
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Who Killed Daisy?
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Part One
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All news is good news to people who follow the news,

Fake news is good news to fake people,

No news is best, for all who don't care.
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Ivy Stanley was quite content, soaking in the outlook from her table. If she looked to her left or her right, she had a breathtaking view of the beach just outside the curved window and looking ahead she had a wonderful view of the whole restaurant and its guests. She was pleased with the excellent choice she had made that night. There was only one empty seat in the entire room, and it was right at her table facing her, but the restaurant didn’t seem crowded or noisy since the tables were nicely spaced out. Everyone was dressed well and looked like they had money. Ivy recognized some of the guests, but except for a quick nod as she walked in, she didn’t feel it was right to disturb their evening. There were times when she didn’t mind being approached, but this was not one of those times.

Ivy felt lucky that evening having had a wonderfully relaxing day all by herself. Knowing that the ocean was just behind her back made her feel calm and that was exactly what she needed that evening. For the last week, she had been in a rather turbulent relationship with a local no-good and was starting to regret the choices of men in her life. Surely there must be at least one man out there in the world who wasn’t an absolute joke.

Suddenly, the waitress who had led her to the table brought her back to reality when she served her the Margarita she had ordered earlier. Ivy loved to drink in the evenings and, to her credit, knew when to stop, but she was hoping to have a few more drinks before the end of the night.

‘I’m so sorry, Madam. I hope I didn’t startle you,’ the girl said in her perfect English singsong. She had noticed Ivy jumping in her seat and was worried that she might be unhappy with her service. She tried her best to please her customers after all their tips paid for her bills.

Ivy smiled at the girl, who was such a lovely-looking child in her formal white uniform. Ivy looked at her name tag and tried to read it slowly, sounding out the name, ‘Lailainaui, what a lovely name’ before continuing, ‘You have absolutely nothing to apologize about. I was just daydreaming. Did you bring me the menu, my dear?’

Lailainaui straightened up and quickly explained, ‘Madam, we don’t have a printed menu. Just tell me what dish you’d love tonight, and the chef will whip up his special version just for you. If you have any dietary needs, he’ll make sure to accommodate them. You’ll see, he’s quite the magician in the kitchen!’

Before Ivy could fully grasp what the waitress had just said, a very tall man in an oversized beige coat appeared behind Lailainaui. The whole scene was so funny that Ivy burst out laughing. Lailainaui, standing in front of this new arrival, looked like a delicate flower about to be trampled by a giant coat twice her size. To make it even more ridiculous, there was a giant face with a long nose, a convex bridge and red curly hair hovering above the poor child.

Lailainaui noticed Ivy’s gaze and turned around to see what had suddenly caught her attention. As soon as she saw the tall figure hovering over her, she gave a panicked shriek and ran straight for the kitchen. Ivy felt every eye in the restaurant suddenly looking in her direction as she followed the path the poor waitress had taken to escape the looming coat that had appeared behind her and still stood there. If that coat had appeared in London nobody would have taken much notice of it since it was a common attire in the windy, cold and rainy city but in the Maldives, Ivy had not seen anything like it before.

Suddenly, to everybody’s surprise, the restaurant’s chef burst out of the same door the waitress had disappeared through, charging straight for Ivy’s table with a purpose: to chase the intruder out of his restaurant. The chef was a true master of his craft, dressed in his classic chef’s attire: a white hat, a white double-breasted jacket, black-and-white patterned pants and an apron. He held a large rolling pin in his right hand, tapping it rhythmically against his left palm as he moved sluggishly towards the man in the coat.

‘Right, Daisy Stanley, this is a citizen’s arrest. I’m here to arrest you for the murder of Daisy Stanley,’ the tall figure declared with a serious tone. The room fell silent instantly. Ivy glanced around, feeling as though time had stopped; everything was still, even the waves outside seemed to be frozen. She was unsure if this was real or just another one of her nightmares, but before she could check by pinching herself, she heard the rolling pin hit the floor and everybody in the restaurant burst into laughter. Even the chef was laughing, clutching his belly with both hands as it bounced rhythmically up and down. Only Ivy, who was watching from her table, and the man with the coat, who by now decided to sit down on the empty chair across from her, weren’t laughing.

Eventually the chef picked up his rolling pin from the floor and returned to the kitchen as Lailainaui took his space and simply asked in her sweet, sing-song voice, ‘Can I take your order?’

Ivy was stunned; everything was back to normal, except for the man now sitting at her table. Everyone else in the restaurant was eating and chatting again as if nothing had happened, and the waves were still gently lapping against the shore. Ivy could not decide if it had just been a nightmare or if she was stuck in a dream. In the end, she decided to pretend that nothing had happened and ordered. ‘Lasagna, Greek salad and your best red wine,’ Ivy snapped, her eyes fixed on the man still sitting across from her. He wasn’t exactly ugly, but his curly, red hair was a bit out of place. He was tall and rather overdressed for the islands. Ivy wondered if he had just arrived from somewhere cold and rainy and hadn’t had time to change or if he was just part of her too. vivid imagination.

‘Sir, would you like to order too?’ the waitress asked, slightly turning towards the man.

The man seemed a bit puzzled. He hadn’t intended to eat at the restaurant, especially not now that he was sitting at the same table as the woman he was trying to arrest. He tried to come up with an excuse, but before he could say anything, Ivy interrupted and ordered the same thing for him. He then awkwardly stood up, handed the waitress his coat and sat down again. He felt exposed without his coat; he rarely took it off outside his own home, but he realized he was no longer in England and didn’t need it, especially not at a fancy restaurant.

Ivy let out a short, snort-like laugh, ‘Vivian set you up! I knew she’d do something like this just to embarrass me. You pulled it off, but I’m not paying for any extras. Tell her to sort out her own life.’

The man felt embarrassed as the situation was getting out of hand; he had no idea what these rich people were all about. ‘Miss Stanley, I have absolutely no idea who this Vivian of yours is. I can assure you that I operate on my own and not on behalf of a client. My name is Kirk Douglas and as I said earlier, I am here to arrest you.’

Ivy looked at her table fellow and decided that he was possibly the worst liar she had ever met. Wearing a coat in a hot country surely was an indication that he was hiding what he hadn’t been wearing, and in his case, that was an excellent case in point. Kirk indeed was only wearing a black t-shirt, equally black shorts, black knee high socks and formal black dress shoes. His t-shirt looked at least two sizes too small, clearly outlining his abdominal muscles and exposing his biceps. Ivy was more than just impressed with Kirk’s physic and was hopeful that they would exercise together after dinner.

Ivy was startled as she heard the waitress explaining, ‘Kalamata olives alongside Marcona almonds and sliced cucumbers’ as she put a large plate between Ivy and Kirk. She then placed two wine glasses on the table and angled a wine bottle close to Ivy, ‘2005 Brachetto d’Acqui from Piedmont.’

Ivy had never heard of the wine but quickly agreed to it being suitable and watched as the waitress carefully uncorked the bottle and filled each glass just with a few drops. Ivy had a quick taste of it, liked its fruity flavors, and allowed the waitress to fill up the glasses. She was keen to have the young girl out of the way so that she could continue the conversation with Kirk.

‘Kirk, did Vivian dictate your starting line to you or was it your kind of opening?’ Ivy inquired as she sipped on her wine, ‘and what about your wardrobe?’

Kirk toasted to Ivy, then took a big gulp of the wine before answering her question. ‘I can tell you, Vivian had nothing to do with me coming in. I meant it to be serious, but I guess everyone else thought it was pretty funny.’ Kirk had an olive before filling up his and Ivy’s glasses. ‘As for the t-shirt and shorts; I was worried you would try to run away,’ he explained sheepishly. Ivy was exactly dressed to run in her sparkling skintight full length dress; she looked more like a golden statue in white high heels.

As soon as they finished the starter and wine, the waitress cleared everything and brought out the main course: a lasagna pyramid with a beautiful salad topped with feta cheese. She also suggested a bottle of their best red wine, a Brunello di Montalcino. Ivy quickly accepted it so she could have some peace and quiet.

Ivy and Kirk were so captivated by the beautiful food that they enjoyed every bite without talking. By the time they finished, the restaurant was getting quieter, but Ivy and Kirk didn’t notice. The next part of the meal was a blur for Kirk, who wasn’t used to drinking wine, and Ivy had to guide him through it. She liked Kirk’s company even though she didn’t know what Kirk was really up to.
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When Kirk finally woke up the next morning, his head felt like it was going to explode! He tried to open his eyes, but the light was so bright he decided to keep them shut. He listened around, but all he could hear was his own heartbeat. No matter how hard he tried to remember where he was, he couldn’t recall ever leaving the restaurant the night before. But his gut told him he was in a big, comfy bed, not wearing his clothes. He wondered if Ivy had taken him home or if the restaurant had guest rooms. He slowly sat up and opened his eyes again. The room was filled with sunlight, and he could see the ocean clearly. The French doors were open, and Kirk could smell the fresh sea air. He carefully stood up and walked out onto a deck and straight into the water.

Kirk swam almost every morning. Back home in London, he’d walk to the swimming pool, swim up and down the fast lane for an hour and then head home to start his day. Swimming in the open ocean was a whole new experience for Kirk; he’d never swum in salt water before, but he was thrilled to swim free like a fish, without worrying about other people or needing to turn. So, Kirk swam and swam and swam until he decided to stop and look back at the island. To his surprise, everything was far away and tiny. There were little bungalows all over the beaches, and a skyline of taller buildings in the background. He decided to swim back, but he had no idea how to find his way to the bungalow he had slept in.

As Kirk’s mind began to clear, he recalled happily leaving the restaurant with Ivy, whisked away in a fancy limo to her place where they kept on drinking. He wasn’t quite sure if it was a dream or a nightmare. Kirk’s plan was to arrest Ivy and make her return with him to London and not to become her drinking buddy. Maybe she didn’t see him as a buddy, but more like a gigolo, since she wrongly thought her friend Vivian had bought him. Kirk had to admit he liked Ivy. His parents moved in similar circles as her parents in London, but he had never met them or her in person.

Kirk was still living with his parents. He’d studied law, but he ended up becoming a modern-day Sherlock Holmes. He transformed his study into a replica of Holmes’s at 221B Baker Street, or at least what he imagined it would look like. Since Kirk didn’t smoke or drink, he was a rather unremarkable version of the world-famous detective himself.

Kirk advertised his investigative services on social media, but no one ever called or visited his place. So, he had decided to focus on unsolved cases in his neighborhood to build his reputation. After chatting with his mother, he learned that a few months earlier, an Asian servant at a friend of his parents disappeared without a trace.

Lady Cameron was delighted to invite Kirk for a cup of tea on a lovely summer afternoon. It had been a while since she last heard from his parents, and she was eager to hear all about the Douglas family. Lady Cameron hardly remembered Kirk and was quite surprised when he finally entered the summer garden, where she was already waiting. After a few polite greetings, they both settled down for a Devonshire tea. Kirk wasn’t a big tea drinker, but he still enjoyed the scones, clotted cream and strawberry jam.

‘Lady Cameron, did Mother mention why I’m here?’ Kirk asked politely.

Lady Cameron completely ignored Kirk’s question and instead asked, ‘My dear Kirk, how are your lovely parents doing these days? I remember them being very upset when your older brother was asked to leave St Paul’s School; what a scandal. I hope they recovered and fully supported you not to make the same mistake?’

Kirk’s heart nearly stopped when Lady Cameron spoke like that about his family. It was clear she had no idea that he was an only child and that he had left St Paul’s simply because it wasn’t a good fit. Kirk knew he couldn’t contradict Lady Cameron, so he quickly decided to play along and make up a story that would please her: ‘Lady Cameron, I can assure you my parents have fully recovered from the initial shock and are indeed very pleased with my chosen pathway. I am sure Mother informed you that I have a bureau of investigation and that I am working on the case of the girl that went missing on Regent’s Park Lake.’

Lady Cameron had her own reasons for inviting Kirk for tea, so she continued to ask questions instead of answering his, ‘Such a prestigious school, St Paul’s. I believe the High Master left shortly after your brother left. She must have been instrumental in the whole saga. Do you know more, my dear boy?’

Kirk needed to think fast and decided to tell Lady Cameron some fibs, hoping she’d help him out in exchange, ‘Lady Cameron, are you thinking of Ann Lin? She was a bit of a character, and my brother mentioned she invited him into her office and made him feel pretty uncomfortable. You know, like cornering him and being super close. That’s why he left. It was said that she made others feel the same way.’

‘Ann Lin. You might be right, my dear boy. What a sad name,’ Lady Cameron mumbled as she munched on another scone.

‘Was Ann Lin connected to Helen Lin, the girl who disappeared last year?’ Kirk asked, grabbing another tasty scone.

Lady Cameron looked a bit shaken when Kirk mentioned Helen Lin. She’d made up her mind not to talk about Helen Lin to Kirk. The police had been in her life for too long, and she didn’t want to reopen the investigation. Without saying a word, Lady Cameron got up and walked out of the house, leaving Kirk behind with a mouthful of scone. Before he could figure out what to do, a young man came over and explained that his lady was feeling a bit unwell. Kirk knew that the particular wording was a common way to get rid of unwanted guests and left.

Kirk stumbled upon a brief article on the neighborhood website, but aside from her name, Helen Lin, and her last known spot near the bandstand at Regent’s Park Lake, there wasn’t much else to go on about her disappearance. Kirk was a bit puzzled as to why there wasn’t even a description of her.

Finally, Kirk mustered the courage to visit the local police station, where he chatted with a helpful constable. ‘Kirk Douglas, I see you’ve only recently received your private investigator license. You’re keen to help us look into the disappearance of the Asian girl, last seen near the Regent’s Park Lake. Is that right?’

‘Absolutely, Constable. Sadly, I couldn’t find much information about the case. Surely, there must have been a search for her?’ Kirk asked.

‘I quickly looked at the file, and unfortunately, there isn’t much to go by. Feel free to read it, but I can’t let you take it away or photograph it,’ the constable explained as he handed Kirk a brown Manila folder. ‘I’ll be back in half an hour to answer any questions.’

As Kirk sat alone in the small room, he opened the folder and found just two typed pages. The constable was right; there wasn’t much new information there, except that her name was written as Hsiao-han Lin instead of Helen Lin. He wondered if that was the same name but had to wait for the constable to return before he could ask someone. The constable wasn’t sure, but after chatting with an Asian constable, he confirmed that it was the same name, but that Helen was the Anglicization. Once again, Kirk found no description or photo of the missing woman.

The next day Kirk strolled over to the bandstand at Regent’s Park Lake, chatting with folks at the boat shed and cafe nearby. But it turned out no one knew about the missing woman or that the police were around that time of year. This only made Kirk more puzzled, and he even started to wonder if the woman was real. All he could figure out was that Lady Cameron had reported Helen Lin missing to the local constabulary, saying that she was supposed to meet a friend at the bandstand that day. The police checked the woman’s room but only found a travel bag with some clothes and no papers. The lake wasn’t searched because no one had seen the woman around that day, and the police gave up on the investigation because there wasn’t enough evidence. The work permit the woman used to get into the UK listed Taiwan as her home country.

It was a bit strange that when Kirk got in touch with the Taipei Representative Office in London, they weren’t very interested in chatting with him or even acknowledging that one of their citizens had disappeared in London. A quick search online for Miss Lin, no matter what name he used, didn’t turn up anything. So, Kirk figured something wasn’t quite right and that the whole disappearing act might have been a setup for some other, less obvious reason.

Lady Cameron instantly recognized Kirk when her head of security brought him in. They’d only spoken a few days earlier, but she knew who he was. ‘Mr. Douglas, it’s quite unusual for you to visit us without an invitation. Why didn’t you just make an appointment if you wanted to speak to me again?’ Lady Cameron asked sweetly.

Kirk, who had been easily caught by the security guard as he tried to climb the house’s facade sheepishly, replied, ‘Lady Cameron, I sincerely apologize for my late-night intrusion, but I didn’t think you would agree with me being around at this hour.’

‘Indeed, you are absolutely right about that. I hope you weren’t trying to sneak up to the servants’ room for a romantic adventure. I can assure you that they are all very well cared for here in my house,’ Lady Cameron remarked. She was well aware that he had been trying to find out more about Lin’s disappearance but was unwilling to help him in any way. Of course, his nosing around didn’t help anybody.

‘Lady Cameron, I can assure you that I have no ill intent or romantic connection with your servants, but I wish to talk to them about Helen Lin’s disappearance,’ Kirk explained self-assuredly.

Lady Cameron realized that the only way forward was to tell Kirk the truth. ‘Mr. Douglas, please take a seat,’ Lady Cameron announced as she pointed to the couch. ‘Please join me for a cup of tea, and I will be able to explain the situation.’

Lady Cameron turned to her head of security and whispered something in his ear before he nodded and left the room. Lady Cameron sat down opposite Kirk and started to explain, Mr. Douglas, I have known your family from well before you were born and I know many things about your parents and yourself that I keep close to my heart. I am willing to tell you what happened to Lin, but only with your assurance that the information does not leave this room. Can you give me that promise?’

Kirk glanced at Lady Cameron and knew straight away that she could be dangerous. She seemed to think she had all the aces up her sleeve, and Kirk was pretty sure his family had a few secrets he didn’t know about. ‘Lady Cameron, I promise I’ll keep this meeting under wraps, as long as no one gets hurt.’

Not long after Kirk made his promise, the door swung open, and in walked the servant girl with a teapot and cups on a tray, followed by the head of security. She carefully set the pot on the small table between Kirk and Lady Cameron and lined up all four cups before sitting down too. Lady Cameron gave her head of security a few instructions, who then left the room, letting another girl in as he did. This girl walked over to the fourth couch and took a seat. Kirk had been watching the whole scene and noticed how much the two girls looked alike. He figured they were sisters, but they were about the same age.

‘People don’t realize I have two women working for me because they usually don’t come down at the same time. Their surname is Lin, and to keep things simple, I just call them both by that name. Xiǎohán and Eun-Jae are from North Korea. They were smuggled into China with their parents before they traveled to London on a Taiwanese passport. Their parents were supposed to meet them here soon after they arrived, but they got caught at the airport in Hong Kong and sent back to North Korea. We haven’t heard from them since. As decoys, Xiǎohán and Eun-Jae came to London using the same name, Helen Lin, but on different routes. Everything was going well until we noticed Chinese surveillance around our property. The easiest way of getting rid of them nosing around here was to make Helen Lin disappear. The two sisters have not left the house since, as they officially don’t exist.’
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