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About This Book


A new cozy mystery series from USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. Follow gardener and amateur sleuth Doreen Montgomery—and her amusing and mostly lovable cat, dog, and parrot—as they catch murderers and solve crimes in lovely Kelowna, British Columbia.

Riches to rags. … Chaos is still present … Memories are fading … but not for everyone…!

The problem with notoriety is unfair expectations. When Mack’s mother, Millicent requests Doreen’s help with a problem she’s kept hidden for decades, Doreen feels obligated to help. What harm could it do? Except maybe piss Mack off. Something she did on a regular basis anyway.

Considering it involves a small bag of jewels, a failed marriage, a jewelry store burned decades ago, possible insurance fraud and maybe… murder…

With her trusty trio of furry and feathered cohorts, she’s brings an old case to today’s issue and finds it’s more current than ever…

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Friday Morning …

It had been two days since Doreen had been at Ed Burns’s house. She’d kept her head low and had stayed out of sight since then. It was Friday morning, and she was back at Millicent’s place. Millicent hadn’t stopped talking since Doreen had arrived to weed, but that was okay. Doreen was more than happy to listen while Millicent reminisced about the Jude and Ed Burns family drama and then about Frank and Fred Darbunkle.

“You, my dear, are an absolute marvel,” Millicent said.

“Not at all,” Doreen said. “Who knew I would find out all this just from finding one ice pick in the ivy?”

Millicent chuckled. “Did I ever tell you about the jewels I found?”

Doreen sat back on her haunches. “Jewels? Where?”

“They were in the juniper,” Millicent said. “It was years and years ago. I never did find out who they belonged to.”

“Did you ask Mack to find out?”

“Mack wasn’t even an officer back then. Not sure I have mentioned them to him since he joined law enforcement, now that I think about it.” She frowned. “You know what? I’ll see if I can find them.”

“Especially if you want to find who they belong to,” Doreen said. “It might take time to find the owners.”

Millicent looked at Doreen and smiled. “Not with you, my dear. You are so darn fast. I’ll take a look now because I want you to have the jewels, and I want you to find out who they belong to.”

“Oh, but …” Doreen started.

However, it was too late. Millicent was gone.

Doreen laughed. Apparently she now had a new cold case.


Chapter 1
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Friday Late Morning …

Doreen walked home slowly, her three animals at her side. She had just left a very rattled Millicent, who couldn’t find the jewels she had been talking about. Doreen didn’t know whether Mack’s mother was serious about her story or if her memory was starting to go and maybe she was imagining it all. Doreen hoped not because it sounded like a fun new mystery and likely to be something completely harmless. She was getting tired of being attacked on these jobs. On the other hand, Mack wouldn’t like it if his mother was involved in one of Doreen’s cases.

As Doreen and her animals hit the creek, she turned to see Goliath dragging behind. She crouched and called him to her. He stretched, looking toward her. She smiled as she reached an arm around him, picked up the big orange Maine coon cat, and continued along the path on the creek’s edge. Goliath was perfectly content to be carried. Only then Thaddaeus wanted up too.

With Thaddeus secured on her shoulder, he stared at Goliath, clearly unimpressed at having to share some of Doreen’s love and attention. She reached up a hand and patted Thaddeus too. “You’re fine, Thaddeus.”

He crooned in her ear, gently rubbing his head against hers. Then Goliath reached up and nudged her with his head, which was his way of mimicking that he loved her too.

Mugs took note of that but was clearly assured of her love for him as he seemed to smile at them. She chuckled and, with her hefty armload, continued toward her place. The river was higher than it had been, but she wasn’t up on the details of the fluctuations in water levels. She knew sometimes it rose with the water coming down off the mountains—with the highest levels in the wee hours of the morning—then receded and sometimes rose again, depending on the temperature and the snowmelt. But now it was definitely higher, and the sound of the river babbling beside her was lovely.

Although named Mission Creek, it was river-sized, and no way would she try to cross it right now. With the water’s force and flow, she doubted she’d make it without being swept out to the lake.

And that thought reminded her of another case she’d previously worked on, where a little boy and a handyman had gone missing. She was grateful she’d managed to find their bodies in the lake and to bring the families closure.

She didn’t want to think about the ice pick scenario she had just dealt with. She wanted to enjoy days of gardening and visiting her grandmother and maybe finding a secondhand bookstore to take the place of the library, so she didn’t come under the gimlet eye of the librarian on the night shift again. Back home, she lowered Goliath to the ground as soon as she came around the corner. “You can walk the rest of the way, pudge.”

Mugs barked at Goliath, then ran a short way forward before slowing down, dropping his big nose on the path and sniffing.

She stopped and spied some new boards stacked on the ground by her house. She frowned and headed around the side of the house closest to her neighbor, Richard de Genaro. Everything was still here—all the big cinder blocks and the beams she and Mack had stacked there—but now a bunch of two-by-fours had been added.

As she carried on to the front of the house, she heard another big clattering noise. It was Arnold, the older cop Doreen had met on her first day here, delivering the two-by-fours. “Hey, Arnold. You got those to spare?”

“Sure do. My wife has been on me about cleaning out that shed,” he said. “I don’t know how many of these at this length you can use, but Mack said to bring it all, and he’d take care of getting rid of what you don’t need afterward.” He grinned at her. “Best deal yet. I can save myself ten bucks not taking it to the dump.”

“Right,” Doreen said, as she looked at the wood. “And hopefully we’ll have a use for them all.”

Then he brought out two very long and fat boards.

“Wow, what are those for?”

“They’re perfect for stair stringers,” he said, “depending on how many steps you’ll cut in.”

She nodded as if she knew what that meant, though it made no sense to her. Why would you have string and stair in the same sentence? Surely steps should be made from something solid. But then, as she studied the boards, they looked like they were pretty solid, at one and a half or maybe two inches thick. And they were really long. She didn’t know what length for sure. Still, she was happy to have them. “Do you know how long they are?”

“They’re about four and a half feet each,” he said, “and I’ve got four of them.”

“What were you doing with them?”

“I was supposed to put steps off the deck, but then my wife changed her mind and wanted railing all around the top.”

Then Doreen understood. “Got it. That’s what these are for, the steps off my deck.”

“It will cost you a little bit more money,” he said, “but, if you can get some more spare pieces, you’ll be doing fine.”

“I sure hope so,” she said. “I’m still trying to figure out what to put on the surface.”

“Well, if you get that forever stuff, you won’t have to maintain it or repaint every ten years. But wood decking is much nicer. We put wood on, then figure we can paint it once. After that it’ll be somebody else’s problem,” Arnold said with a hoarse laugh.

She smiled. “I think wood is just fine for now.” She didn’t know why he’d bring her bad wood though. The beams were, … well, … green. Were they supposed to be?

“And, of course, we pretty much used up all the railings we had,” he said. “I might have a few of the metal rails but not likely too many.”

“I can talk to Mack and see what he thinks.”

As Arnold dropped the last beam on the ground, he said, “Tell you what. I’ll talk to him when I go back to the office next.”

“You’re not working today?”

“Nope. I took the day off. The wife’s planning on having the family come around this weekend,” he said with a grimace. “Wanted me to clean up all this stuff first.”

Doreen grinned at that. “Don’t you just love honey-do lists?”

He glared at her. “Nope, I don’t.” And, with that, he walked to the end of his truck and snapped his tailgate closed, then gave her a partial wave and hopped into his truck and drove off.

Delighted, Doreen raced back around to the stack of supplies; it was so much bigger. Not only that but boards she hadn’t seen delivered lay stacked in front of her. Someone else’s contribution. She pulled out her phone and started talking the moment Mack answered. “Arnold was just here, delivering stair stringers and some two-by-fours.”

“Perfect,” he said. “How does the wood look?”

She hesitated. “Like wood? Only green. I don’t understand why you would bring in bad wood.”

“Bad wood?”

“It’s green,” she said, as if that should have been explanation enough. He sputtered with laughter at the other end of the phone. She glared at it. “You’re doing it again,” she warned.

“What?” he asked between the chuckles.

“You’re laughing at me.”

“Laughing with you,” he said.

“Except I don’t seem to be laughing, nor do I see anything funny to be laughing about.” She glared around her, looking for other green wood.

“The green means it’s treated,” he said.

“Treated how?” she asked, and a phrase popped out of her mouth. “With respect?”

At that, he started off again with great big guffaws of laughter. “No. Treated so it won’t rot.”

“Oh,” she said, her voice lowered to a sigh. Of course they didn’t want the wood to rot. But then why weren’t the two-by-fours treated too?

“Besides,” he said, “once it’s all in place, those stringers will be hard to see because they’ll have steps on top of them.”

She studied the boards and nodded, though in complete confusion. “Good.” Then she strengthened the tone of her voice. “As long as you know what you’re doing. Will it be a green deck?”

“We can get treated boards in brown too,” he said. “It all depends on what you want to do. We can put decking boards on top, and they’ll look like natural wood. You’ll have to stain it with Varathane or put some other preservative coating on it. Or we can get boards already treated that look more natural.”

“More natural would be nice,” she said.

“We’re not there yet.”

“No, but we’re getting a lot of lumber,” she said in surprise. “Arnold brought four of those stringer boards.”

“That’s great,” Mack said, “because that will do two complete sets of steps or a heck of a long one.”

“You need two for a set of steps?”

“Imagine that we’ll notch out triangles on each of the boards and rest steps on them,” he explained. “So you need two per set. But, if we’ll do one all down the long side of the deck, we’ll have to space those stringers every three feet across, or maybe four, and then you can put long boards all the way across the steps.”

She nodded, but she didn’t have a clue what he meant about notching triangles. Still, she figured she’d given him enough to laugh at for the day. “So what else do we need?”

“Decking boards,” he said, “and railings, then the hardware to put it all together.”

“Right,” she said, “and the railings are pretty expensive, aren’t they?”

“They are,” he said, “which is another reason to consider just doing steps all the way around.”

She walked around where the deck would be built. “Particularly if we already have four stringers.”

“Not sure that’ll be enough yet,” he warned.

“Okay,” she said. “Whenever you get a chance, you can always come by, take a look, and see what else we might need.”

“I was talking to one of the guys here. He’s got a bunch of anchors and some of the hardware. He finished his deck, and he’s still got a lot of screws, so I was hoping to snag leftovers from him too.”

She smiled in delight. “Wow, this is quite a process you’ve got going here.”

“Everybody has leftovers after these projects,” he said. “The trick is making sure you get enough of what you need and don’t end up taking too much of the stuff you won’t need.”

“Right, but, if the decking boards are all different kinds and colors, chances are we won’t get enough of one kind to do the whole deck, will we?”

“Not likely,” he said cheerfully. “It’s a matter of seeing if we can find any, and, if we can’t, that becomes the cost you’ll bear.”

“Right,” she said, wincing at the loud cha-ching in her mind.

“But, after we gather up all these leftovers, I’m pretty sure we can get a quote for close to one thousand to top off what you need.”

At that, she brightened. “Seriously?”

“Yep,” he said. “I’ll stop by and have a look but not today.” His words came on a heavy sigh. “We’re a little busy with paperwork and interviewing various people.”

“Sorry about all the extra work,” she said in a cheery voice. “I get to walk away now, whereas you don’t.”

“Isn’t that the truth.” His words were a half growl. “On the other hand, we can hardly be too upset when you’re helping us close all these cases.”

“You know that it does make me wonder just what you guys have been doing for the last decade or two.” Her words were delivered in a bland tone. “Considering I just arrived and the number of cases we’ve closed …”

“Hardly sitting on our butts,” he said. “Believe me. Plenty of jokes have come our way about the lack of police effort on some of these cases. And it’s hardly fair, with you working one case at a time, while we have tons of active cases.”

She winced at that. “You’re right. It isn’t fair, and I know I’m not doing anything you guys wouldn’t do, if you had the spare man-hours.”

“If we had spare man-hours,” he repeated, “we could do all kinds of stuff.”

She could hear the fatigue and the frustration in his voice and knew it wasn’t fair for her to egg him on. She was only doing it because he had laughed at her earlier. Then again, she still wanted to ask questions about stringers and decking but didn’t think it would work out so well for her. “We were talking about dinner,” she said cautiously.

“I can’t do it tonight,” he said regretfully. “I’ll be lucky if I get out of the office today at all.”

“You’re not sleeping there, are you?”

“It won’t be the first time,” he said, “although it’s typically more like catnaps in my chair. Then I get up and walk around, clearing my head.”

“You’d be much better off to go home and to get at least four hours of sleep and then go back refreshed,” she said, with just enough of a tone of authority in her voice to make him chuckle.

“What is this?” he asked. “Are you worried about me? And when did you become such an expert on sleepless nights anyway?”

“Well, that was my life,” she said. “Not that I was working, but I would sit up and worry.”

“Worry about what?”

“My future, my marriage, my lack of children, what I was doing with my life, and how I got into such a loveless marriage, for starters.”

“Sorry.” A note of surprise was in his voice. “I wasn’t expecting to dredge up bad memories.”

“No, I’m sure you weren’t. I was thinking I do need to talk to your brother, since my second fall through my little bridge canceled our first attempt.”

“Good,” he said with hearty satisfaction. “I’ll set it up.”

“Fine,” she said, “and it better be soon, otherwise I’ll wish I hadn’t brought it up.”

“Calling him now,” Mack said with a chuckle. “I’ll let you know how the call goes.”

“Good enough,” Doreen responded. “I have a few other things I can work on today.”

“Work on?”

“Yeah, work on,” she repeated. “Nothing to do with ice picks or any other cases.”

“Good. How about you just work on your garden and leave the rest of this criminal work to us?”

“Sure, as apparently you’ve got places to go and things to do on your criminal cases,” she said with an airy tone of voice, “maybe I will.”

Mack snorted at that and hung up.

Doreen grinned and looked down at her phone, realizing just how much she liked talking to him. She placed the phone on the counter, then put on a pot of coffee, and said to her critters, “You know what? It’s lunchtime.” She was kind of bored and restless, but, at the same time, she was happy. She’d done her day’s work at Millicent’s, and Mack would owe her money again for the gardening she’d done. Millicent had tantalized Doreen with the thought of another case, but she was happy to put it all off to one side and just rest for a bit.

Maybe a secondhand bookstore would be a good idea. She’d love to grab an armload of books, then come back and chill on her deck. Speaking of her deck, … maybe she should mark off the accumulated materials from her supply list, so she knew what she would still have to buy. Or maybe it was really just a time to do nothing and to relax. She could visit Nan.

She leaned against the counter as she contemplated her afternoon. It was hard to imagine it could be a bad afternoon when it was a beautiful sunny Friday.

As soon as the coffee was done, she grabbed a cup and walked to her kitchen table, putting down the cup for now because it was too hot to drink. She stared at the papers and files all over the small room and snatched up the basket of newspaper clippings.

Bob Small. She went through the clippings. She hadn’t done anything about that serial killer yet. She didn’t want to think of it as something that could wait, but it was a big project, and she needed to be at her best to find the clues. And apparently he was suspected of killing over a dozen people, so she didn’t want to get into something so horrific without having a fresh notepad and her brain at least turned on. Right now, it felt like her brain sat on the back burner on simmer, humming away, not doing anything useful.

With her cup of coffee in hand, she grabbed her deck supply list, stepped outside, and marked off what she now had for materials versus what she would need. As she studied her list, they didn’t have even half the materials yet, but they were a good one-third in. Which meant the cost, as far as she could recalculate, would probably be somewhere around $1,700 now. That was getting a little bit closer to doable.

The decking boards would be pricey; plus she still needed a few more of the big crossbeams. And, of course, the railing was a horrific cost. The steps did alleviate the need for a railing. She would still put a railing down one side of the house for Nan, in case she needed it to get up and down in later years. With that, Doreen walked back inside, tossing the pad of paper on the kitchen table. Then she went back outside, sat down on the edge of the deck, and just stared out at the backyard.

Now that she’d told Mack it was okay to contact his brother for a meeting, she was already wishing she hadn’t. It would bring up something she just didn’t want to deal with. But she still held so much anger and outrage that her husband, soon to be ex-husband, had treated her as he had. And even more so her own divorce lawyer. Even if Doreen didn’t get anything from her husband, which was less important now that she was possibly getting a lot of money from the auction of Nan’s antiques, Doreen didn’t think her divorce lawyer should get away with doing what she’d done. That wasn’t fair. But then, not everybody looked at life the way Doreen did. And it was a little difficult to get people to understand her perspective too.

Still, enough time had gone by that she could look at her marriage, and divorce, a little more objectively and see just what a fool she’d been. She’d been so caught up in her cloistered world that, when it had come time for her husband and her divorce attorney to pull their little shenanigans, Doreen hadn’t seen it coming.

Just then Thaddeus walked beside her, hopped onto her knee, and stared up at her, his head tilted.

“What’s the matter, buddy?”

He tilted his head to the other side, looked at her again, and then cocked his head the other way.

“Don’t you worry about me, sweetie.” She smiled, reached out, and gently brushed the feathers on his neck and along his back. “We’re doing just fine.”

“Thaddeus is here,” he said gently. “Thaddeus is here.”

Her phone rang, but she didn’t recognize the number. “Hello?”

“Doreen, it’s Millicent,” Mack’s mother said. “I found the jewels.”

Doreen straightened. “Seriously?”

“Yes,” she said, her tone wild with excitement. “Do you want to come and have a look?”

“Do I ever! We’re on our way.” Doreen reached down and picked up Thaddeus, tucking him up onto her shoulder, and said, “Come on, big guy. Let’s go for another walk.”

When he heard her say walk, Mugs jumped up and down. She put him on the leash just because, and the four of them walked over to Millicent’s place. It wasn’t that far away, and now she had a reason to be returning, and it wasn’t for gardening.

As she walked up to the front door, Millicent opened it and said, “Come in. Come in.”

“You said you never told Mack about this, right?”

“I don’t think so, but honestly I don’t remember. It’s also why I had so much trouble finding where I’d been keeping them all these years.”

“Exactly where did you find them?”

“We used to have a big juniper out front.” Millicent walked over to the living room window and pointed at the corner of the property between her place and the next property along the road. “A really big one was there. We had this storm one day, and it snapped the top right off and split the trunk. So we cut it off, but then there was this big nasty stump. We left it for a long time. Of course, every once in a while, we dug into the trunk and tried to rot it out, and it finally worked.

“But we still had to work at it to get the rest of it out. It was really bothering my husband, and, one day, when the city guys were around here doing some work with equipment, we asked one of them to just hit the stump a few times with the bucket on his machine, so we could rip it up from the roots. He did as we asked, and, after they were gone, we spent the weekend tearing it apart. And that’s when I found this little tiny bag.” As she spoke, she held out a very old and faded velvet bag. It was a dark green color.

Doreen reached out a hand for it. “Wow,” she said. “This is a jewel bag too, isn’t it?”

“That’s exactly what I thought,” Millicent said, as she led the way into the kitchen. “I did write down a few notes in my journal about it.”

She flicked through one of the journals Doreen had seen before.

“Here. I just put JJ because I didn’t want anybody to think we had jewels here on the property.”

“Of course,” Doreen said. “Mack wasn’t very old back then, was he?”

“He was just an infant. My husband and I discussed what to do about them, but we just tucked the little bag of jewels away, thinking the right answer would come to us. We had no way to identify whose they were, but we tried, and the police tried. When the jewels weren’t claimed in the allotted time frame, the police returned them to us. Yet, at the same time, we didn’t really feel we had any right to them, so they ended up just sitting here.”

Doreen carefully poured the jewels into her hand. “These are amazing,” she marveled. “The gems have been cut beautifully.” She picked up one green stone and held it up in the light. It twinkled and flashed with an absolutely glorious color. “Did you ever get them appraised?”

Millicent sat down beside her. “No, we didn’t. We felt like something was important about them, but we didn’t know how to handle them, so we didn’t.”

“How do you think Mack will feel after hearing about this now?” Doreen asked.

Millicent wrinkled up her face. “I can handle my boy. He’ll be upset. He’ll be even more upset that I didn’t tell him a long time ago, and I’ll just say it never occurred to me. Honestly, I had forgotten all about it until you were talking about your ‘ice pick and ivy’ thing.”

“And then, of course, you thought, ‘jewels in the juniper,’ and you remembered these.”

“Exactly. And, like I said, I now want you to track down who they belong to. They aren’t mine. That’s for sure.”

“And so you just kept them?”

“We figured we’d hold on to them, waiting to find the true owner. Because we didn’t know what else to do.”

“You could have sold them,” Doreen said gently. She didn’t know anything about their financial affairs, but they obviously weren’t wealthy, unlike Doreen’s soon to be ex-husband. He would have had these appraised and sold in a heartbeat.

“No, it wasn’t really our thing,” she said. “We knew they weren’t ours.”

“Never a thought to give them to Mack?”

“Honestly, we put them away and forgot about them,” she admitted.

“Good,” Doreen said. “I’ll get started. Although I’m not sure just where or how.”

“I’m giving them to you,” Millicent said. “And you can figure out who owned them.”

“What if I can’t?”

Millicent looked up at her, and Doreen could see the tremble of her lower lip. “It always bothered me, not knowing,” she said, “so I hope you can.”

“If I can’t, I’ll give them back to you. How’s that?” Doreen said.

Millicent shook her head. She closed the jewels inside Doreen’s fingers. “No, you need them. Nobody is giving you anything for all the help you’ve shown this town. I don’t need the jewels. Mack doesn’t need the jewels.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Doreen said. “They could be worth tens of thousands of dollars.”

Millicent’s eyebrows raised, and her eyes widened at that. She shook her head. “They’re not ours, and that’s the bottom line. They’re not mine, and I don’t feel like I can keep them.”

“Let me see what I can do,” Doreen repeated, “but you haven’t given me a lot to go on.”

“No, I haven’t.” Millicent stared the jewels, as if mesmerized. “I honestly don’t know what to say.”

“Do you have a copy of the report that says you handed them over to the police, by any chance?” she asked hopefully.

Millicent looked at her with surprise and then shook her head. “No, I don’t. I don’t know if Mack might be able to access something like that.”

“It was probably too long ago,” Doreen said, “unfortunately.”


Chapter 2
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Friday Afternoon …

Back home with the valuable little bag sitting on her kitchen table, Doreen had good reason to set her security system again. Not that she ever stopped using it because there’d been enough trouble here at home that she hadn’t found any sense of peace without it. But it was a makeshift system, a hand-me-down of sorts. Mack would leave it in place until she had enough money to put in a proper one—something she needed to put on her to-do list to handle down the road.

Within minutes of getting home, she had felt her energy draining. She kept staring at the jewels, wondering how she would even begin to find out who owned them. She should have asked Millicent for information on the property, such as how long she’d lived there but, from what Doreen already knew about Millicent and her husband, they had been there for decades. And the juniper tree was clearly already large at the time of its fall, so somebody had either lost the jewels much earlier or had deliberately planted the bag somewhere at the base of the tree. And then, as the tree grew, so did the roots around it, getting bigger and bigger.

On a whim she sat down at her laptop and uploaded an image of the jewelry bag, and then she looked for a match. It was just a green velvet bag. She quickly got a hit on many different jewelry bags. And most had some emblem from the jewelry store. Curious, she picked up hers and carefully put the jewels into a little clear glass bowl, then carried the bag outside into the sun, where she could study the bag better. It was dirty, but maybe, if she cleaned it up, she might find something.

Oh, but there might be DNA on it. At that thought, she couldn’t just wash it. She went back inside, grabbed a small tea towel, and gently wiped at the area over her kitchen sink, trying to brush off the dirt that had soaked in. Indeed, something was there, and, with a little brush she used for cleaning the spouts of teapots, she gave the bag a careful bit of a scrub, then added warm water to the brush and lightly brushed the bag again, trying not to remove anything but the dirt. She then took it outside into the sun to dry.

Once that dried a bit, she took a picture of what she could faintly see, then enlarged it. Sure enough, she found the emblem of a jewelry store. Surprised, she sat back. She didn’t know why she should be surprised, because, of course, these were jewels and perhaps expensive jewels at that.

So what would make more sense than these gems coming from a jewelry store? She downloaded the image and then tried a reverse lookup, seeking something that would match the emblem. There it was: Johnson and Abelman Jewelers. A quick search revealed it was an old company in Kelowna that had gone bankrupt about thirty-five years ago.

She picked up her phone and placed a call. As soon as Millicent answered, Doreen said, “Millicent, I forgot to ask you for a copy of your journal entries on the jewels while I was there. If there is no police report, your records might help pinpoint the dates regarding finding the jewels and when the police returned them to you.” Doreen held on until Millicent returned to the phone with the information asked for.

“We found them April 12, 1982.” She sounded winded. “Oh, and I received them back thirty-three days later, on May 15.”

“Good enough,” Doreen said, writing down the dates. “Have you ever heard of Johnson and Abelman Jewelers?”

“Oh my,” she said. “I haven’t heard that name in forever.”

“It just happens to be their emblem on the jewelry bag,” Doreen said. “So I wondered if you maybe knew that store. They went bankrupt about forty years ago.”

“And that would be around the time we found the jewels. Although it was probably not quite that long ago. Mack is thirty-eight already, so he was just tiny at the time of this discovery in the juniper. We told him when he was a teenager. Though I can’t remember why.”

“Okay,” Doreen said. As it was now, Mack probably didn’t even remember a word about it. Millicent had said something about him being busy at sports, but that didn’t make any sense either. But then, Millicent’s memory was not exactly something Doreen could count on.

However, the store going bankrupt about forty years ago potentially matched with the time frame Millicent had found the jewels. So that was all good. Figuring out who had owned the store and finding someone alive who still remembered and could provide a clue regarding who worked there would be difficult.

Doreen went through all the data she could find on the store with various internet searches. The owners, the Johnsons, had been an old family name in Kelowna, and, when the daughter had married, the son-in-law had become part of the business. By all appearances they had been one big happy family. And yet Doreen knew things weren’t always the way they appeared.

As she researched the second name, Abelman, she realized that was the son-in-law. They had been twenty-eight and twenty-seven at the time they got married, and only a few years later the son-in-law was brought into the family business on an equal partnership basis. But, as their only daughter, she would inherit everything anyway when her parents passed. That information Doreen had gleaned from the historical society.

Apparently Johnson and Abelman Jewelers was a highly regarded business, and the family had been extremely wealthy. The business had been failing and finally went under after the parents died unexpectedly, leaving the younger generation in charge. Apparently the son-in-law didn’t have the same head for business that his wife’s parents had. At least that was what Doreen surmised at the moment. Back then in the early eighties, diamonds were still a girl’s best friend, but Kelowna wouldn’t have been that large, so how much business would there have been for a prestigious diamond store?

However, the jewelry bag Millicent found contained more than just diamonds. Doreen studied the rest of the jewels, wondering what had happened back then. She did a search on the Abelman family and found Aretha and Reginald Abelman. Further research revealed that Reginald Abelman hadn’t lived that much longer than Aretha’s parents. He’d overdosed on drugs a few years later. Doreen frowned at that.

“That seems a little too convenient,” she muttered. She headed back into Aretha’s family history. She was twenty-eight at the time of her marriage and only thirty-eight when her husband died, so she would have been in her mid-thirties when the family business went under. So currently she would be seventy-five. Doreen sat back and smiled, reaching for her phone. “Good afternoon, Nan,” she said cheerfully.

“Well, it’s almost evening,” Nan said, with a happy lilt in her voice. “I just came in from lawn bowling. A lovely game.”

“Were you actually playing with the balls,” Doreen asked, “or were you just betting on who would win?”

“Both,” Nan said sternly. “It’s good exercise.”

“Good,” Doreen said. “I was really hoping you weren’t just betting against the winners.”

“No,” she said. “You’ve got to bet against the losers too.”
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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