advise you on all of that.  I’m sure Mr. Donaldson will be pleased that you’re considering renting from him.”

      “Donald and I are friends.  He was the first person I thought of when I started to try to think of where I might find a rental property.”

      “I’m surprised you didn’t just ring him directly.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t like to bother him.  He’s so busy with Phoebe, and with trying to run his business from London, that I usually wait for him to call me.  We talk a couple of times a month.  I could have simply been patient and waited for the next time we spoke, but I’m not very good at being patient, not when I’m excited about an idea, anyway.”

      Joanna smiled.  “I’m going to go and see what’s keeping Todd.  I appreciate your patience.  If he isn’t ready yet, I’ll come back and let you know.”

      “Thanks.”

      Fenella looked through the rest of the stack of books.  They were all history books from the thirties.  She was just neatly restacking the pile when Todd walked back into the room.

      “Sorry I took so long,” he said.  “I had to ring a few people to make sure that the information I had was up to date.”

      He sat down next to her and opened the file folder he’d brought in with him.  “We have three spaces available that might be suitable as retail spaces.  There’s one in Castletown and another in Onchan that have both always been used as retail spaces.  We also have a small space in Laxey that was most recently used as a café.  It could be converted into a retail space, though.  You’d have to work with Donald on the cost of the conversion.”

      “I’d much prefer Onchan,” Fenella said.  “I’m going to want it to be close to home.”

      He nodded.  “I have the particulars here.”  He handed Fenella a sheet with photos and information about the rental.

      It was one of six shops in what Fenella thought of as a strip plaza.  From what she could remember, small specialty stores occupied all of the other spaces.  According to the sheet, there was space for fifty-seven cars in the plaza’s parking lot.  That seemed more than adequate for the number of shops.

      “If you’d like, we can drive over now and take a look at it,” Todd offered.

      Fenella hesitated and then nodded.  “I’ll drive,” she suggested.

      Todd’s eyes lit up.  “That would be awesome.”

      Fenella chuckled and then got to her feet.  “I’m ready when you are.”

      “Let me get the keys,” he said, rushing out of the room.

      Fenella followed at a more leisurely pace.  As she walked back down the corridor, Joanna emerged from one of the offices.

      “Was Todd able to help?” she asked.

      “We’re going to go and take a look at the property in Onchan,” Fenella replied.

      “That would be a great location for you.  I love shopping there because all of the shops are charming, and they all have really unique things.”

      “I’m looking forward to seeing the space.”

      “I’m fairly certain that Mr. Donaldson had it painted and updated after the last tenant moved out.”

      “I’m here,” Todd said as he hurried toward them.  “The box where we keep all the keys to Mr. Donaldson’s properties had been knocked over and all the keys were in a jumble.  It took me a minute to find the right one.”

      “And then you left the rest in a jumble,” Joanna suggested.

      Todd grinned.  “I didn’t want to keep Ms. Woods waiting.”

      “Call me Fenella,” she said as Joanna shook her head.

      “Ready?” Todd asked.

      While they rode the elevator to the ground floor and walked to the car, Todd did his best to sell her on the Onchan property.  According to him, it was the perfect location, and her nieces would be able to make a huge profit there almost effortlessly.  Once they were both inside the car, though, Todd fell silent.

      “Ready?” she asked.

      He inhaled deeply and then nodded.  “I can’t believe I’m sitting here,” he said in a low voice.

      Fenella laughed and then switched on the engine.  It purred to life, and Fenella thought she could hear the car growling as she pressed the accelerator.  Less than five minutes later, they were in Onchan.  Fenella pulled into the mostly empty parking lot and parked.

      “If I ever win the lottery, I want this car,” Todd said as he climbed out.

      “It isn’t ever going to be for sale,” she told him.

      He nodded.  “And there are only a handful of them in the world.  But I don’t even play the lottery, so it doesn’t really matter.”

      “It’s very quiet here,” Fenella remarked as they walked toward the empty shop near the middle of the row.

      Todd looked around and then frowned.  “It’s a weekday, and it’s still early.  I’m sure it will be much busier in an hour or two.”

      He stopped in front of a door.  The empty shop had huge signs in the windows that read “New Retail Experience Coming Soon.”  That seemed optimistic to Fenella, knowing that Donald didn’t have any tenant for the space.

      “Look at all this space,” Todd said as he escorted Fenella into the building.

      The main room was just one huge, blank space.  The floor was covered in dark, heavy-duty carpeting.  The walls were off-white and the air still smelled of fresh paint.

      “Obviously, you’ll want to install shelves and racks and whatever is appropriate for your shop,” Todd said.  “Mr. Donaldson has a supplier that gets our tenants the best possible prices for such things.  The previous tenant had his tills at the back here.  You can see where all of the electrical equipment was plugged into the wall.”

      Fenella looked at the long strip of electrical outlets.  “That’s handy,” she said.

      “The stockroom is through here,” Todd told her, waving at the door in the back wall.

      He unlocked it and Fenella followed him through it into another large, empty space.  The carpeting was the same, and the walls were the same beige.

      “Again, you’d want to add shelving,” Todd said.  “There’s a small loo as well.  It would be for employees only, of course.”

      Fenella stuck her head into the tiny room.  A utilitarian toilet and sink barely fit into the space.

      “Why is there carpet in the bathroom?” she demanded as she turned back around.

      Todd shrugged.  “They used the same carpeting throughout the entire building.”

      “But carpeting in bathrooms is unhygienic.”

      “I’m sure Mr. Donaldson would be happy to have it taken out for you.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It might work,” she said.  “It’s boring and basic, but that would allow my nieces to turn it into exactly what they want it to be.”

      “If you’re really interested, I suggest we get a contract drawn up immediately.  I don’t expect this space to be available for long.”

      “How long has it been empty?”

      “Three months, but it took two months for our team to clear out everything that was here, put down the new carpeting, and do the painting.  It was only listed as available less than a month ago.  I can start the paperwork when I get back to the office, if you’re interested.”

      For a moment, Fenella was tempted to agree.  But this is all pretend, she reminded herself.  Margaret and Megan don’t know anything about any of this.

      “I’m going to have to think about it,” she told Todd.  “How much is the rent?”

      He named a figure and then shrugged.  “You may be able to arrange something with Mr. Donaldson at a different price, as you and he are friends.”

      “That seems a fair price for such a large space.  I’m going to want to talk to the other tenants, though, and find out just how busy it gets here.”

      “Would you mind terribly taking me back to the office first?  If it’s inconvenient, I can get a taxi, but I have a meeting coming up that I can’t miss.”

      “I don’t mind at all,” Fenella assured him.  “I need to talk to Doncan, my advocate, and to my nieces, before I do anything further.  Let’s get you back to the office, then.”

      They were in the car on their way back before Fenella spoke again.  “I was really hoping for a space in Douglas,” she said conversationally.

      “Mr. Donaldson doesn’t have any empty units in Douglas right now,” Todd told her.  “Aside from the one that’s undergoing an extensive remodel following the fire.”

      “Ah, yes, I did hear that that was one of Donald’s properties.”

      “It was being remodeled anyway,” Todd told her.  “Mr. Donaldson was having work done on every floor.  I can’t imagine how it was being used as a restaurant behind Mr. Donaldson’s back.”

      “I’m sure the police are investigating.”

      Todd nodded.  “We’re all keeping a much closer eye on Mr. Donaldson’s properties now.  None of us wants anything similar to ever happen again.”

      Fenella pulled to a stop in front of the office building.  “Thank you for your time,” she said.  “I’ll be in touch, either with you or with Donald.”

      “Great,” Todd said, looking slightly concerned by the idea that she might contact his boss directly.

      “You were very helpful today, and everyone was lovely,” Fenella added.

      Todd nodded and then got out of the car.  Fenella waited until he’d entered the building before she drove away.

      “Well, that was a waste of time,” Fenella muttered as she drove away.

      The sun was shining, even though it was cold, so she found herself driving away from Douglas, out into the countryside.  An hour later, she finally turned back toward home.  Her answering machine light was blinking when she walked back into her apartment.

      “It’s Donald,” the voice on the first message said.  “Todd rang me while you were waiting to see what I wanted him to do.  Ring me when you get this message and we’ll talk, but I’m going to guess our efforts were unsuccessful.”

      “Our efforts?” Fenella muttered as she reached for the telephone.

      The opening notes of the William Tell Overture caused Fenella to freeze.  As the music grew louder, she sighed.  “Hello, Mona,” she said.

      “How did you know it was me?” Mona asked as she appeared.

      “Everyone else knocks from the outside,” Fenella said dryly.

      Mona chuckled.  “But you were going to ring Donald.  I can’t wait to hear how your mission went.  Did you unmask the man or woman who rented that space to Karl behind Donald’s back?”

      “Everyone knew who I was and that Donald and I are friends.  I was the wrong person to try to get them to do something behind Donald’s back,” she said as she dialed Donald’s number.

      “Good morning,” Donald said a moment later.

      “I’m going to put you on speaker because this could take a while,” Fenella said.  And Mona wants to hear both sides of the conversation.

      “I hope that means that you learned something,” Donald replied.

      “I wish I had, but I think the whole thing was a waste of time.  They all knew that we’re friends.  I was the wrong person to try to trick any of them into suggesting anything behind your back.”

      Donald sighed.  “I assumed as much when Todd rang me.  He thought you’d probably already discussed everything with me.  I played dumb, but I did tell him to do everything he could to help you.”

      “Everyone there was lovely, although Bobby tried to talk me into making some small investments through him.”

      “I’m not surprised.  I told you that he’s been making some of his own investments.  No doubt some of the companies he’s working with could use more help.”

      “I thought you might be angry that he approached me.”

      Donald sighed.  “He’s passionate about a couple of the companies in which he’s invested, which is good.  If I thought he was approaching everyone who came into my office and asking them to invest, I’d be unhappy, but I’m certain he isn’t doing that.  First of all, very few people actually ever visit my office.  Those that do aren’t typically the sorts of people who are financially able to invest in other businesses.  Bobby would never have met you in the course of his normal life.  I’m sure he simply couldn’t help himself when he learned that you were there.”

      “That’s almost exactly how he put it,” Fenella told him.  She repeated as much as she could remember from all of the conversations that she’d had in his office.

      “So none of them did or said anything suspicious,” Donald said when she was done.

      “Joanna was almost too nice.”

      “Joanna worries about keeping her job too much.  As I said, we don’t get many visitors.  I’m sure she was very worried that you’d turned up on the one morning a week that she comes in late.”

      “Elisa was lovely, and Todd seemed to be genuinely trying to help.  I really can’t see any of them renting that space to Karl behind your back.”

      “And yet Karl was there, using the building.” Donald sighed.  “I truly appreciate your efforts.  The next time I’m on the island, I owe you dinner and drinks.”

      “I’ll take you up on that,” she laughed. “Watch your mail for an invitation to Thanksgiving dinner as well.”

      “That’s this month, isn’t it?  I wonder if Phoebe might be up to attending this year.”

      “I’d love to meet her.”

      “We’ll see.  She’s been talking about wanting to visit the island.  Some days she gets lost in her memories and then she wants to visit, and other days she gets angry when she thinks about the past and the things she could do before.  I’ll wait until I get the invitation and then see which way the wind is blowing.”

      Fenella told him the date.  “I’d love to see you.”

      “Thank you.  I’d love to see you, too.”

      “You didn’t learn much,” Mona complained as Fenella put the phone down.

      “I did my best.”

      She shrugged.  “You should have tried harder.  You should have told Todd that the amount he told you was too much and that you were hoping to find something less expensive.  You could even have told him that you and Donald had had a disagreement and weren’t speaking.”

      “I was already struggling with the whole renting a storefront for my nieces story.  There was no way I wanted to complicate that any further.”

      “But no one was going to suggest anything illegal or immoral to you.  Not when they know you and Donald are friends.”

      “Donald asked me to try, so I did.  Now I can forget about the whole thing.”

      “But we still don’t know who was behind letting Karl use that space.”

      “Maybe no one was behind it.  Maybe Karl simply broke in and set up shop.”

      “What does Daniel say about it?”

      “Daniel doesn’t talk to me about cases.  I don’t even know if he’s had a chance to talk to Karl again since Karl tried to leave the island.  He’s been rather busy with the Kent Thomas thing.  Whatever Karl did, it’s far less important than murder.”

      Mona sighed.  “I’ll be back later.  I do hope you’ll have something interesting to tell me when I return.”

      “Are you going to do something fun?” Fenella asked, knowing that she couldn’t trust a single word that Mona said about the afterlife.

      “I’m going to the spa.  They’re offering several new treatments to realign your body and soul.”

      “Can you get realigned after you’re dead?” Fenella asked.

      Mona chuckled.  “I’ve no idea, but I’ve an appointment to find out.  Now you should ring Daniel and tell him everything that happened this morning.”

      As Mona disappeared in a cloud of glitter and rainbows, Fenella reached for the phone.  Her call went straight to Daniel’s voice mail.

      “It’s just me,” she said.  “I went and visited Donald’s office this morning and spoke to all four members of his staff.  No one did or said anything that was in any way suspicious.  They all knew who I was and that Donald I were friends, of course.  Call me back if you want more details.”

      With that out of the way, Fenella wandered into the kitchen.  “What about lunch?” she asked Katie, who was sunning herself near the windows.

      The kitten opened one eye and then shut it again.

      “Okay, it’s a little bit early, but I’m hungry, even though I had three or four custard creams at Donald’s office.”  Fenella shook her head.  “And now I’m talking to the cat,” she muttered.

      A knock on the door kept her from replying to herself.

      “Have you heard the news?” Shelly asked excitedly after Fenella opened the door.

      “No?  I mean, I don’t think so.  I haven’t heard anything interesting or exciting today.”

      Shelly laughed.  “You’d know what I mean if you had heard,” she said.

      “Did you want to come in?”

      “Yes, please.”

      Fenella stepped back and let Shelly into the apartment.  “What news, then?” she asked as she shut the door.

      “It was just on the radio.  I thought maybe Daniel had already told you.”

      “I haven’t spoken to Daniel today.  Would you please tell me what you’re talking about?”

      Shelly flushed.  “Sorry.  I don’t even know why I’m so excited.  It’s really nothing to do with me.”

      “But?”

      “Darla Thomas and her two children, Apollo and Aphrodite, are on their way to the island,” Shelly announced.

      Fenella stared at her for a moment.  “Why?” she asked eventually.

      “The reporter on the radio said that they were coming because they’d seen the local news and were concerned at the possibility that Kent was murdered.”

      “I suppose that makes some sense.”

      “The reporter also pointed out that if Tammy did kill Kent, then she shouldn’t have been allowed to inherit anything from him.  That would mean that the house and the money Kent left to Tammy would belong to Apollo and Aphrodite.”

      “Interesting.  And Darla is coming as well?”

      “That’s what the reporter said.  He said the three of them would be here – well, actually, they should be here now,” Shelly told her after a glance at the clock.  “Apparently, they left Canada yesterday and landed in London early this morning.  They were supposed to arrive on the island around ten or half ten.”

      “When was the last time any of them were here?” Fenella wondered.  “Did the children come for Kent’s funeral?”

      “Not according to Dan’s article in the paper this morning.  Obviously, he didn’t know they were on their way, but he talked about all three of them as possible suspects again.  I got the impression that he may have been sent something by someone’s lawyer, because he seemed to be backing away from suggesting that any of them could possibly be suspects if Kent actually was murdered.  Instead, he talks about how the children used to visit when they were teenagers, but that they may not have been back on the island since.”

      “I didn’t get a paper today.”

      “It wasn’t worth getting.  Dan just goes back over everything, but, as I said, he backtracked on some of his suggestions.  It wasn’t just Darla and the children, either.  I suspect just about everyone on his initial list of suspects rang him up to complain.”

      “But there wasn’t anything new in the article?”

      “Not a single thing.  There was some news about your fire, though.”

      “Oh?”

      “Dan reported that the fire investigator found that someone had put a metal tin of soup into the microwave and set it going for ten minutes.  Obviously, you can’t put metal in a microwave, and, even if you could, that’s far too long to heat up a tin of soup.  What the investigator couldn’t determine, of course, was whether it was done by someone trying to start a fire or by someone, um, not bright enough to know how to use the microwave.”

      “And that’s what Daniel is going to have to try to work out.”

      “I don’t envy him that job.”

      “No, especially not if it turns out that Kent was murdered.”

      “At least, if Kent was murdered, Daniel will have three of his witnesses available to question.”

      “But if they haven’t been on the island in years, they can’t have been responsible for his death.”

      “They’re still witnesses.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m surprised they came all this way before the results of the post mortem were announced.  If it turns out that Kent died of natural causes, they’ll have wasted their journey.”

      “Unless they’ve already been given the results,” Shelly suggested.  “Maybe the police rang them and told them that Kent was murdered, but they aren’t announcing it publically yet.  Maybe the police even requested their presence on the island so that they can be formally questioned.”

      “I suppose that’s possible.”

      “When did you last talk to Daniel?”

      “Last night.”

      “And he didn’t say anything about the post mortem or about Darla and the children coming to the island?”

      “Not a single word.”

      Shelly sighed. “What’s the point in being involved with a police inspector if he doesn’t tell you anything interesting?”

      Fenella laughed.  “He does have other charms.”

      Shelly giggled.  “I’m sure he does, but I’d still like to know what’s happening with the post mortem.”

      “I think everyone on the island wants to know that.”

      “There are probably a few people who aren’t interested – small children, maybe a few teens who are too self absorbed to care,” Shelly replied with a laugh.

      “And we all simply have to wait until the police announce whatever they want us to know.”

      “In the meantime, I’m starving,” Shelly said.  “It must be time for lunch, because I feel as if I had breakfast yesterday.”

      Fenella glanced at the clock.  “It’s close, anyway.  Let’s walk somewhere, and by the time we get there it will definitely be time.”

      “Somewhere close,” Shelly stipulated.

      She went back to her apartment to get lunch for Smokey while Fenella put Katie’s lunch out for her.  Katie seemed completely uninterested as she continued to nap.

      Five minutes later, the pair was strolling along the promenade together.

      “What sounds good?” Fenella asked.

      “Fish and chips?”

      “I had that yesterday.”

      “And we just had Indian a few days ago.  Chinese?  Italian?  What about that new Canadian restaurant that just opened?  I’ve heard the food is good, especially if you like maple syrup.”

      “I love maple syrup,” Fenella replied.  “Let’s try it.  Where is it?”

      “Back the other way,” Shelly said with a sigh.

      It didn’t take them long to reach the restaurant.

      “It looks quiet,” Shelly said as they approached.

      “Does that mean the food isn’t good?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly pulled on the door and then frowned.  “It might mean they aren’t open yet,” she said, pointing to the sign with the opening hours displayed.

      “We’re only a few minutes early.  We can wait,” Fenella suggested.

      Before she’d finished speaking, the door in front of them burst open.

      “Hello,” the man in the doorway said brightly.  “We open in five minutes, but you’re welcome to come in and have a seat while you wait.  I’ll even give you menus so you can start working out what you want.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella and Shelly said together.

      They followed the man into the large room and then to a table near the windows.

      “Everyone wants a sea view,” he said as he held Shelly’s chair for her.  “Someone will be with you in a few minutes.”

      “There’s no rush,” Shelly assured him.

      The man disappeared through a door in the back of the room.  As Fenella and Shelly read through the menu, they could hear the sound of people talking, but couldn’t make out any of the words.  Almost exactly five minutes later, the door opened again and the man returned.

      “I’m back,” he said brightly as he walked toward them.

      He was still a few paces away from them when the outside door swung open.  A group of three came in together and stopped in the doorway.  The older woman had dark black hair that fell in loose curls down her back.  Everything about her said “money” in a quiet and understated way.

      The man and woman with her were almost certainly her children, based on their close resemblance to her.  The man was half a foot taller than the woman, but they both had the same dark hair and eyes as the older woman.  The younger pair looked to be in their forties, and Fenella found herself thinking that the older woman had either had her children very young or she’d had some work done to make herself look younger.

      “Darla,” the restaurant’s manager shouted.  “I can’t believe you actually came to see me.”

      “I even brought the children,” the older of the women said.  “Apollo, Aphrodite, you remember Jason.”
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      Fenella and Shelly exchanged glances.

      What were the odds of Darla Thomas and her children walking into the restaurant where we’re having lunch? Fenella wondered.

      “You can sit anywhere,” Jason told Darla.  “Did you want food, or did you just come to visit?”

      “Food, please.  We’ve just arrived after too many long flights.  I’m either starving or too tired to eat anything, but I think I’m starving,” Darla replied.

      “The views are wonderful,” Jason said, gesturing toward the table next to Fenella and Shelly.

      Darla frowned and then shrugged.  “The view is lovely,” she said.  “I love being near the water.”

      She walked over and sat right behind Shelly.  Apollo and Aphrodite followed and sat on the opposite side of the table.  Fenella found herself staring at Apollo as he settled into his seat.

      “Menus,” Jason announced, handing them out to Darla and her children.  “I’ll be right back,” he added before turning to smile at Fenella and Shelly.  “Are you ready to order?”

      While Fenella had had more than enough time with the menu, she wasn’t in any particular hurry to order.  There seemed to be no rush, not when staying longer might allow her to learn something about Darla and why she was on the island.

      “I’m still looking,” Fenella told him.  “But I’d love a soda while I read through everything one more time.”

      He nodded and then looked at Shelly.

      “The same,” she said.

      “Darla, do you guys want drinks?” Jason asked.

      “Dry white wine,” Darla replied.

      “I’ll have the same,” Aphrodite told him.

      “Maybe we should just get a bottle,” Apollo suggested.

      “I hope no one is driving,” Jason said.  “I’ll get the wine list.”

      “No one is driving,” Darla assured him.  “I haven’t driven on the wrong side of the road for decades, and the children have never had to do so.  I’ve arranged for a car and driver to get us where we need to go while we’re here.”

      Jason brought them the wine list, and they had a lengthy discussion about the various options before Darla finally selected something.  By the time Jason delivered the drinks to Fenella and Shelly, Fenella was too hungry to delay ordering any longer.  He was able to take Darla’s table’s order as well, before he disappeared into the kitchen.

      “Darla?  I can’t believe you’re here,” a voice shouted a moment later, as a woman dashed out of the kitchen.  “Jason just told me, or I’d have been out earlier,” the woman added as Darla stood up and the pair embraced.

      “I told you we’d visit one day,” Darla replied.  “Apollo, Aphrodite, you remember Heather, don’t you?”

      Both children nodded, but didn’t look at all interested.

      “I couldn’t believe it when you rang and said you were coming to the island,” Heather said.

      Darla sighed and then sank back down into her seat.  As she did so, she waved Heather into the seat next to hers.

      “I’ve been wanting to visit for years,” Darla said.  “I told you and Jason that I’d come and see you once you were settled and had the restaurant up and running.  I wasn’t planning on coming quite so soon, though.”

      “Obviously, we’re delighted that you’re here,” Heather replied.

      “We were planning to come in the spring,” Darla told her.  “I don’t like to travel during the winter months.”

      “Should I ask why you came now?” Heather asked.

      Apollo made a noise.  “It seemed expedient,” he said when Heather looked at him.

      “Some reporter from the local paper rang me,” Darla said in a confiding tone.  “He asked if I’d heard that the undertaker who’d been responsible for Kent’s funeral had told the police that Kent’s third wife, Tammy, had murdered Kent.  Obviously, it was news to me.  I don’t keep up with the island’s news.”

      “I’m surprised the police hadn’t been in touch,” Heather said.

      Darla waved a hand.  “I’d had an answering machine message or two from an inspector on the island, but I hadn’t managed to ring him back yet.  When the reporter rang, I happened to be standing next to the phone, and I picked it up without even thinking.”

      “And that’s when you found out that Alfred Beck has accused Tammy of murdering Kent,” Heather said.

      “It seemed wise to come over and see what the situation is for ourselves,” Darla told her.  “If Tammy truly did murder Kent, then she shouldn’t have received anything from Kent’s estate.  I’d imagine she’s spent most of what she was left, but I believe she’s still living in the house she inherited from him.”

      “She is,” Heather confirmed.  “It was in the papers.”

      “So, if she did kill Kent, then that house should belong to Apollo and Aphrodite,” Darla said.

      “And I want to live in it,” Aphrodite added.

      “You do?” Heather seemed surprised.

      Aphrodite nodded.  “I’m ready for a change.  I’ve always been fascinated by my Manx heritage.  I’d love to live on the island for a year or so and explore that side of my family history.”

      “It’s a lovely island,” Heather said.  “We’ve been made to feel very welcome, and, in spite of appearances, the business is doing reasonably well, too.”

      “I don’t really remember the island,” Darla said.  “When Kent and I were married, we had a home here, but we rarely stayed in it.  Kent was busy with his polo, and I was busy with the children.  This is the first time I’ve been to the island since the divorce was finalized.”

      “Jason and I are happy we came – so far, anyway.  He misses his family, but, well, I don’t have to tell you that I don’t miss mine,” Heather replied.

      Darla chuckled.  “No, I understand that only too well.”

      “How long do you think you’ll stay?” Heather wondered.

      “For a week, at least.  The children will be arranging to have a special memorial service for their father when his remains are interred for the second time.  We’ll be inviting everyone who was important to Kent, even his mistress.  I’m looking forward to how Tammy will react to that,” Darla said.

      “But do you really think that Tammy killed Kent?” Heather asked.

      Fenella felt herself leaning forward as she waited to hear the reply.

      Darla shrugged.  “There were times when I would have happily murdered Kent, if I’d known how to do it and not get caught.  He wasn’t an easy person to live with, even before he started his affair with the nanny.”

      “Mother,” Apollo said sharply.  “That isn’t the sort of thing you should be saying during a murder investigation.”

      “I was thousands of miles away when your father died,” Darla told him.  “And I no longer had any reason to wish him ill.  It was only when we were married and I had to live with him and his, well, foibles, let’s say, that I cared whether he lived or died.”

      “He was still our father,” Aphrodite said quietly.

      “Yes, and that’s why I’ve rarely said a bad word about him.  But you used to come and visit him for weeks every summer when you were children.  You must remember how difficult he could be,” Darla said.

      The younger woman shook her head.  “I don’t really remember him at all,” she said softly.

      “I remember him very well,” Apollo said.  “But I saw him ten years ago.”

      “Speaking of things not to mention during a murder investigation,” Aphrodite muttered.

      Apollo laughed.  “It was odd that I was on the island when our father died, but that doesn’t make me a suspect in his death.”

      “Didn’t you see the local paper?” Heather asked.  “According to Dan Ross, the island’s only investigative journalist, you’re all suspects.”

      “Ridiculous,” Darla snapped.  “Aphrodite and I weren’t even on the island when Kent died.  Apollo was here, but it isn’t as if he had any motive.”

      “He did inherit a fortune from Kent,” Heather said.

      Darla laughed.  “He’s in line to inherit quite a bit more when I die, but I’m not worried about him killing me.”

      Apollo raised an eyebrow.  “Maybe you should be.”

      “That isn’t funny,” Darla said tightly.

      “Dan Ross listed a lot of people as suspects,” Heather said after a moment.  “But the last I’d heard, the police weren’t even certain Kent had been murdered.”

      “I spoke to the Chief Constable when we arrived.  He said there’s going to be an announcement by the end of the day,” Darla said.  “If Kent actually was murdered, we’ll have to speak to someone about suing the responsible party.”

      “Tammy,” Apollo said flatly.

      “She isn’t the only possibility,” Darla told him.  “I told the Chief Constable that we expect the case solved within days.  We can’t sit around on the island forever.”

      Shelly looked at Fenella, who sighed.  Poor Daniel, she thought.

      “From what Alfred the undertaker said, Tammy switched Kent’s medications to cause his heart attack,” Heather said.

      “She probably found out he was cheating and decided that murder was easier than divorce.  I have some sympathy, actually,” Darla replied.

      “Mother,” Apollo said.

      “What?  Your father cheated on me with a nineteen-year-old girl.  A girl that I’d hired to look after our children, the children that your father claimed to have wanted desperately.  We all know how that worked out, though, don’t we?  As soon as I filed for divorce, he lost interest in being a father.  He was far too busy with his teenaged nanny to care what happened to you two.”

      “We did visit every summer,” Aphrodite said.

      “And how much time did you actually spend with your father while you were here?” Darla demanded.

      “Not as much as I would have liked,” Aphrodite replied.  “He was always busy with work.  We usually spent most of our time with Gloria.”

      “She was the nanny,” Darla said flatly.

      “They were happy together,” Apollo said.  “Dad was really upset when she died.”

      “The only thing they ever fought about was children,” Aphrodite said.  “I remember overhearing them talking about them one night after Apollo and I had gone to bed.”

      “Oh?” Darla said.  “Do tell.”

      Aphrodite shrugged.  “I had a headache, so I went downstairs to ask for some headache tablets.  Dad and Gloria were arguing, but it took me a minute to work out what they were talking about.  Basically, Gloria wanted a baby and Dad didn’t.  He said something about having enough to worry about with the two kids he already had, but Gloria pointed out that she didn’t have any children and that being a stepmother wasn’t the same as being a mother.”

      “You never told me this before,” Darla said.

      “We never talked about what happened when we visited Dad,” Aphrodite replied.  “You never wanted to hear about him, and you especially didn’t want to hear about Gloria.”

      Apollo chuckled.  “She’s right about that.”

      “So Gloria wanted a baby,” Darla said thoughtfully.  “I wonder why your father never agreed.  I’d always been under the impression that he was crazy in love with Gloria.”

      “I think he did agree,” Aphrodite said.  “When we came the next year, Dad said something about us maybe getting a baby brother or a baby sister in the future.  I think they might have been trying, but for whatever reason, Gloria never got pregnant.”

      “He did say something about that,” Apollo said.  “I’d forgotten all about it, but now that you’ve mentioned it, I remember.  I don’t think it was ever mentioned again, though.”

      “It wasn’t, and when I asked Gloria about it the following year, she said something about it not being the right time.  It seemed to upset her, so I didn’t ask again,” Aphrodite said.

      “Interesting,” Darla said.  “So they tried for a baby, but Gloria never fell pregnant.  I suppose it’s possible that she did fall pregnant, actually, but regardless, she never had a baby.  I wonder if Tammy wanted children.”

      “We were long past visiting in the summers by the time Dad married Tammy,” Apollo said.

      “But Tammy was only thirty-five when your father died,” Darla said.  “Maybe she wanted a baby and your father wouldn’t agree.  Maybe that’s why she killed him.”

      “If she’d wanted a baby that badly, why hasn’t she had one since?” Aphrodite asked.  “You did say that she’d taken up with the gardener, didn’t you?”

      Darla nodded.  “She probably just killed Kent because he was cheating.  As I said before, I might have done the same when I found out about Gloria, if I’d had the means to hand.”

      “Mother, you really can’t say such things to the police.  You do know that, don’t you?” Apollo asked.

      “She’d probably be better off not saying those sorts of things ever,” Heather said.  “You never know who might be listening.”

      Fenella felt herself blushing as Apollo and Aphrodite both looked over at her and Shelly.  She took a sip of her drink and stared down at the table, wishing the food would arrive.

      “I’m not worried about the police,” Darla said after an awkward moment.  “I didn’t have any motive for killing Kent, not after all those years.”

      “What if you knew he and Tammy were planning to have children?” Apollo asked.  “Would you have killed him to protect our inheritance?”

      Darla chuckled.  “I love you both very much.  You know that.  But you also know that you’re both going to inherit a good deal more when I die than you did from your father.  I’d like to think that you were both doing okay on your own before his death as well.”

      “I’m a good deal more comfortable now, though,” Aphrodite said.  “The money from Dad was significant.”

      “Yeah, and I used some of it to get out of a difficult situation,” Apollo added.  “Which was why I was on the island in the first place.”

      “We don’t need to discuss that,” Darla said sharply.  “That was a long time ago, and you aren’t the same person now that you were then.”

      “I can’t argue with that,” Apollo said.  “Drugs change you in every possible way.”

      “What if Kent was murdered, but Tammy didn’t do it?” Heather asked after a minute.  “I mean, who else could have wanted Kent dead?”

      “His girlfriend, maybe,” Darla suggested.  “He was difficult enough to live with when he was young.  I suspect he must have been nearly impossible to get along with as he got older.”

      “I can vouch for that,” Apollo muttered.

      “Dan Ross suggested someone called Michael Potter,” Heather said.

      “Ah, Michael.  I haven’t thought about him for years.  He and Kent were like brothers.  They’d been at boarding school together, you see.  They’d bonded over ice cold showers and stale bread and water and whatever else happened at British boarding schools years ago,” Darla said.

      “And you wonder why I didn’t want to go to boarding school,” Apollo said.

      “I never wondered, but your father did,” Darla corrected him.  “He wanted you to go to the same school that he’d attended.  His father had gone there before him and it was a great Thomas family tradition.  I refused to even consider the idea, so your father tried to sell you on it, believing that you could convince me to change my mind, if you’d actually wanted to go.”

      “He didn’t know me very well if he actually thought I might agree,” Apollo laughed.  “I was never going to leave you and Aphrodite and our life in Canada behind to go to a boarding school in the UK.”

      “But that was where Kent met Michael?” Heather asked.

      Darla nodded.  “Michael was best man at our wedding, and he played polo with Kent.  They even went on holiday together once or twice after we were married.  When the children were small, I didn’t want to leave them, but Kent wanted to travel, and he didn’t want to have to deal with the needs of an infant or toddler while doing so.  Michael was still single, so the two of them did some traveling while I stayed home with the children.”

      “I’m surprised you trusted him,” Heather said.

      “Oh, I’m sure he cheated on me while they were traveling.  He wouldn’t have been able to resist the temptation to do so.  I didn’t mind that, not as long as I never had to hear about it.  A one-night stand with a stranger in a foreign country is completely different to having an affair with one of the live-in staff at home,” Darla said.

      Shelly looked surprised at the thought.  She looked at Fenella, who slowly shook her head.

      “If he and Michael were such great friends, then it’s hard to see why Michael would have had a motive for killing him,” Heather said thoughtfully.

      “He and Dad had a huge fight, not long before Gloria fell ill,” Apollo said.  “I was supposed to go and stay in London with Michael for a few weeks that summer, and Dad rang me and said that I couldn’t go because Michael was, well, I won’t repeat the words he used, but basically he said that Michael was untrustworthy and that none of us were to ever speak to him again.”

      “Now that you’ve said that, I remember it,” Darla said.  “You were very disappointed, and we had to make other arrangements for that summer.”

      “Michael was here when I came to see Dad, though, just before he died,” Apollo said.  “I had dinner with both of them one night.  They were back to being the closest of friends.”

      “I wonder what happened,” Darla replied.

      “Here we are,” Jason said as he walked out of the kitchen, carrying a large tray.  He put it down on an empty table and then served Darla, Apollo, and Aphrodite.  “Is there anything else?” he asked them.

      “I think we’re good,” Darla replied.

      “In that case, I’ll have to join you,” he said as he pulled a chair up from one of the other tables.

      “I’m sorry, but is our food almost ready?” Shelly asked.

      Jason frowned.  “I’ll just check,” he said as he spun around and disappeared back into the kitchen.

      “I think he forgot all about us,” Shelly whispered to Fenella.

      “You could be right,” she replied.

      “Everything is delicious,” Darla said after a moment.

      “Good, good,” Heather replied.  “Can you think of anyone else who might have killed Kent?” she asked.

      “I’d love to see the list that you said was in the local paper,” Darla replied.  “It’s probably full of names of people I don’t know, though.  I’d been out of Kent’s life for quite a long while by the time he died.  If it hadn’t been for the children, I would have cut him out of my life completely.”

      “You did move to Canada,” Heather pointed out.

      “I did, and the children and I are very happy there.  It was a wise choice, even if it was one made in anger,” Darla replied.

      “We’d have had very different lives if we’d stayed in the UK,” Apollo said.

      “Yes, which may have been a good thing in some ways – for you, at least,” Darla said.

      “Why did we move to Canada?” Aphrodite asked.

      Darla took a bite of her lunch.  The smells from the other table were making Fenella’s mouth water.  If the conversation had been any less interesting, she’d have been tempted to walk out and find somewhere else to get lunch.  It was difficult to imagine what was taking so long in the kitchen.

      “We moved to Canada because your father agreed to pay whatever it cost to get us settled wherever I wanted to go after the divorce,” Darla said eventually.  “I’m sure he thought I’d want a little house in the Cotswolds or something similar.  I may have even mentioned something of the kind when we were negotiating the settlement.”

      “And then you changed your mind?” Apollo asked.

      “And then I did the maths,” Darla laughed.  “My father had business interests in Canada, business interests that needed some level of local management.  He’d been paying someone to look after things, but it was the sort of job that I could manage working just a few hours a day, which was ideal when you two were small.”

      “Surely your father could have put you to work in the Cotswolds,” Apollo argued.

      “Yes, but that wouldn’t have cost your father nearly enough money,” Darla told him.  “When I said I did the maths, I added up the cost of every single one of his stupid polo ponies, and then I found a house in Canada.  You won’t believe how much it costs to ship everything in a house from the UK to Canada.  And it takes a great deal of time as well.  If I’m remembering rightly, it took nearly six months for everything to get delivered, by which time I’d been forced to purchase almost an entire household’s worth of goods.”

      “So Dad paid to ship everything, and then you replaced it all anyway,” Apollo said.

      “Pretty much.  I had cars shipped, but then discovered that it was nearly impossible to drive them with the steering wheels on the wrong side, so I had to buy new ones.  Moving countries comes with a whole laundry list of expenses, and I simply kept adding things on until your father was out of polo ponies.”

      “That was our inheritance you were spending,” Apollo said.

      Darla shook her head. “I’d earned it,” she said flatly.

      “Besides, Dad left a lot of money to his wife and his girlfriend,” Aphrodite said.  “If Mum hadn’t spent what she had, he might have left them even more.”

      “If it turns out one of them killed him, then you’ll be getting some of that money back,” Heather said.

      Darla laughed.  “We just have to hope it truly was Tammy that did it.  At least she still has the house, assuming it isn’t mortgaged to the hilt.  I’m sure Kent’s little girlfriend has spent every penny he left her and then some.  Maybe she was smart enough to find herself another rich older man to take care of her when the money started running out, though.  I suppose that’s a possibility.”

      “Dan Ross couldn’t find her,” Heather said.  “He said he was going to keep looking, though.”

      “The police are probably looking for her, too,” Apollo said.  “Or they will be if it turns out that Dad was murdered.”

      “Her and quite a few other people, according to Dan,” Heather added.  “As I said, he had a long list of suspects.”

      “At least the police won’t have any trouble finding us,” Aphrodite said.  “Mum’s already spoken to the Chief Constable.  He knows where we’re staying.”

      “Where are you staying?” Heather asked.

      “The Seaview in Ramsey,” Darla told her.  “It was the nicest property I could find on the island.  It might have been better to book something in Douglas, but there are surprisingly few options on the island in November.”

      “You’re lucky you didn’t come in January,” Heather told her.  “Even the Seaview is shut in January.  You would have had to lower your standards a great deal.”

      “If I buy a house here, then Mum will have a place to stay when she visits,” Aphrodite said.

      “Are you going to start looking at houses?” Heather asked.

      “It’s on our list,” Darla replied.  “Neither of the children remembers much about the island, and I haven’t been here in years.  We thought we’d take a few days to play tourist and then spend some time looking at properties.  I’ve no idea what the housing market on the island is like, but I can’t imagine properties are all that expensive.”

      Heather shrugged.  “We thought prices were surprisingly high when we first arrived.  There aren’t a lot of properties available at any time, and anything that’s new or has been renovated usually sells pretty quickly.”

      “I don’t mind doing a renovation,” Aphrodite said.  “Then I can make the property truly feel as if it’s mine.  I was thinking about buying a tiny little cottage and then gutting it and starting over, making it exactly what I want inside.  We’ll have to see what’s actually for sale, though.”

      “Here we are,” Jason said as he walked out of the kitchen with plates in his hands.  He walked over to Fenella and Shelly and put the plates down on their table.  Before they could speak, he turned around and quickly pulled a chair up to the table where Darla was sitting.

      “This isn’t what I ordered,” Shelly whispered.

      “This isn’t what I ordered, either,” Fenella replied.

      “Do we fuss, or do we eat what we’ve been given?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella looked at the plate in front of her.  While it wasn’t what she’d ordered, she was too hungry to care.  It looked good, and it was hot and ready to eat.

      “I’m happy to eat what I’ve been given, if you are,” she told Shelly.

      “Sure.  It’s food, and I’m starving.  I don’t know that we’d have any better luck if we did complain, anyway.”

      “…since we opened last week,” Jason was saying as Shelly and Fenella started eating.  “I don’t mind a quieter day, though.  I get flustered when we’re busy.”

      “And I’ve been sitting out here, asking you every nosy question I could, rather than helping in the kitchen,” Heather laughed.  “Sorry, darling,” she said to Jason.

      “It’s fine,” he replied.  “But what did I miss?”

      “We were just talking about Kent and the possibility that he’d been murdered,” Heather replied.  “But now I think we should talk about more pleasant things.”

      “What’s Charlie been up to since we left Canada?” Jason asked Darla.

      She laughed.  “No good, of course.  Did you expect anything else?”

      The little group talked about several different people who were of no interest to Fenella or Shelly.  They focused on eating their lunches.  After half an hour, much of which was spent with empty plates in front of them, Jason suddenly jumped to his feet.

      “Pudding?” he asked Darla and the children.

      “Do you have a pudding menu?” Darla asked.

      He grinned.  “Of course.”

      As he handed Darla and the others small cards, Jason glanced over at Fenella and Shelly.

      “Oh, did you want pudding menus?” he asked.

      “Do we have time for pudding?” Shelly asked Fenella.

      Fenella glanced at her watch.  “I suppose we could make time,” she replied.

      Jason smiled tightly.  “Sorry.  We weren’t expecting our friends to arrive today, and I’m afraid that’s discombobulated both of us.”

      “Pudding menus?” Shelly asked.

      Jason flushed and then crossed the room to get two more menus.  He put them on the table between the women and then cleared away their empty plates.  By the time he’d returned, the women were ready to order.

      “I’ll have those right out,” he promised before taking orders from Darla and Apollo as well.

      “Let’s see if he forgets us again,” Shelly whispered.

      “We really shouldn’t leave much of a tip,” Fenella whispered back.  “But I always end up tipping well, even if it isn’t deserved.”

      “He did say it was unusually quiet in here today,” Shelly said.  “Maybe the service is always terrible, and no one is coming back for a second time.”

      “Maybe.”

      A few minutes later, while Heather and Darla talked about more people whom Fenella and Shelly didn’t know, Jason returned with a tray full of desserts.  He gave Fenella and Shelly theirs first, before handing out the others.

      “What did I miss?” he demanded as he sat back down.

      “We were talking about Stanley Fawkes,” Darla told him.  “His fourth wife just left him because she found out that he’s been cheating on her again.”

      Jason sighed.  “I don’t know why that man keeps getting married.  He’d be better off staying single.  He loses interest in every woman that he takes down the aisle.”

      Several minutes later, as Fenella stared at yet another empty plate, a loud beeping noise startled everyone.

      “It’s mine,” Darla said, picking up her huge handbag.  She dug around in it for several seconds before pulling out a mobile phone.  “It’s the Chief Constable,” she said.

      “Hello?”

      “Yes, of course.  Thank you.”

      “Say that again, please.”

      “I see.  Thank you.”

      Wishing she could see Darla’s face, Fenella leaned in closer at the woman dropped her phone back into her handbag.

      “What’s wrong?” Heather demanded.  “You’ve gone terribly pale.”

      “Alfred Beck told the police that Tammy had swapped some of Kent’s medications around so that he took the wrong doses of everything.  Apparently, the post mortem showed that whatever happened with his medications, your father didn’t have a heart attack,” Darla said slowly.

      “So Tammy didn’t kill Dad,” Apollo said.

      “I didn’t say that,” Darla replied.  “While there wasn’t any evidence that your father had a heart attack, they did find evidence of something else.”

      “What else?” Aphrodite demanded.

      “Poison.  Your father was poisoned,” Darla replied.
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      “Poison?  Are you kidding?” Apollo demanded.  “How can that even be possible?”

      Darla shook her head.  “I need to lie down,” she said.  “We need to go back to the hotel.  Ring for the car.”

      Apollo pulled out his mobile phone and tapped a few keys.  Everyone was silent as he spoke to someone.

      “The car will be here in five minutes,” he told his mother as he put his phone back into his pocket.

      Darla nodded.  “I’m sorry,” she said to Heather and Jason.  “We’ve been talking all afternoon about the possibility that Kent was murdered, but I never actually believed it was a possibility.  I, we, it was just talk.  I was certain that the post mortem would find that he’d had a heart attack.  I can’t really get my head around any of this.”

      “I’m sorry,” Heather said, patting her arm.  “I can’t imagine how you must feel.”

      “I’m devastated,” Aphrodite said in a low voice.  “My father was murdered.”

      Darla stood up and took a few steps toward the door.  The children followed with Jason and Heather right behind them.  Darla put an arm around each of her children.

      “I need a good cry and then a stiff drink,” Darla said.  “And then we’ll work out who we need to sue and how best to do it.”

      “Do you think Tammy poisoned him?” Heather asked.

      Darla stopped and stared at her for a moment.  “I’ve no idea.  I can’t think.  I need to go.”  As she said the last word, she reached for the door.

      Apollo jumped forward and opened the door for his mother.  Darla and Aphrodite walked out with Apollo on their heels.  Fenella watched as the trio climbed into the back of the large black car that stopped right outside of the restaurant for them.

      “Did you want anything else?” Jason asked.

      Fenella looked at him and then slowly shook her head

      “Just the bill,” Shelly said.

      Jason nodded and then shook his head.  “No charge today.  We weren’t at our best, or anywhere near it.  I hope you’ll give us another chance one day.  I promise we’re usually much better at taking care of our guests.”

      “Are you sure?” Fenella asked.

      “He’s right.  We were so busy catching up with our friends that we ignored you,” Heather said.  “We usually pride ourselves on how we treat our customers.  Come back another day and give us another try.”

      “We will,” Shelly told her.  “I just hope your friend is okay.”

      “Darla is a lot tougher than she looks,” Jason said.  “We’ve known her for years and years, ever since she moved to Canada with the kids.  She’ll be fine once she gets over her shock.”

      “I can’t imagine finding out that my former husband had been poisoned,” Shelly said.

      Heather flushed.  “I feel terrible that I was asking so many rude questions.  I really thought it was just a story that the undertaker made up for some reason.”

      “But he got the details wrong,” Jason pointed out.  “Maybe he did make up the story, and just happened to target someone who truly was murdered.”

      “I don’t envy the police trying to work all of this out,” Heather said.

      “Me either,” Fenella muttered.

      She tried again to offer to pay for their lunches, but Heather and Jason wouldn’t hear of it.  Neither she nor Shelly spoke until they were walking away from the building.

      “The food was good,” Shelly said.  “Even if it wasn’t what I wanted.”

      Fenella laughed.  “At least no one set the kitchen on fire.  I think I need to stop trying to go out for lunch.”

      “We learned a lot about Darla and the kids.”

      “We did, and now I have to call Daniel and tell him everything we overheard.”

      “I feel a bit guilty about that.”

      “I feel a lot guilty about that, but if they wanted to keep their conversation private, they should have moved to a table further away from us.”

      Shelly nodded.  “Of course, none of them knew who you are.”

      “It shouldn’t matter.  For all they knew, one of us could have been a police inspector or a reporter for the local paper.”

      “And Darla does have a direct line to the Chief Constable.”

      “I wonder how that happened.  I hope she doesn’t go all over the island talking about how Kent was poisoned.  I don’t think anyone is supposed to know about that – not yet anyway.”

      “Daniel isn’t going to be happy with what you have to tell him.”

      “None of this was my fault.  It isn’t like we followed them into the restaurant.  We were already there when they arrived.”

      “I’m kind of surprised that Dan Ross didn’t follow them in, really.”

      “Now that you mention it, so am I.”

      They walked in silence for a few minutes, until they’d reached their building.

      “Good luck with Daniel,” Shelly said after they’d taken the elevator to their floor.

      They parted company in the corridor, as Fenella pushed open her door.

      “You look upset,” Mona said as Fenella dropped onto one of the couches.

      “Shelly and I ran into Darla and the kids at lunch.  They had a lot to say and then, just before they left, the Chief Constable called Darla and told her that Kent had been poisoned.”

      “Poisoned?  What sort of poison?”

      “Darla didn’t say.  I don’t know if the Chief Constable told her.”

      “He probably didn’t.  But poison opens up all sorts of possibilities.  Anyone could have done it.  Maybe someone sent him a box of poisoned chocolates or a bottle of whiskey laced with arsenic or some such thing.  Whatever, the killer doesn’t have to have been on the island when Kent died.  He or she may not have ever been to the island.  What a mess for poor Daniel.”

      “Indeed, and now I have to call him and tell him what I heard.”

      “He’s going to be cross,” Mona predicted.

      “None of it was my fault.”

      She dialed the number for his office and then waited while it rang half a dozen times.  When his voicemail started, she hung up and then tried again, using his mobile number.

      “Hey, Fen, I’m really busy right now.  Can I ring you back?” Daniel said a few moments later.

      “Sure, and when you do, we can talk about why I know that Kent Thomas was poisoned.”

      The silence seemed to go on for several minutes, but it was probably only a few seconds.

      “Say that again,” Daniel said.

      “I know that Kent Thomas was poisoned.”

      “Then you know more than I do.  I’ll ring you back.”

      Fenella put the receiver down and looked at Mona.  “He’s going to call me back.”

      “I’m sure he is.”

      With nothing to do but wait, Fenella found herself pacing back and forth in front of the huge windows that showcased the view.  Less than five minutes later, her phone rang.

      “I’ll be there in ten minutes,” Daniel said.  “If you could make me any kind of sandwich at all, I’ll be forever in your debt.”

      “That’s not a problem.”

      Mona followed her into the kitchen.  “Make him something nicer than a sandwich,” she suggested.

      “He asked for a sandwich, and I have a loaf of bread and some deli meat.  He’s going to get a sandwich.”

      She put three sandwiches together and then added a pile of potato chips and an apple to the plate.  As she set the plate on the counter, someone knocked on the door.

      “Hello,” Daniel said.  As soon as he was inside, he pulled her into a kiss.  When he lifted his head only a moment later, he smiled.  “I needed that, but I think I need food more.”

      “Ham and cheese, turkey, or roast beef,” she told him.  “You have one of each, and I can make more of any of them.”

      “I’ll just eat them all and be satisfied,” he said.

      “Cold drink?”

      “Yes, please.”

      She handed him a can of soda, and then she and Mona watched as he gobbled down the first of the sandwiches.

      “Sorry.  I didn’t get breakfast or lunch.  It’s been a long day already, and now, well, things are about to get crazy.  What I want to know is how you knew about the post mortem results before I did.”

      “Shelly and I went out for lunch.  We wanted something different, so we went to the new Canadian restaurant.”

      “I’ve heard good things about that place,” Daniel said as Fenella stopped to get herself a drink.

      “The food was good, but the service was appalling,” she told him.  “But that was because the owners are good friends with Darla Thomas, and she came in just before we ordered.”

      “Darla Thomas just happened to walk into the restaurant where you were having lunch?”

      “Darla and the children, Apollo and Aphrodite,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel inhaled and then exhaled slowly.  “What an amazing coincidence,” he said.

      “Shelly and I were there first.”

      “Of course you were.  Let me guess, Darla sat down at your table and then you peppered her with questions about Kent.”

      “Close.  She sat at the table next to ours and her friend, Heather, peppered her with questions about Kent.”

      “Right next to you, huh?”

      “Because that’s where the views are the best.”

      “How busy was the restaurant?”

      “We were the only people there.”

      “You’d better start at the beginning.”

      Fenella sighed and then started with her failed attempt to open the door to the closed restaurant.  “And then we came home and I called you,” she finally concluded.

      “Heather is nearly as nosy as you are,” Mona commented.

      Fenella bit her tongue to keep herself from replying.  Daniel couldn’t see Mona, and Fenella wasn’t ready to try to explain that she lived with a ghost.

      “I’m surprised that Darla and her children talked so freely in front of you and Shelly,” Daniel said.

      Fenella shrugged.  “They didn’t seem at all worried about being overheard.  Apollo kept warning his mother not to say certain things when she talked to the police, but no one seemed to consider that anyone else in the restaurant could have been with the police.”

      “Except you and Shelly were the only other people in the restaurant.”

      “And no one seemed to know who I was.”

      “I don’t believe the restaurant’s owners have been on the island for long.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I felt bad listening to the conversation, but they were talking loudly.  Shelly and I did try talking once or twice, but it wasn’t easy.”

      “Considering how bad the service was, I’m surprised you didn’t just leave.”

      “I thought about it.  At least Jason apologized, and they didn’t charge us for our lunch, either.”

      Daniel nodded.  “The Chief Constable is going to be issuing a press release later in the day about Kent’s death.  I was told that, officially, the death is now going to be listed as suspicious, but that we weren’t going to be releasing any additional information.  I don’t know if the Chief Constable changed his mind about that, or if he had some reason for telling Darla that Kent was poisoned, but I suspect that news will be all over the island before the end of the day.”

      “It will already be all over the island,” Mona said.

      Fenella nodded and then remembered that Daniel couldn’t hear Mona.  “I’m sure it’s already all over the island,” she said.  “And it will be all over the local paper tomorrow.  It’s probably already on their website.  What happens now?”

      “Now we start a murder investigation.”

      “Since the murder didn’t happen the way that Alfred Beck said it had, does that mean that Tammy isn’t the number one suspect any longer?”

      “She was never my number one suspect,” Daniel replied.  “She was definitely on the short list, but so are a number of other people.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I can’t imagine how you’re going to conduct an investigation after all these years.”

      “Exactly the same way as I’d do it if Kent had died yesterday.  I’ll start by talking to everyone involved.  Obviously, that’s complicated by the fact that most of the people I need to interview aren’t on the island, but I’ll have to do my best.”

      “And you will, because you’re crazy dedicated to your job.”

      He grinned.  “Some days I think I’m just crazy.  But now I have to get back to work.  Thank you for the sandwiches.  I wish I could have dinner with you, but I suspect it’s going to be a long afternoon and evening.”

      “You know where I am if you finish any time before midnight.”

      “I may take you up on that, or I may go home and go to bed.”

      She pulled him into a hug.  “You probably need sleep just a tiny bit more than I need to see you again later.”

      “Probably, but that doesn’t mean I won’t be back.”

      The kiss left Fenella wishing that Daniel would find a different job.  She watched him walk to the elevators and then shut the door.

      “His job is part of what you love about him,” Mona said as Fenella sighed and walked back across the living room.

      “I know, but I don’t have to like it.”  She sat down and stared out at the sea for several minutes.  “Poor Kent,” she said eventually.  “Someone poisoned him, and he or she nearly got away with it.”

      “Whoever it was is probably getting very nervous about now,” Mona suggested.

      “Unless he or she isn’t even aware of the investigation.  I mean, we don’t even know where half the suspects are now.  I know Dan Ross is doing everything he can to hunt them down, but I don’t know if he’ll have much luck.  Daniel should be better at finding them, but I’m not sure what good that will do him.”

      “I have a feeling at least a few more of the suspects will turn up on the island in the next few days,” Mona said.

      Fenella raised an eyebrow.  “Can you see the future?”

      “No, at least not exactly.”  Mona smiled smugly.  “Or maybe I can,” she said before she disappeared behind a huge cloud of pink smoke.

      Waving a hand to disperse the smoke, Fenella shook her head.  “If I were one of the suspects, I’d stay well away from the island,” she said loudly.  “And if I were the killer, I’d definitely stay away.”

      When Mona didn’t reply, Fenella found a book on the shelves in the spare bedroom and curled up to read.  When someone knocked on her door a few hours later, she nearly didn’t answer.

      “I’m ten pages away from finding out who killed Dominick whose last name I’ve forgotten,” she told Shelly.  “You’re welcome to come in, but I’d be really grateful if you’d just sit quietly until the killer is behind bars.”

      Shelly stared at her for a minute and then laughed.  “I can do that,” she said as she followed Fenella into the apartment.

      A short while later, Fenella shut the book and smiled at her friend.  “Okay, I was right.  It was the woman he’d dumped ten years earlier.  Even though she appeared to have moved on with her life, even getting married to someone else, she’d never stopped loving Dominick.”

      “So she killed him.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “It’s a long story, but he was a horrible person who’d treated her really badly.  Murder is always wrong, of course, but in this case, I felt a bit sorry for the killer.  But what can I do for you?”

      “Tim is working again tonight, so I thought maybe we could have dinner together,” Shelly replied.  “Although after our lunch today, I’m a bit worried that we’ll run into another suspect or two.”

      “I can’t imagine any of the other suspects will be coming to the island.  I wouldn’t, if I were a suspect.”

      “So we should be able to have a nice quiet dinner together somewhere.”

      “Let’s hope.  Where do you want to go?”

      They chatted for a short while and then decided to drive to Castletown for a change.

      “There are a half-dozen nice restaurants near the castle.  We can take our pick from any one of them,” Shelly said.

      “I’ll drive,” Fenella offered.  “We can take Mona’s car.”

      Shelly grinned.  “You always want to take Mona’s car when we go anywhere.”

      “Because it’s such fun to drive.”

      “I’m sure it is.”

      “You can drive tonight, if you want.”

      “My car is boring.”

      “I meant you can drive Mona’s car,” Fenella offered.

      Shelly shook her head.  “I’m not brave enough to drive Mona’s car.  I know how much it’s worth, and I’d never forgive myself if I did any damage to it.”

      “She’s very well insured.  If anything happened, she could be fixed.”

      “Yeah, but I’d still feel guilty forever.  You drive, and I’ll just enjoy sitting in the passenger seat.  That’s enough of a thrill for me.  Besides, if you drive, I can have a glass of wine.”

      “Maybe we should get a taxi,” Fenella said.

      Shelly laughed.  “We could do that.”

      “I’m happy to drive.  It’s been ages since Mona’s car had a proper outing.  I did take her to Donald’s office and then for a short drive afterwards, but she always wants to do more.”

      “What were you doing at Donald’s office?”

      Fenella frowned.  “It’s a long story, but I was trying to help him work out who might have let Karl Carlson use his building behind Donald’s back.”

      “And what did you learn?”

      “Absolutely nothing, but if my nieces want to rent a retail space, I know the perfect place.”

      Shelly frowned.  “Am I supposed to know what you’re talking about?”

      “Not at all.  When do you want to leave for dinner?”

      “I’m ready whenever you are.  I spent all day editing and rewriting my book, and I don’t ever want to see it again.”

      “Oh dear.”

      “I’m sure I’ll get excited about it again in a day or two,” Shelly told her.  “But right now I’m really tempted to delete the entire file and forget I ever started.”

      “Don’t do that.  Leave it for a while, if you need to, but don’t delete the file.  You worked hard on that book.”

      “I won’t do anything hasty,” Shelly promised.  “For now, though, I’m more worried about dinner.  I’ll go and get ready.”

      “Sounds good.  I was really caught up in the book I was reading, but now I’m starving again.”

      Twenty minutes later, the friends were on their way to Castletown.  The little red car seemed to fly along the roads, hugging corners and floating over bumps in the road.

      They ended up choosing a small Italian restaurant that had wonderful views of the castle.

      “We should come here more often,” Fenella said after she’d finished her meal and her slice of tiramisu.  “Everything was delicious.”

      “I’m happy to come here again soon,” Shelly said, pushing away her empty plate.

      “And we didn’t bump into anyone involved in the Kent Thomas case,” Fenella added.  “That’s a bonus.”

      They paid for their meal and then walked outside together.

      “Let’s take a stroll around the castle grounds,” Fenella suggested.  “I know it’s cold, but it’s dry.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I ate so much that I feel as if I have to agree.  If we were in Douglas, I’d suggest a walk on the promenade.  Walking around the perimeter of the castle sounds as if it will be fun, though.”

      They chatted about the weather as they walked down the road together.  There were a few other people around, but neither woman paid any attention to anything other than enjoying their walk.  It wasn’t until they were nearly back at the car that Fenella spotted a familiar face.  She stopped in her tracks and then stepped backward into a dark doorway, dragging Shelly along with her.

      “What’s going on?” Shelly whispered.

      “That’s Karl Carlson,” Fenella hissed back.

      “Where?”

      “Over there, next to the green car.”

      Shelly nodded.  “Okay, I see him.  Why are we hiding?”

      “It looks as if he’s waiting for someone.”

      “Now that you’ve mentioned it, yes, it does.”

      “So I thought it might be interesting to see who turns up.”

      The friends stood together in the dark doorway for several minutes before Shelly spoke again.

      “I’m freezing.”

      “I was just thinking the same thing.  Maybe it doesn’t matter who Karl is waiting to meet.  Maybe we should just go home.”

      “There you are,” a man’s voice said in the darkness.  “This isn’t where we were supposed to meet.”

      “It’s close,” Karl called back.

      Fenella and Shelly watched as someone joined Karl.  The new arrival was wearing a heavy coat with the hood pulled up around his face.  As the two men began to walk away together, Fenella rushed after them.  As they neared a streetlight, she clapped her hands together loudly and then stepped into another doorway.  The two men both turned around just long enough for Fenella to get a look at the man with Karl.

      “That was very clever,” Shelly said when Fenella rejoined her.

      “I was sure they were going to spot me, but it was worth it.”

      “Did you recognize the man with Karl?”

      “I did.  Now I’m going to have to call Donald and Daniel and tell them what I saw.”

      “But in the meantime, you can tell me what this is all about,” Shelly suggested.

      Fenella grinned at her.  “I’ll tell you everything on the drive home.”

      Back in her apartment some time later, Fenella reached for her telephone.

      The opening lines of the song “Celebration” filled the room.  Mona appeared a moment later.

      “You’ve learned something important,” she said to Fenella.  “Tell me everything.”

      “I don’t know if what I’ve learned is important or not,” Fenella countered.  “But you can sit and listen while I talk to Donald.”

      “Donald?  So whatever you’ve learned has to do with his fire and not Kent Thomas?  That is disappointing.”

      “Sorry,” Fenella snapped as she waited for Donald to answer.

      “Hello?”

      Fenella switched the call to speaker mode so that Mona could listen properly.  “Donald, it’s Fenella.  How are you?”

      “I’m fine, thank you.  How are you?”

      “I’m fine.  I had dinner with Shelly in Castletown tonight.  After dinner, we took a stroll around the castle grounds and while we were walking, we saw Karl Carlson.”

      “The man who was using my building for his restaurant.”

      “Exactly.  He looked as if he was waiting for someone, and then someone arrived.”

      “And it was one of the men or women from my office,” Donald guessed.  “Which one?”

      “It was Bobby Hartner,” Fenella said.

      Donald exhaled slowly.  “I suppose it could have been worse,” he said eventually.

      “Obviously, I have to tell Daniel.”

      “Yes, of course.  Could you leave that for twenty-four hours, though?  Or maybe even less.  I’d like to speak to Bobby before the police do.  I’ll ring him first thing in the morning, if you can give me until then.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t like keeping things from Daniel, but I understand why you want to talk to Bobby first as well.  How about this?  I won’t call Daniel until the morning.  There’s still a chance that he might stop to see me later, though.  If he does, I’ll have to tell him, but I’ll ask him to wait and talk to Bobby tomorrow.”

      “That’s fine.  Now I just have to hope that Daniel is too busy to visit you tonight.”

      “He’s dealing with a lot at the moment.”

      “Oh? More than just the fire in my building?”

      “He’s in charge of the investigation into Kent Thomas’s murder.”

      There was a short silence on the other end of the phone.  “Can you say that again, slowly,” Donald said.

      “Daniel is investigating Kent Thomas’s murder,” Fenella obliged.

      “I thought that was what you’d said.  I also thought that Kent had a heart attack around ten years ago.”

      “He died around ten years ago, but it wasn’t a heart attack.  He was poisoned.”

      “The police are certain of that?”

      “They are now, or so I’m told.”

      “Fascinating.”

      Fenella waited for Donald to add something.  Eventually, she broke the silence.

      “Why is it fascinating?” she demanded.

      “Murder is always shocking, of course, but I’m fascinated that someone appears to have killed Kent and remained undetected for ten years.  How is that possible, and what happened now to reopen the case?”

      “You don’t pay any attention to the island’s news, do you?”

      Donald chuckled.  “I sometimes skim the news websites, but I’ve been avoiding them lately, as I’d assumed they’d be full of speculation about the building I own that had the fire.  I’m going to assume that my story has been very much pushed off the front page now, though.”

      “It has.  Kent’s murder is huge news.  As for what reopened the case, Alfred Beck started it all.”

      “Alfred Beck?  The undertaker?  What did he do?”

      “He told the police that he’d overheard Tammy Thomas talking to Kent when he was, um, well, at the funeral home.  Allegedly, she said something about having switched his medications around to cause his heart attack.”

      “So they exhumed the body and found poison instead?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Alfred accused Tammy?”

      “He did.”

      “I wonder why.  It all seems very odd to me.”

      “It is all very odd,” Fenella agreed.

      “I don’t know Alfred well, but I’ve met him and spoken to him a few times.  I can’t imagine why he’d lie about such a thing.”

      “Maybe he misunderstood what Tammy was saying.”

      “I suppose that’s possible.”

      “According to his wife, Alfred was very upset at the time, but wouldn’t tell her what had upset him.”

      “Joney?  I know her a bit better than I know Alfred.  I wouldn’t trust anything she said, but that’s just my opinion.”

      “I’d love to hear more.”

      Donald chuckled.  “I’ve known Joney for years.  Let’s just say I’ve never been fond of her.”

      Fenella thought about pushing for more, but something in Donald’s tone stopped her.  “Well, that’s what Alfred told the police, and now it appears that Kent was actually poisoned.”

      “There must be a long list of potential suspects.”

      “Dan Ross listed quite a few in the local paper.”

      “Darla will be devastated.”

      “She seemed very upset when she found out about the poison.”

      “Does that mean you’ve met Darla?”

      “Just this afternoon.”

      “She’s on the island?  When did she arrive?”

      “Again, just this afternoon,” Fenella said, adding the rest of the story.

      “So Darla is on the island with the children,” Donald said thoughtfully.  “I’m even more tempted to pay the island a visit now.”

      “Oh?”

      “Darla and I were friends, although it was years ago, of course, when she and Kent were married.”

      “Friends?”

      Donald chuckled.  “She was a very beautiful woman, but she wasn’t interested in cheating on Kent.  She came and stayed on the island a few times while Kent was traveling with friends.  I used to take her out for dinner and drinks and then take her home and get a chaste kiss on the cheek.  Oddly, I didn’t really mind, because she was great fun, regardless.”

      “And then Kent cheated.”

      “Oh, Kent was cheating long before Gloria.  Darla didn’t really mind what he did, as long as he was reasonably discreet.  Taking up with the nanny, though, was another matter.  I think she might have kept looking the other way if she hadn’t actually caught them in bed together, though.”

      “How awful for her.”

      “She rang me and asked me to take her away for a weekend.  I did the gentlemanly thing and refused, of course.”

      “And then she and Kent got divorced, and she moved to Canada.”

      “And Kent married Gloria, and, as far as I know, he was actually faithful to her.”

      “Were you surprised?”

      “Yes and no.  Kent and Darla had married very young, and they’d had children almost immediately.  Darla also had her own interests and her own money.  She didn’t need Kent, and once the children arrived, she often traveled with them to see her family or for holidays.  Left to his own devices, Kent found other women with whom to amuse himself.  Gloria was very different.”

      “She was a lot younger.”

      “She was, and she devoted herself to Kent’s happiness.  They never had children, and she always traveled with him, wherever he went.”

      “Apollo said something today about Kent and Gloria planning to have children at one point.”

      “I’d be surprised if that were true.  Kent didn’t care for the responsibilities that came with fatherhood.  I think he was delighted when Darla moved to Canada and he only had to see the children for a few weeks each summer.  I can’t see him agreeing to have any more children.”

      “What about Tammy?  She didn’t want children?”

      “I’ve no idea, but I doubt it.  I can’t see Kent marrying her if she had wanted children.  She was his assistant for years before they became romantically involved, so she must have known what she was letting herself in for when she married him.”

      “And she hasn’t had any children since,” Fenella added.

      Donald laughed.  “I know Andrew, the man in her life now.  He definitely doesn’t want children.  If Tammy did want kids, she’d never have taken up with him.”

      “Since you know all of the people involved, who do you think killed Kent?” Fenella had to ask.

      “Let me think about that for a minute,” Donald replied.

      Fenella watched the clock as the minute ticked over to two and then three minutes.

      “If I were Daniel, I’d have a long talk with Michael Potter and Stanley Walker,” he said as the clock ticked down the fourth minute.

      “Why?”

      “Michael was Kent’s closest friend.  They’d gone to boarding school together, and then they played polo together as well.  Michael was nearly always on the island when Kent was there, and he helped Kent when Darla left him.”

      “Helped him?”

      “Gave him a place to stay and very likely helped him hide a few assets as well.  Darla got a huge settlement, but I suspect she might have been able to get more if Michael hadn’t been involved.”

      “I don’t like him already.”

      Donald chuckled.  “As I said, Darla got a large settlement.  She got more than enough to move herself and the children to Canada.  I understand they’ve been very happy there as well.”

      “Maybe you should come across and ask her yourself.”

      “I’m very tempted to do just that.”

      “So why should Daniel talk to Michael?”

      “Sorry, I wandered off topic a bit.  It’s just that Michael knew Kent better than anyone, even better than Darla, I’d suggest.  He knew all of Kent’s secrets, and if there was something in Kent’s past that made him the target for a killer, Michael should know what it was.  The only problem is that they had a huge fight and hadn’t spoken in years by the time Kent died.”

      “Except Michael was on the island when Kent died, and he and Kent had made up.”

      “Are you sure about that?”

      “Tammy Thomas told me that she and Kent had dinner with Michael a few days before Kent’s death.”

      “That’s all news to me, but I don’t suppose there’s any reason why I should have known about it.  I didn’t do business with Michael, and I rarely did business with Kent.  I’d occasionally use one of his hotels for a special event, but beyond that, we were merely acquaintances, really.”

      “So Michael knew all of Kent’s secrets, and then they had a huge fight and didn’t speak for years.  Is it possible that Michael was still angry and came back to the island to kill Kent?”

      “Anything is possible, but when I knew Michael, he was all about immediate gratification.  If he was mad enough to kill Kent, I’m not sure he’d have waited years to do so.”

      “What about Stanley, then?” Fenella asked.

      “Ah, that’s another story,” Donald replied.

      His next words were interrupted by a knock on the door.
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      “Hello,” Fenella greeted Daniel.   “Come in.  I’m on the phone with Donald, and he’s telling me all about Kent and his friends.”

      Daniel sighed.  “I was hoping to get away from the case when I came here.”

      “I’m sorry.  I called Donald to tell him about something else, and then we started talking about Kent.  He knew him, of course, and everyone else connected with the case.”

      “Hi, Donald,” Daniel said as he sat down in the chair next to the telephone.

      “Hello,” Donald replied.  “How are you?”

      “Tired, but Fen says you knew Kent and his associates.”

      “I did.  I was just about to tell her about Stanley Walker.”

      “Go ahead, then.”

      “Stanley was a childhood friend of Kent’s.  They’d played together, but Stanley’s family wasn’t in the same social circle as Kent’s.  That hadn’t stopped the boys from becoming friends, but it complicated things later.  After Stanley finished uni, he came back to the island and ended up working for Kent.  Their relationship was awkward, mostly friendly, but difficult because, at the end of the day, Kent was paying Stanley salary.”

      “That does sound awkward,” Fenella said.

      “It worked though, in part because Stanley is smart and hard-working and Kent was always pleased with his work.  From what I knew of the situation, there was some give and take over the years, as Kent could never quite decide how much work he actually wanted to do himself, but mostly things ran smoothly.  In the last year or two of Kent’s life, though, there were rising tensions.”

      “Oh?” Daniel replied.

      “It was becoming obvious that the island was no longer the tourist destination it had once been.  With fewer people visiting, Kent’s hotels were making lower profits.  I was told that Stanley came up with pages and pages of ideas for things to change, but Kent wasn’t interested.  He wanted Stanley to make things work they way they always had, which was no longer possible.”

      “So Kent was going to fire Stanley,” Fenella guessed.

      “I’d been hearing hints about that just before Kent died.  Nothing was definite, but I know Stanley was quietly and very discreetly job hunting,” Donald replied.

      “With much luck?” Fenella wondered.

      “I offered him a job,” Donald replied.  “And I’m fairly certain that at least one other person did as well.  In the end, after Kent’s death, he was able to take early retirement, and he’s never worked again, but there were plenty of people on the island who would have been happy to have him if he had needed to find work.”

      “How did he manage to take early retirement?” Fenella asked.  “Did Kent leave him something in his will?”

      “Kent left him a small amount, but before his death, he’d allowed Stanley to purchase shares in the company.  After Kent’s death, when the entire company was sold, Stanley made a small fortune.”

      “So he benefited from Kent’s death,” Fenella muttered.  “If he’d known Kent for that long, he probably knew a lot of his secrets, too,” she added.

      “He may have known some of Kent’s secrets, but I’m fairly certain Kent didn’t know any of Stanley’s,” Donald replied.  “Stanley was far too smart to share anything with Kent.”

      “Where is Stanley now?” Fenella asked.

      “I believe he still lives on the island,” Donald replied.  “He had a little house in Castletown for years, but I’m sure I heard that he’d moved into a flat somewhere after Kent’s death.  Of course, that was ten years ago.  He could be anywhere now.”

      “He’s still on the island,” Daniel said.

      “He should be a useful resource for you, then,” Donald suggested.

      “Tell Daniel what you said about Michael,” Fenella told Donald.

      She sat back and listened as the two men discussed Michael and then Darla and Gloria and Tammy.  It took them nearly an hour to cover everything.  Fenella was nearly asleep in her seat when they finally finished.

      “I hope I’ve helped in some way,” Donald said.  “Kent and I weren’t exactly friends, but I’d like to see his killer behind bars.”

      “Everything you’ve told me is useful background information,” Daniel replied.  “I really appreciate your time.”

      “Fenella, don’t forget to tell Daniel why you rang me in the first place,” Donald added.  “It’s probably too late tonight for him to do anything about that information, at least.”

      “Yeah, good luck with him tomorrow,” Fenella said before she ended the call.

      “So why did you ring Donald?” Daniel asked.

      “Because I saw Karl Carlson in Castletown tonight.  He was there to meet Bobby Hartner, who works in Donald’s office.”

      “Interesting.”

      “Donald wants to talk to Bobby before you do.”

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “Donald is lucky that I’m rather busy with the Thomas case, then.  I probably won’t find time to talk to Mr. Hartner until tomorrow afternoon.”

      Fenella grinned.  “That would be perfect.”

      “I’m rarely perfect,” Daniel said with a laugh before he pulled Fenella into a kiss.

      “That was close to perfect, anyway,” she murmured a while later.

      “Too bad I have to go,” Daniel said.  “It’s getting late, and tomorrow is going to be a busy day.”

      Fenella walked him to the door and then kissed him again.  “Good night,” she said.

      “Good night,” he replied.

      She watched him walk to the elevators and then pushed the door shut.
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      “You need to take a walk,” Mona said the next morning.

      Fenella jumped, spilling cereal all over the counter.  “What?” she demanded, glaring at her aunt.

      Mona chuckled.  “I’m sorry that I startled you.  I was in a rush to get here.  You need to go for a walk.”

      “A walk?  Now?”  Fenella looked out the window.  It was cloudy and overcast, and it looked as if it was going to rain at any moment.  “I don’t think so.”

      “Now,” Mona replied firmly.  “You’ll thank me later.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Who is out there?  Which suspect am I going to bump into?  And how have you managed to arrange it?”

      “I haven’t done anything,” Mona replied.  “I just happened to be looking out the window, and I think I may have spotted someone connected with the case.”

      “Who?”

      “Go and see, quickly, before she goes indoors.”

      “She?”

      Mona sighed and then vanished instantly.

      “Well, that was different,” Fenella muttered as she found her shoes and her coat.  A few minutes later, she was strolling rapidly along the promenade, wondering if she should have gone in the other direction.  There were only a handful of people around, and most of them were walking dogs.

      Fenella walked for ten minutes and then turned around and began to head for home.  Whomever Mona thought was out here must have gone inside one of the buildings, she thought.  She was nearly back to her building when she noticed the woman sitting on the bench.  There was something vaguely familiar about her.  As Fenella took another step forward, she realized that her shoe had come untied.  As she bent down to tie it, the other woman’s mobile rang.

      “Michael, darling, I’m here.”

      Fenella tied her shoe as slowly as she could.

      “I haven’t seen anyone or anything yet.  I’m just sitting on the Douglas promenade.  I can’t even get into the hotel yet, because it’s too early.”

      Standing back up, Fenella noticed that her other shoe had now come undone.  Sighing, she bent back down as the woman spoke to her.

      “I still don’t know if this was a good idea or not, but I’ll see you later today, and I’ll remember to pretend that we don’t know one another.”

      As Fenella stood up again, the woman laughed.  “I’ll be good,” she said lightly.  “See you soon.”

      Fenella took a few steps forward and then stopped as the woman spoke again.

      “Pardon me, but is there a café or a coffee shop anywhere near here?” she asked.

      Fenella nodded.  “There are several, although I’m not certain what time any of them open for business.”

      The woman sighed.  “Stupid early flight.  It never occurred to me that nothing would be open at this hour.  Did you know that in London there are restaurants and cafés that are open twenty-four hours a day.”

      Fenella grinned.  “I did know that.  Once you’ve been on the island for a while, you start to get used to the slower pace of life, though.”

      The woman made a face.  “I’ve no intention of getting used to anything.  I’m here because I need to be here, but I won’t be staying any longer than absolutely necessary.”

      “Well, welcome,” Fenella said.  While she wanted to continue the conversation, she wasn’t sure what else to say.  For the first time ever, Dan Ross appeared at just the right time.

      “Lara,” he shouted down the promenade.  “Lara Lewis, if I could just have a word with you.”

      “Who is that, and how does he know my name?” Lara demanded.

      “That’s Dan Ross.  He’s an investigative journalist for the island’s newspaper.”

      Lara shook her head.  “I don’t want to talk to him,” she said.  “Where can I go to get away from him?”

      “Come with me,” Fenella replied impulsively.  “You can sit in the lobby in my apartment building for as long as you need to, and Dan won’t be able to bother you.”

      She quickly led the woman across the road and into the lobby of her building.  Dan was right behind them, but he was forced to stop as the security guard at the door held up a hand.

      “I need a word with Ms. Woods,” Dan said.

      “If Ms. Woods wants to talk to you, she’ll meet you outside,” the guard replied.

      Fenella smiled at the guard and then led Lara to a couch as far away from the door as possible.  As they sat down together, Fenella watched as Dan began to pace back and forth right outside.

      “Is he going to stay there for long?” Lara asked.

      “I’ve no idea.  I suppose you’ll have to hope that a kitten will get stuck up a tree or some such thing,” Fenella replied.

      Lara laughed.  “I hope you’re joking.”

      “Mostly.  As I said, he’s an investigative journalist.  Right now he’s putting all of his time and effort into Kent Thomas’s murder.”

      Lara shuddered.  “My poor Kent,” she murmured.

      “I’m sorry.  I didn’t realize you knew the man.”

      Lara gave her a sad smile.  “We were together when he died,” she said in a low voice.  “He was my – I’m not even sure how to describe our relationship, actually, even after all these years.  We were in love.  He wanted to leave his wife for me, but she refused to agree, and Kent was too kind to divorce her without her consent.”  She stopped and took out a tissue that she used to gently pat her eyes.

      “I’m sorry for your loss,” Fenella said.

      “Thank you.  It’s been ten years, but I’m never going to properly recover.  I should have spent those years with Kent, but instead, I’ve been alone.”

      “Perhaps you’ll find someone else one day.”

      Lara shrugged.  “I’ll never love anyone the way that I loved Kent.  We were soul mates, and we should have grown old together.  He would have left Tammy eventually, but even if he hadn’t, we still could have been together.  She didn’t have to kill him.”

      “You think Tammy killed him?”

      “It’s the only thing that makes sense.  She knew he had fallen in love with me, so she decided to get rid of him.  She was afraid he was going to write her out of his will, and he was planning to as well.  If Kent had lived a few weeks longer, Tammy would have been left in far less comfortable circumstances.”

      “Presumably, that would have been good news for Kent’s children.”

      Lara chuckled.  “They wouldn’t have been any better off, but Kent was going to leave me a good deal more.  As it was, I only got five million pounds.”

      “That’s quite a lot of money.”

      “Yes, I suppose so, but Kent was planning to leave me twenty million when he rewrote his will.  Obviously, Tammy knew what he was planning and made sure to kill him before he could follow through on his plans.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I suppose that makes sense.”

      Lara sat back in her seat.  “He’s still out there,” she said, gesturing toward the doors.

      Fenella looked out at Dan and shrugged.  “He’ll give up eventually.”

      “How did he even know where to find me, though?”

      “Who knew you were coming back to the island?”

      “Just Darla,” Lara told her.  “She was Kent’s first wife, and she’s been far kinder to me than Tammy ever was.  She rang me herself to invite me to a memorial service for Kent.  Tammy wouldn’t let me come to his funeral, but Kent’s children are having the memorial service, and Darla said she thought I deserved to be there.”

      “You were important to Kent.”

      “I was the most important person in his life during his last year.  Of course, we didn’t know it was his last year.  We thought we had all the time in the world to be in love.”

      “When is the service?”

      “Tomorrow, which was awfully short notice, but I was able to rearrange a few plans so that I could be here.”

      “I wonder who else Darla has invited.”

      “When I spoke to her, she said she was inviting everyone who’d been important to Kent at any point in his life.  I’m already expecting Tammy to be horrible to me, but I’m looking forward to meeting Darla and her children.”

      “You never met the children while Kent was alive?”

      She shook her head.  “Neither of them visited the island during that year, or if they did, I didn’t know about it.  Kent was a very private person, even with me, even though he loved me.”

      Fenella nodded.  Before she could speak, Lara jumped to her feet.

      “He’s gone,” she said happily.  “He may not have gone far, but I’m sure I can get from here to the coffee shop that I spotted next door on my way in here.  I’ll feel much better about everything once I’ve had some coffee.”

      She was halfway to the door before she turned back and waved at Fenella.  “Thanks for your help,” she called before disappearing out the door.

      Fenella walked over and watched as the woman dashed into the coffee shop.  Dan was nowhere to be seen.  Sighing, Fenella headed for the elevators.

      “She could have been talking to anyone, of course.  There are a lot of men in the world named Michael,” Fenella said after she’d told Daniel all about her encounter with Lara.

      “Indeed.  I shall have to keep a very close eye on both of them at the memorial service tomorrow,” Daniel replied.

      “I don’t suppose you need a date for the service,” Fenella said.

      Daniel chuckled.  “I’d be more than happy to take you with me.  I’d like to think that I’ll have a chance to see you between now and then, but thanks to Darla, there are half a dozen people arriving on the island today.  People who are connected to the case in one way or another.  I’m going to be very busy trying to speak to them all.”

      “I’m surprised so many of them are coming.”

      “I’ve been told that Darla can be very persuasive.  Apparently, she’s telling everyone that it’s important to Apollo and Aphrodite and that they never had a proper chance to celebrate their father’s life when he passed away.”

      “And why is she really doing it?”

      “I’m not sure, but she’s keeping me informed as to who is coming and where they’re staying, so I’m not going to complain.”

      “Good luck with your interviews.  Maybe someone will break down and confess.”

      “That would be a lovely surprise.”

      “What time should I be ready for the memorial service?”

      “It starts at two, but I want to be there early.  I’ll collect you around one.”

      “Sounds good.”

      “Love you.”

      “Love you, too.”

      Fenella put down the phone and then frowned at it.  She’d forgotten to ask him about Bobby and Karl.  It sounded as if he was going to be too busy to speak to Bobby today, which would be good news for Donald, anyway.  Sighing, she paced back and forth for a moment before her stomach started to growl at her.

      “I never got breakfast,” she exclaimed.  Mona had interrupted her while she’d been getting her cereal, and then she’d rushed out for the walk that Mona had insisted she take.  Now she was starving, and it was nearly time for lunch.

      “Meerooww,” Katie said as Fenella walked into the kitchen.

      “You had your breakfast,” Fenella replied.  “And it’s a full hour until time for your lunch.”

      Katie looked as if she might argue, but after a moment, she turned and walked out of the room.  Fenella watched as Katie found a spot she liked in front of the windows and then curled up and shut her eyes.

      “It’s okay for some,” Fenella muttered.

      Of course, there was no reason why she couldn’t take a nap as well, but she’d never been very good at napping.  One of her college friends had been able to sleep anywhere, even in a noisy crowd.  She’d simply put her head down and go to sleep, regardless of her surroundings.  Fenella had always been slightly jealous of her friend’s ability, because whenever she’d wanted a nap, she’d had to remove her contact lenses and then change into comfortable clothes.  By the time she was ready to try to sleep, she usually felt wide awake.

      “What should I make for lunch?” she asked herself.  She was too hungry to spend too much time on preparation, so she found something that would go in the microwave and then watched as it slowly rotated while it cooked.  She ate while reading another book from the spare bedroom.  The books had been Mona’s, and so far Fenella had enjoyed everything she’d tried from the shelves.

      She was loading her plate into the dishwasher when the telephone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “Hello.  I hope I’m not ringing at a bad time,” Donald’s voice came down the line.

      “Not at all.  How are you?”

      He sighed.  “I’ve just finished a very difficult conversation with Bobby.  I wanted to let you know what was said.  I was hoping you might be able to help me work out how to talk to Daniel about the situation.”

      “That doesn’t sound good.”

      “It’s not as bad as I thought it might be, actually, but I’m not sure how the police will feel about it all.”

      “Start at the beginning.”

      “I rang Bobby and asked him why he had a meeting with Karl Carlson last night.  He started out denying that he knew Karl and claiming that he’d been at home all night last night.”

      “Oh dear.”

      “I suggested to him that being honest with me was a smarter approach, and that seemed to open the floodgates.”

      “Let’s just hope he was honest.”

      “I think he was.  I’m sure he didn’t really want to tell me some of the things he told me.”

      “So what did he have to say?” Fenella asked when Donald fell silent.

      “This is difficult.  I don’t care for gossip, and I don’t generally talk about people behind their backs.”

      “You’ll have to talk to Daniel.”

      “I know, and so will Bobby.  But I’ll feel better if I tell you everything first.”

      After another long silence, Fenella chuckled.  “Maybe you should write it all down and mail it to me.”

      Donald laughed.  “I’m sorry.  I’m being difficult.  As I said, it isn’t even all that bad.  Karl Carlson’s real name is Connor Hartner.  He’s one of Bobby’s cousins on his father’s side.”

      “So why was he using a fake name?”

      “Because he’s been in some trouble in the past.  Bobby didn’t go into any specifics, but apparently Connor has a criminal record, and he came to the island to try to make a fresh start.”

      “Under an assumed name.”

      “Bobby reckons he wanted a completely fresh start, so he created a new identity for himself as part of that.  Of course, it’s a terrible idea, but Connor didn’t see it that way.”

      “So he came over and decided to open a restaurant?”

      “He came over and asked Bobby for help.  He told Bobby that owning his own little café or coffee shop has been his lifelong dream, and he told Bobby that he’d learned to cook in prison.  Bobby believed both things.”

      “I don’t think Connor knows how to cook.”

      “No, he admitted as much to Bobby after the fire.  The thing is, Bobby’s aunt, Connor’s mother, rang him up and begged him to help Connor in any way that he could.  Aunt Helen insisted that Connor could run a very successful restaurant.  He just needed a chance.  Bobby finally agreed to help him get started.”

      “And then he gave him the keys to your building,” Fenella guessed.

      “He did.  The property was still being renovated, but the construction team had moved up to the first floor to work on the flat there.  That left the ground floor space empty, at least for a few weeks.  Bobby told Connor that he could use the space for a fortnight, but that he had to turn a profit in those two weeks.  If he managed that, Bobby was going to help him find a proper space he could use longer term.”

      “And then Connor set the building on fire.”

      Donald chuckled.  “It’s almost funny, in a way.  Connor had no idea what he was doing.  Bobby lent him a thousand pounds to buy whatever supplies he’d need.  Instead of worrying about getting in fresh ingredients, Connor went out and bought a pile of second-hand menus and hundreds of tins of soup.  Then he put up a sign and opened for business.”

      “And Daniel and I just happened to walk in on opening day.”

      “Exactly.  Connor knew who you were immediately, because he’d been following the island’s news for the last year or so, in anticipation of moving over here.  Bobby reckons he got overexcited and forgot what he was doing.”

      “He put the metal can into the microwave.”

      “Because he hadn’t bothered to buy any bowls,” Donald said.

      “I’m speechless.”

      “I was a bit shocked as well.  He had plates, because there were a few left in the cupboards from the previous tenants.  He’d simply assumed there would be bowls there somewhere, but there weren’t.  Obviously, he couldn’t heat your soup on a plate.”

      “So what was he going to do?”

      “He told Bobby that he was going to heat the soup in the can and then serve it inside a piece of baguette hollowed out to make a bowl.”

      “I’ve seen restaurants do that, actually, although usually with a round loaf, not a baguette.”

      “Yes, well, he was working with what he had, but unfortunately, he never got that far.  The microwave caught fire, and that was the end of that.”

      “Poor Bobby.”

      “I’m glad to hear you say that.  Now we just have to convince Daniel that none of what happened was his fault.”

      “You aren’t blaming him?”

      “I’m not exactly happy with him, but I’ve told him that he can keep his job.  I suspect, if I’d been on the island when all of this happened, that he would have asked me for permission to let Connor use the space.  I’d have agreed as well, because it is just sitting empty, and I am sympathetic to Connor’s story.”

      “What about Connor?”

      “Bobby thinks that Connor just wants to leave the island, but the police won’t let him travel while the fire is still being investigated.”

      “It sounds as if the fire was an unfortunate accident.”

      “Yes, but probably not one that my insurance company will cover – not unless I press criminal charges against Connor, anyway, as he was trespassing and using the space illegally.”

      “But you don’t want to do that because you don’t want Bobby to get into any trouble.”

      “I’d rather just let the whole thing drop,” Donald said.  “We were already renovating the space.  To be honest, it wasn’t in much better condition before the fire, and we were planning to gut the entire ground floor, anyway.  If Daniel is happy to agree, I’d just as soon let Connor go back to the UK and forget any of this ever happened.”

      “I don’t think it’s Daniel’s agreement you need, though.  I’m not sure who is in charge of fire investigations.”

      “I’ll start with Daniel, at least.  I’m sure he can put me in touch with the appropriate people.”

      “Since the property is yours, I can’t see why anyone will care if you don’t want to press charges against anyone.”

      “I can’t either.  Let’s hope we’re both correct.  I’d hate to have to hire an advocate to defend Connor and Bobby.”

      Fenella laughed.  “That would be strange, all things considered.”

      “I need to talk to Daniel and then get back to Bobby.  He’s going to arrange for me to talk to Connor as well.  Apparently, Connor wants to apologize.”

      “I should hope so.”

      “Bobby insisted that Connor isn’t a bad person.  Apparently, he made some of the wrong sorts of friends when he was younger, and they got him to do all manner of foolish things.  That was one of the reasons why everyone in the family thought a fresh start over here would be good for him.  Sending him here put some distance between him and his former friends.”

      “But now he’s going home again?”

      “He’s going back to the UK, but I’ve been told he’s going to go and stay with another cousin in Scotland.  He’s never been to Scotland, and the cousin actually owns a restaurant.  He’s promised to give Connor a job and teach him how to cook, as long as Connor behaves.”

      “Assuming the police here let him go.”

      “Exactly.”

      The pair talked about various ways to approach Daniel, but in the end, they agreed that Donald simply needed to tell Daniel everything that he’d told her.

      “I’ll ring him now, and hopefully everything will be sorted by tomorrow,” Donald said eventually.

      “The memorial service for Kent Thomas is tomorrow,” Fenella replied.  “Daniel may be too busy to talk to you until that’s over.”

      “Darla rang and invited me to the service.  I had to decline, but it was lovely to speak to her again.”

      “Apparently, she’s inviting everyone who ever knew Kent.”

      “Yes, she told me as much and even asked me for some advice on how to contact a few people.  Unfortunately, I was unable to help her.”

      “It should be an interesting afternoon.”

      “It will be if Darla has anything to do with it.  You didn’t hear this from me, but she’s determined to find Kent’s killer tomorrow.  She reckons that once everyone is together in one place, she’ll be able to work out who killed him.”

      “I hope she’s warned Daniel about what she’s planning.  It could all go badly wrong.”

      “She did tell me that she’s working closely with Daniel.  I suspect he knows what she’s hoping to accomplish.”

      As Fenella put the phone down, she sighed.  “And now I need to ring Daniel,” she said to Katie.  “Because people keep telling me things I don’t want to hear.”

      She left a message on his voicemail and then sat back down with her book.  While the story was good, she couldn’t seem to lose herself in the pages.  Eventually, she gave up.

      “Can you put someone else in my path, please?” she called to Mona as she put on her shoes and her coat.  “I’d quite like to speak to Michael Potter, as I suspect that he and Lara are better acquainted than they should be.”

      Mona didn’t reply.  Fenella went and walked up and down the promenade twice.  The only person she spoke to was Harvey Garus, an octogenarian neighbor with two dogs.  Winston and Fiona sometimes stayed with Fenella when Harvey was busy or unwell.  She loved the animals and enjoyed their visits, but they were also hard work, and she never minded returning them to Harvey after a week or two.

      The rest of the afternoon seemed to drag on endlessly.  Shortly before five, she went over to visit Shelly.

      “Hi,” Shelly said.

      “Hi.  I was just wondering if you had dinner plans.”

      “Tim finally has a free night.  We’re going out for a nice meal and then going to a movie.”

      “Lovely.”

      “You’re welcome to join us,” Shelly said.

      Fenella laughed.  “You and Tim haven’t had a night out in ages.  The last thing you want is me tagging along.  Go and have fun.”

      Eventually, Fenella made herself some dinner and then poured herself a glass of wine.  Daniel called around eight.

      “I’m sorry, but I’m not going to be able to see you tonight,” he said.  “I’ve been wrapping up the reports on the fire after talking to Donald and taking statements from everyone who's arriving for Kent’s memorial service as well.  I still have at least two hours of paperwork to get through before the morning.”

      “Did Donald tell you that he’d talked to me?”

      “Yes, why don’t you tell me what he said?”

      Fenella repeated their conversation as best she could, including the part about Darla and her intentions.  When she was done, Daniel sighed.

      “Tomorrow’s memorial service is going to be a disaster,” he predicted before he ended the call.
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      When Katie woke Fenella the next morning, Fenella was vaguely aware that she’d been having a bad dream.  “I can’t remember it, though, which is a good thing,” she told the animal as she got her breakfast ready.

      “Merwoow,” Katie replied.

      After taking a shower and having her own breakfast, Fenella found herself feeling restless again.  With the memorial service looming, her mind was racing, and she couldn’t find anything with which to distract herself.  Eventually, she cleaned her apartment, vacuuming and dusting and scrubbing the bathrooms, which didn’t exactly distract her, but at least filled the morning.  After a quick lunch, she took another shower to wash away all of the cleaning products. She then stood in front of her wardrobe.

      “What should I wear?” she muttered as she opened the doors.

      As the opening notes of “Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow Polka-Dot Bikini” played, Mona walked into the room.

      “Wear the grey dress,” she said.

      Fenella looked into the wardrobe and immediately spotted the dress in question.  “I’ve never seen this one before,” she said as she pulled it out.  “It’s lovely.”

      “You should go through the wardrobe one day,” Mona suggested again.  “I’m sure there are several dresses in there you’ve never noticed.  But today, you needed an appropriate dress for a memorial service.  That one is appropriate.  I wore it to Kent’s funeral.”

      Fenella gasped.  “I’m not sure I should wear it today, then.”

      “No one will remember it.  I was just one of hundreds of mourners.  Besides, it will look completely different on you.”

      Nodding, Fenella slid the dress off its hanger to pull it on.  It fit perfectly, and it felt just right for the occasion.  The matching shoes and handbag were easily located.

      “I may have to make an appearance myself,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “Although, appearance is probably the wrong word to use.  You’ll be the only one who will be able to see me, of course.  But I feel as if Darla is correct.  If everyone actually turns up, she should be able to find the killer this afternoon.”

      “If the killer is smart, he or she will stay well away from the memorial service.”

      “Ah, but I suspect he or she probably feels as if not going isn’t an option.  He or she will be trying to act as naturally as possible, doing exactly what he or she would do if innocent.”

      “Maybe.  If I’d done it and then moved off the island, though, the last thing I’d do is come back for any reason.”

      “Let’s hope the killer is less smart than you, then.  I think we all want to see Kent’s killer behind bars.”

      “Yes, of course.”

      Fenella filled her handbag with what she needed for the afternoon and then paced back and forth while she waited for Daniel.  When someone knocked, Mona stood up from where she’d been sitting.

      “You must try to remember everything that everyone says, just in case I don’t manage to attend,” Mona said before she slowly faded away.

      “Yeah, right,” Fenella muttered as she opened the door.

      “You look wonderful,” Daniel said before he kissed her.

      “So do you,” Fenella replied.  “That’s a gorgeous suit.”

      “Thanks.  Are you ready to go?”

      Fenella nodded and then picked up her handbag.  “Do you really think it’s going to be awful?” she asked as she followed Daniel out of the apartment.

      “I think Darla is going to start asking a lot of questions.  I think that’s going to cause tension, and it could cause a few disagreements.  I know she’s hoping for a confession, but I think she’s being too optimistic.  After ten years, our killer isn’t going to want to get caught now.”

      The drive to the small church on the outskirts of Onchan didn’t take long.  The small parking lot was already full.  A pair of uniformed police constables were directing traffic.

      “Ah, Inspector Robinson, you’re on the list,” one of them told Daniel.  “I’m afraid the car park is full, though.”

      “I can park on the street,” Daniel replied.  Another constable was monitoring street parking.  He waved Daniel to the curb and then waved at the car behind Daniel’s to keep moving.

      “I feel as if we’re fighting a losing battle out here,” he said as Daniel and Fenella got out of the car.  “There’s still nearly an hour before the service is meant to start, and the car park is full, and the street is filling fast.”

      “Just do your best,” Daniel told him.

      He offered Fenella his arm, and the pair crossed to the walkway that led to the church’s door.  Another constable checked Daniel’s name off a list before they were allowed into the church.

      “Are you expecting a lot of uninvited guests?” Fenella asked as they walked down the short aisle.

      “It’s a private ceremony for friends and family only.  Darla and the children invited the people they wanted included.  No one else is meant to be here,” Daniel explained.

      He gestured toward a row of chairs near the back of the room.  Fenella walked to the middle of the row and then sat down.  Although the service wasn’t meant to start for over half an hour, the building was already over half full.  Fenella spotted Darla near the front of the room.  Apollo and Aphrodite were standing on either side of her while she spoke to the vicar.

      “Tammy has just arrived,” Daniel told Fenella.

      She watched as Tammy, dressed in black from head to toe, walked down the aisle.

      “The man with her is Andrew Cannon,” Daniel added.

      Andrew was wearing a dark suit and a scowl.  When the pair reached the front of the church, they had a short conversation with Darla.  For a moment, it looked as if it might turn into an argument, but eventually Tammy and Andrew turned and walked over to the second row of seats and sat down.

      “Stanley Walker,” Daniel said a moment later.

      The man looked as if he didn’t quite know what to do.  He walked halfway down the aisle and then stopped and turned back around.  After a few steps, he turned again and walked slowly toward Darla.  After a few paces, though, he seemed to change his mind again.  He stopped and then dropped heavily into the nearest seat.

      “There’s Lara,” Fenella said a moment later as the pretty blonde walked into the room.  She was wearing black as well, but her beaded and sequined dress looked more appropriate for a cocktail party than a memorial service.  She walked to the front of the church and started speaking to Darla.  After a moment, she shrugged and then took a seat in the second row, as far away from Tammy as possible.  Even from where she was sitting Fenella could feel the tension between the two women.

      “Michael Potter,” Daniel murmured as a well-dressed man in his seventies walked down the aisle.  He spoke to Darla and then to each of the children in turn before taking a seat in the front row.

      Fenella watched closely to see if he did anything to acknowledge Lara, but he never even glanced in her direction.

      “And that’s Alfred Beck,” Daniel said, sounding surprised.

      “You didn’t know he’d been invited?”

      “No, Darla didn’t mention him.”

      Fenella watched as Alfred, leaning heavily on his wife’s arm, made his way down the aisle.  They took seats in the same row as Fenella and Daniel.  Joney stared at her for a moment before looking away.

      “I think that’s just about everyone,” Daniel said a minute later as a few late arrivals straggled in.  He quickly identified a few of Kent’s former business associates for Fenella, but she forgot their names as soon as she’d heard them.

      “Good afternoon,” the vicar said.  He adjusted something on the podium and then tried again.  “Good afternoon,” boomed through the room.  “Ah, that’s working then,” the man said with a smile. “We’re here today to celebrate the memory of Kent Thomas, a man who was taken from us over ten years ago.”

      Fenella tuned him out as he talked, focusing instead on watching everyone in the crowd.  Darla was sitting in the front row between her children.  Apollo and Aphrodite seemed to be staring straight ahead, while Darla kept looking from one to the other, almost as if watching a tennis match.

      “Because this is a celebration of life, and not a funeral, Mrs. Thomas, er, Darla would like to encourage everyone to come forward and say a few things about Kent.  Everyone who is here is here because of a personal invitation from Darla and Kent’s children.  You were all important to Kent in some way, and Darla wants very much to acknowledge that today.  Darla?”

      She stood up and walked to the front of the room.  “Good afternoon.  I’m really pleased to see all of you here.  It means a great deal to Apollo and Aphrodite that you all cared enough to find the time to attend.  You all know that Kent and I had been divorced for several years by the time he passed away.  Sadly, that meant that the children had few opportunities to get to know Kent as adults.  I’m hoping that the stories you will all share today will help them to know their father better.”

      “Too bad someone here killed him,” Joney Beck muttered.

      “Hush,” her husband hissed.

      Darla frowned and then seemingly forced a smile back on her face.  “I’d like to start by having Tammy say a few words.  Tammy was Kent’s wife at the time of his death.”

      She stepped backward and all eyes turned to Tammy.  After a moment, Tammy stood up and walked to the podium.

      “Thank you,” she said to Darla.  “I’m going to tell you all a few stories about Kent, and about what he meant to me.”

      Ten minutes later, Fenella was yawning as Tammy droned on and on about a trip she and Kent had taken to Birmingham.  “She could confess to murder right now and no one would notice,” she whispered in Daniels’ ear.

      He chuckled.  “I think Darla has had enough,” he said.

      A moment later, as Tammy stopped for a breath, Darla stepped forward.

      “Thank you, dear,” she said.  “We must get together for a long visit before the children and I return to Canada.  I’m sure they want to hear every one of your stories.”

      “Make sure she tells you about how she killed him,” Joney suggested.

      “Hush,” Alfred said.

      “And now, I’d like to hear a few words from Stanley Walker, who used to work with Kent,” Darla said as heads turned and people began to whisper among themselves.

      Stanley walked up and faced the crowd.  “Kent and I started out playing together as small children,” he began.

      “At least he kept his anecdotes short,” Fenella whispered a few minutes later as Stanley sat back down.

      “I’m sure you all know that Kent had another woman in his life at the time of his death,” Darla said.  “Whatever we feel about that, I think that Lara Lewis should be given some time to share her stories about Kent.”

      A loud expletive from Tammy brought gasps from around the room.

      “Tammy doesn’t agree,” Joney said loudly.

      Darla smiled tightly.  “Lara, please,” she said.

      Lara stood up and walked to the podium.  As she turned around to face the crowd, Tammy got to her feet.

      “I’m not going to sit here and listen to her talk about Kent,” she said angrily.

      “Tammy, please, just give her a few minutes, and then we’ll hear from everyone else,” Darla said.  “She was a part of Kent’s life, and Apollo and Aphrodite want to understand their father.”

      “Understand this,” Tammy said to Apollo and Aphrodite.  “Your father was a liar and a cheat who didn’t care in the slightest about anyone other than himself.  While he was busy telling me that he was too poorly to have sex, he was out sleeping with that whore up there.”  She gestured angrily toward Lara.

      “I beg your pardon,” Lara said tightly.  “Your father and I were deeply in love,” she said to Apollo and Aphrodite.  “I felt terrible that he was married, but he explained that he’d fallen out of love with Tammy years earlier.  They were simply staying together because it was financially advantageous to do so.  He would have ended things with her eventually, though, because I was the true love of his life.”

      “You were a passing fancy,” Tammy said dismissively.  “Kent would never have left me for you.  He was already tired of you, and you know it.  You know he was getting ready to end things with you.”

      “That isn’t true,” Lara replied.  “We were happier than we’d ever been.”

      “He was going to change his will and cut you out,” Tammy said.  “We talked about his will over dinner just a few days before he died.  I didn’t know about you, of course, but he said something about having a few provisions in his will that he needed to change.  He said he was going to cut out everyone except me and his children and Michael.”

      “Michael?” Lara said.  “Why would he leave anything to Michael?”

      Tammy shrugged.  “He told me he wanted to leave Michael a few personal possessions, things that he knew Michael would appreciate.”

      “Did he?” Michael said as he got to his feet.  “I don’t suppose you know exactly what he was planning to leave me?”

      Tammy shook her head.  “He was going to make a list when he met with his advocate later in the week.”

      Michael frowned.  “Kent was like a brother to me, and I’ve missed him every single day since his passing.”

      “Except you didn’t speak to him for fifteen years while he was alive,” Tammy said.

      He flushed.  “We had a stupid disagreement about something.  I can’t even remember now what we fought about.  It wasn’t our first ever fight, and once it was over, I think we both assumed that we’d make up fairly quickly, but then, well, I suppose we were both waiting for the other one to make the first move.  Except neither of us made that move until fifteen years had passed.”

      “At least you were able to make up before Kent’s death,” Lara said.

      Tammy stared at her.  “How did you know that?” she asked.

      Lara looked surprised.  “Didn’t you just say that they’d made up?” she asked.

      “No, I didn’t,” Tammy replied.  “How did you know that they had?”

      “Kent told me.  He told me everything about his life, and he told me when Michael rang to apologize.”

      Tammy frowned.  “Michael didn’t ring to apologize,” she said.  “They met in person.”

      “Whatever.  I wasn’t taking notes,” Lara said.  “It hardly matters.”

      “It matters if you and Michael knew one another before Kent’s death,” Darla interjected.

      Lara shook her head.  “We’ve never met,” she said.  “I mean, I don’t even know for sure that that is Michael,” she added, nodding at Michael as he stood in the aisle.

      “So, if the police investigate, they won’t find any connection between the two of you?” Darla asked.  “Because I have a feeling they might.”

      “There’s no need for the police to investigate anything,” Lara said quickly.

      “Lara and I met a few years ago,” Michael said smoothly.  “We were at a boring party, and we started chatting over drinks.  When she mentioned having once lived on the Isle of Man, I told her that I used to have a friend who lived here.  Since that time, we’ve kept in touch.”

      “Are you quite certain all of that didn’t happen maybe eleven years ago?” Darla asked.  “Maybe you met her at a party and then helped her get the job with Kent.”

      “Why would I do that?” Michael asked.

      “So that you could kill him,” Darla replied.

      Michael raised an eyebrow.  “That’s quite an accusation.”

      “What did you and Kent fight about?” Darla asked.

      “As I said earlier, I don’t really remember.  It was a long time ago, and whatever it was, it was fairly insignificant.”

      “I think the police need to try to work out why you fought.  They also need to work out exactly when you met Lara,” Darla said.

      Michael shrugged.  “I’ll wish them luck with that, then.  I’ve had enough of this, though.”

      He turned and walked toward the back of the church.

      “Of course, if Lara wants to tell the police the whole story, we might not feel the need to sue her for her share of Kent’s estate,” Darla added.

      Michael stopped and then slowly turned back around.  “You’re planning to sue Lara?” he asked.

      “Maybe,” Darla replied.  “If it turns out that she had anything to do with Kent’s death.”

      “I didn’t,” Lara said.  “I loved Kent.”

      Darla nodded.  “But you already knew Michael, didn’t you?  And if Michael gave you something to share with Kent, a bottle of wine or a box of chocolates, maybe, you’d have done so without giving it any thought, wouldn’t you?”

      Lara nodded slowly.  “But I didn’t do anything.  I can’t remember when I met Michael, but it doesn’t matter.”

      “If the police discover that you knew him before Kent died, we will sue you for every single penny Kent left you,” Darla said flatly.

      Lara inhaled sharply.  “We can talk about this,” she said.  “I’m sure we can work something out.”

      “I think I need to intervene,” Daniel said.  He got to his feet and walked down the aisle toward Darla and Lara.  “Let’s take this conversation elsewhere,” he suggested.

      Lara stared at him for a moment and then shook her head.  “I don’t want to talk to the police.  I didn’t do anything wrong.”

      “We can talk about that in my office,” Daniel told her.

      As he took another step forward, Michael turned around and started walking rapidly toward the door.  As he pulled it open, two uniformed constables appeared on either side of him.

      “I have nothing to say to anyone,” he shouted loudly.

      “We can talk at the station,” Daniel replied.

      A moment later, several other constables appeared.  Fenella sat in her seat and watched as they escorted Tammy, Lara, and Darla out of the church.  Apollo and Aphrodite followed their mother out the door.

      “Well, that was interesting,” Joney said.  “I thought you said Tammy killed him,” she said to Alfred.

      He started to laugh.  After a minute, the laughter turned into a cough that left the man gasping for air.  Joney rubbed his back and shouted “Breathe, you old fool,” at him until he finally regained control.

      “What’s so funny?” Joney demanded.

      “I heard her, the blonde woman, she was the one talking to Kent.  I heard her say she’d killed him.  I was behind the screens, working on the lights and I couldn’t see who was talking.  I just assumed it was Tammy.”

      “You need to tell the police,” Joney said.

      Alfred shrugged.  “One day.”

      “I think now would be a better time,” Fenella said.  She waved to one of the constables who was standing near the door.  “Mr. Beck would like to give another statement,” she told him when he reached her.

      “Doesn’t everyone?” he muttered before he pulled out his mobile and made a call.  A few minutes later another constable escorted Alfred and Joney out of the room.

      Fenella was left standing on her own in the middle of the church.

      “That was not at all what I was expecting,” Stanley Walker said as he got to his feet.  “Of course, having known Kent, I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised.”

      “Oh?”

      He shrugged.  “Kent was a decent guy, but he’d been spoiled when he was young, and in some ways, he’d never grown up.  He was careless with his friends and the women in his life, and although I hate to admit it, I wasn’t all that  surprised to hear that he’d been murdered.”

      “Careless?”

      “He didn’t truly appreciate them, and he often did things that he should have known would upset them.  He simply didn’t think through the consequences of his actions.  If he was attracted to a woman, he chased her, regardless of whether he was married or otherwise involved.  He could be ruthless in business deals as well, although he rarely paid much attention to his business.”

      “Do you know what he and Michael fought about?”

      “Not specifically, but I do know that Kent had decided to buy into a large hotel chain in the UK around the same time.  He had me working with the advocates and solicitors on the deal, and I’m fairly certain that Michael was involved in some way.  Then, one day, Kent told me he’d changed his mind, and the deal was off.”

      “Was that unusual?”

      “Kent changing his mind?  Not at all, especially when it came to business deals.  Anything that took more than a few days to complete was always in danger.  He was usually more reliable when Michael was involved, but not that time.”

      “And did Michael lose a lot of money?”

      “He may have.  Once we were no longer taking part, I lost track of what happened to the deal.  If you’re looking for a motive for murder, I suppose it’s a possibility, but I suspect Michael had a personal motive, not a professional one.”

      “Oh?”

      “I’m just guessing, but I know the two had had disagreements over women before.  Michael had been involved with Darla before Kent met her, for instance.  I don’t know who Kent was seeing when he and Michael had their fight, but it wouldn’t surprise me to hear that whoever it was had previously been involved with Michael.”

      “Kent was married to Gloria when he and Michael had their fight.  I didn’t think he cheated on Gloria.”

      Stanley stared at her for a moment and then laughed.  “Kent didn’t understand why anyone worried about being faithful.  After Darla caught him in bed with Gloria, he was a lot more careful with his behavior, but he still cheated.  Gloria preferred to look the other way and enjoy the lifestyle that Kent provided.  Darla had plenty of her own money.  She could afford to leave Kent.”

      Fenella nodded.  “You need to talk to the police,” she said.

      “I have spoken to the police,” he replied.  “I’ve already told them everything we’ve discussed.  They may want to go back over it with me, in light of everything that was said today, though.”

      “I’m sure they will.”

      He nodded.  “I’ll ring Inspector Robinson when I get home.  I’m sure he’ll be too busy to speak to me, but maybe someone will be able to arrange a time for me to be interviewed yet again.”

      “If Michael was upset, either over a woman or a failed business deal, or whatever, why do you suppose he waited so long to act?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t feel as if I ever got to know Michael very well, even though he visited the island regularly for years.  He didn’t bother with small talk.  The only time we spoke was when he had questions or comments about Kent’s hotels.  I will say that while he spent a lot of time traveling and playing polo, he also seemed to take running his own business very seriously.  He had a pair of business managers, and he used to check in with them frequently, even during parties and special events.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.

      “While he seemed to be living the same sort of carefree life that Kent had, I always felt as if it was an act.  While Kent would walk out of a meeting if he suddenly got hungry or wanted a drink, I always felt as if Michael’s entire life was being planned to the nth degree,” Stanley added.  “He used to carry a small notebook everywhere, and everything he was planning to do every day was listed in the notebook.”

      “Everything?”

      Stanley laughed.  “I saw a page once.  He’d listed his business meetings, his meals, and his plans to go out for a few drinks, find a woman, and, um, have an intimacy.  That was scheduled to finish before midnight, though, so that he could be asleep by midnight.”

      “So maybe it took him fifteen years to plan how to kill Kent,” Fenella mused.
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      She offered the same suggestion to Mona after she’d told her aunt everything that had happened at the memorial service.

      “I’m so sorry I missed it,” Mona said with a sigh.  “I got busy doing other things.”

      “I hope you had fun.”

      “Parties in the clouds are always fun.  I got to see a few old friends, people I hadn’t seen in years.  But I am sorry to have missed seeing Tammy and Lara shouting at one another.  It sounds very much as if Lara is going to confess to her part in the murder, if only to blame everything on Michael.”

      “Darla seemed to be trying to convince Lara to do just that, but I’m not sure how successful she was.  I suppose we’ll find out eventually.”

      “Too bad Dan Ross wasn’t allowed into the service.  I wonder if he knows what happened.”

      “He was standing outside the church when I left after my conversation with Stanley.  From what I could see, he was trying to get statements from anyone and everyone.  Most people were ignoring him, but I’m sure he got plenty for tomorrow’s headline.”

      Daniel rang just after nine.

      “I’m sorry that I left you at the church,” he said.  “How did you get home?”

      “I got a taxi.  There were several waiting outside as everyone left the church.”

      “I’m really sorry.”

      “It wasn’t your fault.  We should have expected what happened and taken two cars, really.  We should have known that things were going to be said that you’d need to follow up on, even if we weren’t expecting things to go quite the way they did.”

      Daniel sighed.  “I was expecting Tammy and Lara to have some sort of disagreement.  I wasn’t expecting Darla to pick up on the fact that Lara and Michael have known each other for years.”

      “You knew that?”

      “I had my suspicions.  We’ve been investigating everyone, of course, and I’d had someone speak to Lara’s neighbors.  She has a flat in London, and she’s had it for over fifteen years.”

      “So she kept the flat there when she moved to the island.”

      “She did.  And one of her neighbors identified Michael as her partner.  According to the neighbor, Lara and Michael have been together at least since Lara moved into the building.”

      “Interesting.”

      “Dan Ross found the same nosy neighbor,” Daniel added.  “He’s been busy all afternoon, chasing down everyone he can find who knows Lara.  Tomorrow’s article is probably going to be full of speculation that Lara and Michael worked together to poison Kent.”

      “It certainly seems that way.”

      “It does.  For the moment, Lara is refusing to say much of anything, but I know that Darla is having her advocate draw up some sort of legal agreement on behalf of the children with regards to what Lara inherited from Kent.  They are hoping to let Lara keep the money if she provides evidence that proves that Michael killed Kent.”

      “But if Lara can do that, she had to have been involved in the murder.  She shouldn’t get away with it.”

      “No, and her advocate is struggling to find a way to draw up an agreement that would work.  Of course, Tammy might have some claim to the money, too, which is another complication.  Anyway, if Lara did have any part in the murder, she should face criminal charges, and she shouldn’t be allowed to keep the money she inherited.  It’s all something of a mess.”

      “I’m surprised Darla and the children don’t want to see them both behind bars.”

      “I believe they’re worried that Michael might get away with it if Lara doesn’t confess.  Darla seems to think he’s very clever.”

      “Stanley said he plans his life meticulously.  He said Michael used to keep all of his plans in a little notebook.  Maybe you can get a search warrant for his house and look for his old notebooks.  The one from ten years ago might say ‘breakfast, meeting, lunch, kill Kent, dinner,’” Fenella said.

      “I’m not certain we’ll be able to get a search warrant, but even if we do, I can’t imagine the man would have kept anything like that.”

      “Stranger things have happened.”
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      As expected, the Isle of Man Times had an explosive headline the next day.  The article under the “Conspiracy to Kill” headline was slightly less exciting.  It contained a good deal of speculation, but very few facts, none of which was news to Fenella.  By the time the next paper came out, Dan had been reduced to rehashing the same story with the line “Police inquiries are continuing,” at the end.

      There was no news on either case for another week.  Fenella was just making herself a light lunch, in anticipation of going out to dinner with Daniel, when her phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “Hello, darling,” Donald said.  “I’m just ringing to let you know that Connor has now left the island.”

      “That’s good news, I suppose.”

      “Bobby is convinced that he’ll be a good deal happier in Scotland.  If nothing else, their other cousin is going to be able to keep a much closer eye on Connor than Bobby could manage.”

      “That’s probably wise.”

      “I agree.”

      The pair chatted for several minutes about Connor and Bobby before Donald changed the subject.  “I assume you were at the memorial service for Kent,” he said.

      “I was, and it was a disaster,” Fenella agreed.  “Nearly everyone got taken away by the police, and we didn’t even get tea or cookies at the end.”

      Donald laughed.  “But I understand that the police received several useful leads in the murder investigation.”

      “They did, but the investigation continues.”

      “I’ll be watching the local news sites to find out more.”

      “So will I.  Daniel doesn’t tell me anything.”

      “You should break up with him and give me another chance.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m rather madly in love with him, otherwise, I might be tempted.”

      “If you ever change your mind…”

      “I know where to find you.”

      “Take care.  I’m hoping to see you on Thanksgiving.”

      Fenella put the phone down and then ate her lunch.  Daniel was due at six, which gave her time to read a book and then relax in a hot bath before she had to be ready.

      “You look wonderful,” he said when she opened the door to his knock.

      “So do you,” she replied before she kissed him.

      “I very nearly had to cancel,” he told her as they walked to the elevators.

      “Oh?”

      “We finally secured a search warrant for Michael’s properties.  He has several, both residential and business locations.”

      “And you were able to search them all?”

      “Well, not me personally,” he teased.  “We had help from Scotland Yard.  Remember what you said about Michael’s notebooks?  We found them.”

      “He didn’t really write ‘kill Kent’ in one of his notebooks, did he?”

      “Not exactly.  I shouldn’t be telling you all of this, but the Chief Constable is going to be sending out a press release in the morning.”

      The elevator doors opened.  As Fenella and Daniel stepped inside, one of her neighbors rushed out of her door and down the corridor.

      “Oh, wait for me,” she called as she dashed toward them.

      Daniel held the doors opened and then stepped back to let the woman into the car.  Fenella’s eyes met his and he chuckled, no doubt amused by the curiosity he could see burning inside of her.

      When they got out on the ground floor, the other woman smiled.  “It’s such a lovely day for November, don’t you think?” she asked.  “I’ve been walking on the promenade every night around this time, and I’ve been expecting the weather to get worse, but so far it’s been simply lovely.”

      As they walked to the doors, she kept prattling on and on about the weather and her daily walks and her little dog, Scruffy, who’d sadly passed away fifteen years earlier.  As they got outside, she turned left.

      “Have a lovely evening,” Fenella said, grabbing Daniel’s hand and making a sharp right.

      “The restaurant is back that way,” Daniel said as Fenella marched down the sidewalk.

      “Yes, I know, but you need to tell me what you aren’t supposed to tell me before I explode.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I’ll give you the short version, because I’m starving.  While Michael didn’t write ‘kill Kent’ in his notebooks, he did have extensive notes about Lara and how he could use her to get to Kent.”

      “My goodness.”

      “She wasn’t the first woman that Michael tried to use to get close to Kent, either,” Daniel confided.  “There are several books, and the inspector who has them has only just started going through them, but it appears that Michael made several attempts to send women to the island to seduce Kent.  Lara was the first one who succeeded, though.”

      “Wow.”

      “Exactly.  From what I’ve heard so far, if we share a few of the entries with Lara, she may decide to tell us everything.  So far, she’s kept quiet, and I’m pretty sure that’s because she’s in love with Michael, but his notebook entries make it pretty clear that he was using her from the very beginning.”

      “Are they together?  I mean, I’m not sure I understand their relationship.”

      “Lara won’t talk about it, but Michael told me that they’re just friends.  Remember the nosy neighbor?  According to her, Michael stays at Lara’s flat at least two or three nights a week, which is very friendly of him.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Very friendly indeed.”

      She stopped and looked behind them.  Her neighbor was nowhere to be seen.  “We should probably turn around now.”

      Half an hour later, they were enjoying appetizers and wine together in one of Fenella’s favorite restaurants.

      “So the case is more or less wrapped up?” Fenella asked after a sip of wine.

      “More or less.  We’ve been able to speak to several people who knew Michael back when he and Kent had their disagreement.  Apparently, Michael was romantically involved with one of the women with whom they were supposed to be making that big deal that Stanley mentioned.  When the deal fell through, she ended their personal relationship and did her best to ruin Michael financially as well.”

      “But Kent was the one who’d canceled the deal.”

      “She blamed Michael for involving Kent in the first place.  I’ve spoken to her and she’s still bitter.  Michael lost a lot of money, but Kent managed to come through it unscathed.  From what we’ve been able to determine, Michael started planning Kent’s murder at that time.”

      “So you have a motive.”

      “We do, and Lara gave him the means and the opportunity.  If we can get her to talk, we’ll have the case solved for sure.”

      They enjoyed dinner together and then went back to Daniel’s apartment for another drink.  They were snuggled up on the couch, watching the sea, when his mobile rang.

      “I’m going to have to go,” he said to Fenella as he dropped his phone back into his pocket.  “It’s a good thing I only had one glass of wine.  Apparently, Lara is ready to talk.”

      “Let’s hope she tells all.”

      Several days later, Dan Ross had another attention-grabbing headline.  “’Kent Thomas’s Killer Behind Bars’” Fenella read as she picked up the local paper in the lobby of her building after a morning walk.  “Interesting.”

      She bought the paper and took it up to her apartment.  There was nothing in the article that Daniel hadn’t already told her, but she knew that for the rest of the island, it would be revelatory.  It was Thanksgiving, though, so she didn’t have much time to spend rereading the news.

      “So Michael kept notes on his plans?” Shelly asked as they walked together from their building to the nearby restaurant that was catering Fenella’s feast.

      “He did,” Fenella replied.

      “And once Lara found out that he’d just been using her for over a decade, she started talking.”

      “Exactly.  I don’t know anything about personality disorders, but Michael seems to be lacking the ability to truly care about anyone or anything.”

      “I’m not sure Lara is much better,” Shelly countered.  “Even though she claims to have been madly in love with Michael, she did keep the wine bottle that he gave her to use to kill Kent.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Carefully wrapped to preserve Michael’s and Kent’s fingerprints and the dregs of the poisoned wine.”

      Shelly shuddered.  “I’m glad they’re both behind bars now.”

      “That makes two of us.”

      At the restaurant, they checked that everything was nearly ready for the meal and then settled at the bar with glasses of wine.  An hour later, dozens of Fenella’s friends filled the room.  Turkey, stuffing, mashed potatoes, half a dozen different vegetables and an entire table of desserts were served to the guests, and everyone ate too much.

      “That was lovely,” Daniel said as the last of the guests headed for the door.

      “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Fenella replied.  “But now I’m ready for a nap.”

      “That makes two of us,” he laughed.  “Let’s go home.”

      “Your place or mine?”

      “We should talk about that, actually.  Maybe we should be thinking about an our place.”

      Fenella wasn’t certain how to respond.  After an awkward moment, she smiled at Daniel.  “Let me get through the visit from my nieces before we do anything else.  I’m pretty sure you don’t want to live with the two of them for a fortnight.”

      Daniel laughed.  “Definitely not.”
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