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About This Book


When a young couple is attacked while prepping for a catering job, it seems like the family is dealing with a long-running curse—one that ends in murder. … Doreen can’t stop meddling, so, when she finds out that that the young woman’s mother is an unsolved murder case, Doreen has her cold case to work her way into Mack’s current investigation.

But, like all her cases, nothing is quite so simple. While Mack is dealing with the death of the dead chef, Doreen is working behind the scenes to sort out all the different family factions. Meanwhile she must also sort out a gift for Nan’s birthday. Somehow Doreen manages to mix the two together.

Now if only things would go smoothly from here on in—but of course not they don’t. With the animals involved, the chaos is even wilder.

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


Chapter 1


[image: ‡]‡

Several nights later, as Mack and Doreen were cuddling together after dinner when his phone rang. “Hello, Captain. … Yeah, I’m here with Doreen now. … I know. I know. We’ve just been discussing it. It’s pretty sad.”

The captain spoke for several minutes, the smile falling off Mack’s face.

“Right, another murder,” he muttered, turning all business. “No, I’m coming. … Yeah, I’ll head down to the office. What do we know?”

Doreen leaned in to hear, but he hopped to his feet and glared at her.

“Right, sorry,” she whispered.

“Okay. … Oh, okay.” He frowned. “No, I’ll be there in just a few minutes.” He reached out a hand and helped Doreen to her feet, as he ended the call. “I’ve got to go,” he said.

“A new case?” she asked, watching him sideways. “Any details?”

“No,” he declared, glaring at her. “No details, specifically none for you.”

“Why not?” she wailed.

“Because it’s not a cold case. And, besides, you’ve got to work on yours. The senator’s daughter, remember?”

“Sure, and I will, but I can’t believe you’ve already got another one.”

“I do, but it doesn’t sound like a whole lot of fun though.”

“Why is that?”

“A restaurant kitchen is the crime scene,” he replied. “A man and a woman were working on a catering job. Apparently the man’s been stabbed.”

“Oh, wow,” Doreen muttered, as she stared at him. “What was the weapon?”

“Don’t know for sure. … They think it was a knife from the kitchen.”

“Ah.”

Mack groaned.

“What?” she asked.

“You won’t believe it.”

“But I do believe it.”

He winced. “I think the captain mentioned they found the knife in a … watermelon.”

“Watermelon?” she repeated, looking at him in shock. “Oh, cutting up the watermelon itself?”

“Maybe. I think so,” he said, “but, until I get there, I won’t know the details.”

“Just remember to keep me posted,” Doreen stated, with a bright smile.

“No way,” he replied. “It’s got nothing to do with you. It’s a current case. My current case.”

“It could involve me though.”

“No, it can’t. It’s an active case.”

“It’s an active case, but …” She beamed.

“What?” he asked, frowning at her.

“It’s a Weapon in the Watermelon.”

He closed his eyes, swore under his breath, and muttered, “Okay, I’ll give you that one, but it’s still my case, and you stay out of it.”

Then he leaned over, kissed her hard, and headed for his truck.


Chapter 2
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The next morning Doreen was up early, not sleeping well, her mind consumed with Mack’s latest murder case. She had a quick shower and a quicker breakfast, plus fed her animals and let the four-legged ones outside for a bit. With the bitter cold weather here, they would want back inside soon.

Meanwhile, she sat at her kitchen table, haphazardly doodling notes on the pad of paper in front of her. And now she heard scratching at the door. That didn’t take long. Doreen got up and let in Mugs and Goliath. She sat again at her kitchen table, before her notepad. Her mind just couldn’t understand a scenario in which a weapon was found in a watermelon. But the phrase kept playing over and over in her head. She didn’t even know if it was true because Mack, of course, hadn’t seen the actual crime scene yet. Plus, he wasn’t sharing much about his latest case. She couldn’t blame him, yet it was frustrating because he was dishing out little teasing tidbits, as if leading her to an end—an end she wasn’t allowed to participate in.

Groaning, she sat back, wishing she had a police scanner to be a fly on the wall in their office, allowing her to get the extra bits and pieces to satisfy her curiosity. In this case, she would only figure out what was going on if and when Mack got around to telling her. It was an active case, and that meant his case.

As she sighed, she thought about all the cases she had worked on recently. She’d been involved in so many different cases, and it was great. It really was, and she’d had a grand old time with all of them. By rights, she should welcome a break, a chance to sit back, relax, and just do nothing. However, as she stared around the house, the walls started to shrink in on her, confining her, making her realize that she needed spring to arrive more quickly than it would actually come. Either that or she needed something to keep herself busy. A hobby of some kind.

Mugs gave a woof. Doreen chuckled, as it seemed her trusty basset hound was reading her mind. She had to shake her head at that. Yet Mugs had been with her for years, helping her survive her abusive marriage to Mathew. In fact, Doreen wondered why he had even allowed her to have Mugs in the house and not relegated him to the outside. In truth, he’d probably preferred to have no animals within miles of him.

Doreen shook her head and couldn’t imagine her life without her animals. Doreen checked on Thaddeus, Nan’s African grey that Doreen now looked after. He was asleep on his roost in the living room. And she spied Goliath—also Nan’s but now Doreen’s to keep—asleep by her feet on the kitchen floor. He was a huge Maine coon. How boring and sad her life would be without them and her grandmother—and Mack. She glanced at her engagement ring and smiled.

When Nan called a little bit later, she was slightly cross and out of sorts herself.

“I figured that maybe you had something fun and exciting to help us along,” she grumbled. “We’re all bored.”

Doreen groaned. “Mack does, but I don’t.”

At that, Nan asked, “You can’t get anything out of him?”

“Not right now. He was very clear and a little too smug when he left as it was,” she shared, with a groan.

“I know you don’t want to discuss it, but we could always sort out more wedding details.”

Doreen winced. “You mean, those details that I haven’t even started thinking about?”

“Yes, those,” Nan agreed. “I know that you’re being … not overtly difficult about it, but maybe a little.”

She stared down at her phone and frowned. “I don’t mean to be difficult about it,” she declared, “but I really don’t want to get pushed into doing something that I’m not ready to do, Nan.”

After a long pause on the other end, her grandmother sighed. “On that note, I guess I’ve just been told to back off completely.”

“At least for a little while,” Doreen murmured. “I just don’t want to feel pressured.”

“Of course not, but you realize that, for us, this is big. It’s fun, and it’s exciting, and we all want rather desperately to get little tidbits of information to keep us going because it’ll be a big deal for all the Rosemoor residents.”

“If all of them want to attend, where could we possibly have a reception?” Doreen exclaimed. “There won’t be enough room there. I did talk to the manager at Rosemoor recently about the possibility of maybe doing two receptions. That way, everybody there at the home, … if they couldn’t travel to the wedding and its reception, they could attend a second one there.”

Nan cried out in joy, “That’s a wonderful idea.”

“But is it?” Doreen asked. “I’m sure some people won’t want anything to do with my wedding and all the rest, while others will have a little involvement, with some all in.”

“One of the biggest lessons in life that you have to learn, child, is that you can’t make everybody happy all the time.”

“It would be nice if I could make some people happy some of the time though,” she noted.

Nan laughed. “Good luck with that.”

“People always have wants and wishes, and they’re not necessarily the same as yours.” Doreen pointed out and waited for her grandmother’s reaction. When Nan pealed with laughter, Doreen smiled. “I was afraid of upsetting you.”

“No, I see that you’re trying to be considerate and all, but feelings of frustration will arise every once in a while,” she shared. “I just don’t want you to go half crazy and cancel the whole thing because you can’t see a way to move forward.”

“I wouldn’t do that to Mack,” Doreen stated.

“If you do want to, it’s better to do it to Mack now, before you drag this out more.”

“No, I’m not uncertain about marrying him. It’s just the push for an expedited time frame on the formal ceremony. I really need to be ready emotionally and mentally to connect fully. I don’t want to feel pushed into it. Everybody keeps asking me, particularly Millicent.” She mentioned Mack’s mom, who had been more insistent with every visit. “And I know she sees time as an issue, but …”

“You have to remember that Millicent is older than I am, and I’m sure she is looking forward to seeing both her sons happily married. She had those kids very late in life, and I wouldn’t be at all surprised if she’s looking to get this settled before she goes.”

“Maybe,” Doreen conceded. “Millicent is definitely pressuring Nick and Mack to get married soon. Although Nick did thank me the last time we talked, as my engagement to Mack seems to have relieved some pressure on Nick to find a woman and get engaged and married.”

“Yes, and I think one of the things that has infuriated her to no end is that her sons have refused to get married and to give her grandkids for so long,” Nan added pointedly. “So, even if you do tie the knot while she’s alive, you can bet that then the push will be on for the next generation.”

Doreen gasped and closed her eyes.

“I understand,” Nan noted. “I’m not pushing for that, but I’m sure Millicent will.”

Doreen winced. “I think you’re right. She probably is looking for grandkids.”

“It will be enough for the moment to know that Mack is happy. She just wants him to be happy.”

“I hope so,” she muttered. “And I hope she thinks he’ll be happy with me because there are times when he’s completely infuriated with me.”

Nan burst into laughter. “I am certain he is, but I’m not sure that’s a bad thing. You can’t let them get complacent and think they know everything about us.”

“But you never married,” Doreen pointed out, “so, it’s not as if anybody was hassling you to tie the knot.”

“Oh, I went through the same thing, child. I basically just told my family to forget it. I wasn’t going there, wasn’t interested in going there, and, if they didn’t like it, it was too darn bad.”

“Ah, so now I know what to tell you.” Doreen chuckled.

“If you want me to back off,” she replied, “I’ll try. No guarantees though because … it is definitely something I want to see happen before I die. Since moving here last April, you’ve had quite a busy life in Kelowna, and Mack has been there with you every step of the way,” she noted.

Doreen modded. “Believe me that I do know how truly blessed I am to have him in my life.”

“As much as he needs to know that,” Nan admitted, “don’t tell him too often. We don’t want any more insufferable overinflated male egos.”

“Mack’s ego is hardly overinflated, is it?” she asked.

“It still isn’t good to give him too much self-confidence,” Nan muttered, then let out a gasp as a knock came at her apartment. “Uh-oh. I’ve got people at my door. I think I’ve forgotten an appointment. Got to go.” Nan ended the call.

Doreen shook her head, reminded of how her grandmother had a way-more-active life than Doreen did. How did that work?

Yet it kept Nan happy and content, and, considering Nan’s age, Doreen was more than okay with that too. It was just so very strange that everybody else was having all these great things happen in their lives, while Doreen felt as if nothing was happening in hers. And yet that wasn’t true, and she knew it. It was just how she felt right now, which wasn’t good either.

Morose, she decided that she would do something she absolutely hated doing. If she was already in a pissy mood, she might as well get some unpleasant chores done. With that thought, she got up and grabbed the vacuum, then proceeded to torment the animals by vacuuming the whole house, both floors, even inside the closets, finding every nook and cranny. When she was finally done, she turned off the vacuum and looked around. No animals were anywhere to be seen.

She had just headed back downstairs when a hard knock came on her front door. Mugs tore out from under her desk at the side of the kitchen, barking like crazy. Frowning, she opened the door to see a huge older man standing there, glaring at her. Mugs sniffed his legs through the screen door but then walked back to the kitchen, as if disinterested.

Doreen attempted a smile for the seemingly unhappy man and greeted him. “Hello.”

His gaze narrowed and locked on her face. “I’m looking for a woman named Doreen.”

“Yes,” she replied cautiously, “that’s me.”

His eyebrows shot up. Then he shook his head, looked around, and asked, “Are you sure? Isn’t somebody else here?”

“No, I’m sure nobody else is here,” she stated, staring at him. “This is my house, and you came here, so what is it you want?”

He looked down at the note he held in his hand. “It can’t be you.”

“Why can’t it be me?” she asked in exasperation.

“For one thing, you don’t look old enough, and, for a second thing, you don’t seem as if you could handle this job.”

She straightened her messed-up clothing, pushing wisps of hair off her face, then decided to give it up. “That doesn’t change who I am. Plus, I still don’t know what you’re doing here, but you’re the one who sought me out. So why don’t you just tell me what you want, instead of insulting me.”

He flushed and groaned. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to do that, but I was looking for a detective.”

“You found her,” Doreen declared. “Some people call me the amateur detective, and I do a lot of that work, but, if you want to be technically correct, you can call me an amateur sleuth.”

“I did hear you didn’t have any credentials, and that worries me.”

She stared at him and asked, “Do you want to explain what’s going on?”

“Yeah.” Still, he didn’t speak for a long moment. Then with a deep breath, he began, the words tumbling out, “My niece is about to be charged with murder, but I know she didn’t have anything to do with it.”

“And how do you know that?”

“Because it’s not who she is. She wouldn’t.”

“Okay, so presumably she has an alibi or a reason why she’s not involved or something.”

“No, and that’s the problem. She doesn’t have an alibi, and she did see her boyfriend before he was killed.”

“Ah, and that’s the most recent murder we have in town here, I presume?”

“Yes,” he confirmed. “It just happened, but I know she didn’t kill him.”

“Okay, and you came to me why?”

“I want you to prove that she’s innocent.”

She winced. “I’m not sure how you expect me to do that. I have limited capacity to act with current cases. Cold cases are altogether different.”

“I heard that too. You have limitations on what you can deal with.”

She studied him. “I’m glad to see that the rumor mill is fairly accurate these days.”

“My niece would never kill anyone because she’s still trying to figure out what happened to her mother.”

“Her mother was murdered?” Doreen asked, frowning at him.

He nodded. “Yes, but it was quite a few years ago now.”

“How many years ago?” she asked, eyeing him carefully.

“At least ten or so, I think.” He looked down at his hands, as if mentally counting his fingers. “Yes, it was ten.”

“And whereabouts did this happen?”

He shrugged. “Alberta.”

“Okay, so when did the family move here?”

“Right afterward, a large portion of the family moved here. One of the family members here had inherited a farm and had employee housing, so there was room for everyone to get settled into a new location. Everybody was pretty fed up with the whole rigamarole that had happened in Alberta, so they came here.”

“And now you’ve been here for ten years.”

“Yes, and we’ve not had a lick of trouble,” he pointed out. “Now, all of sudden, the local cops are looking at my niece.”

“Looking at your niece is one thing, but charging her with murder is something completely different. Do you think her mother’s murder had anything to do with this current murder?”

He frowned at her and shook his head. “I couldn’t imagine how. … That wouldn’t make any sense to me.”

She nodded. “If you want to give me the details, I can talk to the police, see if I can get an idea of what I can work on. I can work on cold cases and can partially look into the current one, if it somehow connects to a cold case.”

“I’m much less worried about something that nobody could solve from ten years ago. I’m trying to confirm my niece doesn’t end up being charged for something she didn’t do in the here and now.”

Doreen invited him inside and noted that Thaddeus remained asleep on his stoop. Even Goliath didn’t move from under the kitchen table. So her animals weren’t at all worried about this stranger in their home. Doreen led her visitor into her kitchen, where she picked up a notepad and began, “Give me the information about your niece and the case of her murdered boyfriend, and I’ll also need your contact information. Plus, I want a full file on the deceased mother.” When he glared at her, she tilted her head. “You may not see that it’s connected, and maybe it’s not, but it could be my ticket to getting access to work on this current case because both murders share a connection to your niece.”

“I don’t understand what difference it makes.”

She smiled up at him. “It makes a big difference because I’m engaged to be married to the detective on the current murder case,” she shared.

His eyebrows shot up, and he asked, “Is this some marital thing?”

“No, it’s a law thing, but it’s okay. I still need that information from you,” she noted, facing him. “Your contact information and your niece’s contact information.”

He groaned. “I will give you mine, but I won’t share Jillian’s. She’s got enough going on.”

Doreen sighed. “I presume one of you has a decent file on her mother’s murder.”

“Jillian does. She was investigating it. She shouldn’t have been, and I told her to lay off.”

“And yet her boyfriend was killed, but she wasn’t. I heard they were both there together. Interesting.”

“Yes,” he muttered, giving her a death glare. “Why would Jillian have been killed?”

“Let’s start with details on the current case, the murdered boyfriend.”

“He’s a chef. Hang on. … He wasn’t a chef yet. He’s was … working on becoming a chef,” he clarified, with a wave of his hands. “He’s a heck of a good cook.” He winced. “He was a heck of a good cook.” Doreen just nodded and waited. He groaned and continued. “And there was some dispute at work. I don’t even know what it was all about, but he was killed with a butcher knife.”

She stared at him for a long moment. “He wasn’t, um, chopping up watermelon or something at the same time, was he?”

He looked at her curiously. “I have no idea,” he replied, staring at her. “Why would you ask that?”

“Never mind.” She gave an airy wave of her hand. “It just occurred to me.”

“Right,” he muttered, frowning at her. “It just occurred to you? How does that work?” He gave her a look, as if she were crazy.

She beamed at him and added, “Don’t worry about it.”

He shook his head. “Look. I’m already worried sick. I need to get somebody who can actually help.”

“Of course you do, and you’re welcome to get somebody else who will. However,” she explained, “I do know an awful lot about murder cases, even though you’re already thinking I’m crazy because I want the information on her mother’s death.”

“Digging into Katie’s murder is a different story,” he pointed out. “I need somebody who can work on this case right now and can get my niece off the hook.”

She studied him. “Getting her off the hook isn’t the same thing as her not being guilty.”

“She’s not guilty,” he roared.

Mugs barked at him, suddenly in between the two of them again.

Pinching the bridge of his nose, he sighed. “I’m sorry. Getting her off the hook is just a turn of phrase.”

“But it’s a turn of phrase that’s very important,” she stated. “You may think she’s got nothing to do with it but—”

“I don’t even know why she was there so late that day.”

“She works with him?” Doreen asked, surprised.

He nodded. “The two of them look like … siblings.”

She winced and frowned. “And do we know that they aren’t?”

“Why would you even say that?” he asked in horror.

“I’ve seen an awful lot of cases go south because people had no idea what was really going on,” she muttered, writing down as much information as she could. Meanwhile, her mind was going off in a million different directions as she tried to come up with other questions she could ask him.

He continued to glare at her.

She shook her head. “Look. I’m willing to look into this and to see what I can do to help Jillian, but you need to know that, if she’s guilty, I won’t be working to get her off.”

“She’s not guilty,” he declared, then groaned. “I don’t think we should even be having this conversation.”

“Maybe not, but that’s up to you.”

“Will it be a problem if I go to a private investigator?”

“Nope.” Then she mentioned the one she’d worked with in the past. “Talk with Corey and tell him that you’ve spoken to me about it.”

“What difference would that make?”

“He’ll talk to me if we come up with anything,” she shared cheerfully.

“Oh, so you’ll work with him?”

“Sure.”

“Fine then,” he said, giving her a sideways look. “You haven’t talked about money though.”

“No, I haven’t. What’s your name?”

“I am Zev Burgon.”

“Okay, Zev, talk to the private detective, if that’s what you want. I’ll contact you if I come up with anything.”

“And what about … a fee?” he asked, staring at her hesitantly.

She raised her eyebrows. “It would be nice to think I got paid for any of the cases I’ve already solved,” she admitted, “but I haven’t been so far, and I certainly won’t start charging now.”


Chapter 3
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As soon as Zev left—and it had taken a little bit more pushing to get him to go—Doreen sat down in her living room and just let some of the information flow through her brain. Could there be a connection between the murder of a decade ago and this current one?

Of course.

Was it likely? After all, the murders were ten years apart.

Probably not.

And the fact that the family was in Alberta when the mother had been murdered was an interesting twist. It didn’t necessarily have anything to do with the niece, but, if she was on Mack’s suspect list, then Doreen wanted to know. Now that didn’t mean Mack would tell her, but some things needed to be shared. So she picked up her phone and called him.

Mack answered, but he was a little distracted. “I don’t have any information for you,” he warned.

“I might have a little bit for you though.”

“What do you mean?”

“I just had a very strange visitor at my front door.”

“Oh?” he replied, wariness sliding into his tone.

Then she explained about the visit.

“We’re looking at his niece,” he confirmed in exasperation. “Yet it’s not as if we’ve made any decisions, and we sure haven’t arrested anybody. It’s so typical. People go off half-cocked, and they jump to the worst conclusion.”

“I did tell him that he may want to get a licensed PI, and I directed him to Corey in town,” she shared.

“Yes, but you also heard cold case, and now you’re all over it.”

She hesitated. “I heard cold case, and obviously we don’t have any way to know whether it’s connected to this one or not,” she clarified, “but the fact that Zev even showed up here …”

“Why are people jumping all over this?”

“Because they’re scared,” she offered. “It’s his family, and they’ve already been through the grinder with the police over the mother’s death some ten years earlier—but it was in Alberta.”

“I understand. I get it,” he said, with a groan. Then in a calmer tone, he added, “I just wish they wouldn’t keep bringing you into it.”

“I don’t think we can stop that, particularly at this stage. However, I do wonder about the mother’s case.”

“Of course you do because it’s a cold case,” he stated, with a note of humor.

“Therefore, I’ll ask if you could pull the files.”

“Even though it’s an Alberta case?” he asked.

“Yes.”

When she hesitated, Mack was all over her. “What are you thinking?”

“I don’t know, but the family moved here ten years ago, after that murder. Already a lot of their relatives were here, so they joined them after the ugliness of Jillian’s mother Katie’s murder.”

“So, everybody who had some connection or involvement in that ten-year-old case moved here?” he noted. “That’s just great. And now they’re all in the midst of a second murder.”

“That’s one of the reasons I thought you needed to know about this. Plus, I’ll need you to clarify just what’s going on with Katie’s murder case and who, if any, were considered suspects back then.”

“Oh, gee, let me guess. You want me to find that out too.”

“I would think that, in the course of your investigation into this current case, you would want to know about that previous murder, and you would check it out anyway.”

“Obviously I would want to know,” he muttered. “So, fine. I’ll do that much but no guarantees.”

“Of course not,” she said in a gentle tone.

After a moment of silence, Mack sighed. “Sorry I’ve been a bit of a bear. And how are you?”

“I’m okay,” she muttered. “A little bit out of sorts.”

“And you’re thinking this case might pull you out of the doldrums?” he asked, humor threading through his tone. “Just a juicy little murder, even if it isn’t in your own backyard?”

“I haven’t dealt with anything quite so far away,” she noted, “and I can see how that could be an issue but maybe not. It is a curiosity.”

“It is—a curiosity that could impact what I’m doing as well.”

“Exactly, so, in the spirit of cooperation—”

“In the spirit of you getting information you want, you mean,” he pointed out wryly. “Yeah, you told me.”

“Yes, but isn’t it interesting that Zev came to see me in the first place?”

“That seems to be more of the norm now,” Mack muttered. “It would be great if people would just tell the cops what they knew and wanted, so we didn’t have to go through all these shenanigans. But it doesn’t seem as if criminals have gotten any more honest or ethical in the years that I’ve been on the force.”

She laughed. “No, I don’t think so,” she conceded. “Not only that, I suspect they may be worse. They’ve gotten smarter and have a lot more ways to hide their crimes, and they can do everything more quickly.”

“I know,” he agreed. “And, on that note, I’ll get back to you. The captain’s calling.” And, with that, he ended the call.

Doreen sat back and looked at the names Zev had given her, then quickly settled down in front of her laptop and started an internet search. Just as she was about to go through the pages and pages of results, she had a thought and checked Solomon’s files. She had all the shortened digital summaries in her phone but also had hard-copy printouts in a binder. She put on some coffee and then sat down with her phone to see if any of Solomon’s unsolved cases dealt with this Burgon family.

Nothing came up on Katie’s murder, but the Burgon family was mentioned as potential eyewitnesses on another matter, with some questions for them. This seemed totally unrelated to the Burgon family’s two murder cases. Still, she pulled the physical file and reviewed it in full. Not much was here, yet she found a direct link to the family on yet another of Solomon’s files.

“Another case? A third case?” she muttered to herself, as she looked down at her summary notes regarding a possible suicide or an actual murder of yet another Burgon family member. “Why would this same family be involved in all these murder cases?” She pulled the Burgon file, which had a few notes of dodgy business practices, but no reference material to back it up. However, a single handwritten note stated Alberta connection.

She sat back, stared at it, took a picture of it, then sent it to Mack. She didn’t know what was going on here, but there was an Alberta connection between one or two of Solomon’s unsolved cold cases and now a current case.

When Mack phoned her a little later, he asked, “What is that from?”

“Solomon’s files,” she shared.

“Oh boy,” he muttered.

“Yeah, I know,” she replied, “and I don’t really understand what it means. There’s not much information, but that note about a connection to an Alberta case caught my eye.”

“I phoned Red Deer to get the details on the mother’s murder and talked to one of the officers put on the case. He told me how the mother was home alone, the family off bowling for some teenager’s birthday party or something that Jillian had been invited to. When they came home, Katie was dead. She’d been killed in her own house.”

“Sexual assault?”

“No,” he confirmed.

“Thank heavens for that.” Then another ugly thought hit Doreen. “Did the daughter find her?”

“I think the uncle may have been there with Jillian, but I don’t know for sure. The information in the database is minimal, so I’ve asked for a hard copy of the file.”

“How long will that take? And I bet it’s incomplete too.”

He gave a bark of laughter. “That’s just the facts of life. When we want more, we get less, and, when we want less, we get more. I’ve got to run.”

And, with that, he was gone again.


Chapter 4
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For the next little bit Doreen couldn’t do a whole lot, outside of making notes and doing some internet research. Her animals seemed to know when she was head-down into her work and pretty much left her alone. As long as she fed them morning and night, opening the rear kitchen door for them to access the backyard, they all seemed happy enough—until they wanted to see Nan or just to walk down the creek. That suited Doreen just fine.

Then she took a break from her laptop and apologized to the animals for leaving them behind and went to the library to see if she could come up with anything there, in terms of the current murder in town. Doreen searched for Katie Burgon, murdered in Alberta a decade ago, grumbling as she went back and forth with the microfiche articles, finding a lack of information.

The librarian came over and asked if she could help. After Doreen explained what she was working on, the librarian nodded. “That’s a pretty modern murder in microfiche terms. There’s probably a whole lot more information on the internet, especially since it happened in Alberta.”

“I did look at that,” she shared, “but there isn’t a whole lot there either. It doesn’t seem to be widely covered.”

“And that happens too. You know it does.”

“I understand, but it’s frustrating when searching for information, and it seems these journalists pick and choose who they report on.”

“It would typically be a one-paragraph article with a byline, not a whole lot more,” she pointed out. “So, if you can find that one short entry, the byline will give you someone to contact for more. Other than that, it’ll just be whatever is in the police files.”

She nodded. “And Mack is pulling those for me.”

“Oh, good,” the librarian replied in delight. “I’m really glad you’re working so closely with the police.”

“Me too. Sometimes it works out very well,” she noted, as she stood up, then looked down at the few pages she had printed off. “Just not a whole lot is here.”

“No, but you could check some of the archived newspapers and see what’s available.”

“Yeah, will do,” she agreed, and, with a smile, she headed back to her car. In the mood for Chinese, she made a quick stop at Mr. Woo’s. When he saw her, his face lit up. “I know I’m showing up midmorning,” she noted, “but I just wondered if you could whip me up something to take home for lunch.”

“Of course, of course, of course,” he stated. “Do you want to pick off the menu, or do you want me to make you something?”

She looked at him in delight and nodded. “If you could just make me something, that would be wonderful.”

He disappeared into the kitchen, muttering something to himself, but she didn’t have a clue what. When he returned, he had a bag with two containers stacked on top, and he held it out to her.

She handed him her credit card, and he refused it. “No, no, I can pay.”

“No, no, no, you no pay,” he declared. “You did for me. I do for you.”

“No, no, no, no, no, no,” she argued. “I can’t do that. It’s not right.”

He glared at her, and she glared right back. He refused to take her money, and she refused to accept the food. Finally she relented. “Fine, but … only this time.” He just nodded and didn’t say anything. She glared at him. “Otherwise I won’t come back.”

He frowned, and she nodded happily. “See? You don’t like that either, but I won’t take advantage.”

“No, no good for business if you no come back.”

“Maybe it’s not good for business if I’m here, and you don’t let me pay,” she muttered. “Seems as if everybody is struggling these days.”

He snorted. “Some places bad.”

“Sure, some places,” she muttered, “but I am not bad and the places I go aren’t bad. That’s part and parcel of what I do.”

He nodded. “You take it.” And he shoved it at her.

She glared at him, but her shoulders slumped. “Fine, thank you.” Yet she wasn’t happy. In the meantime, Doreen realized there wouldn’t be any compromise reached right now, so she snatched her to-go bag, muttering as she walked back out to the parking lot.

She went home, her mind trying to figure out how she could get him to accept payment. Otherwise she wouldn’t get her favorite Chinese food anymore, and that would suck. As soon as she got home, Nan called her.

“Any news?” Nan asked.

“No, not yet, … at least not on that case.”

“Oh, so you’ve got something else?” Nan perked up.

“As a matter of fact I do, but I also have another problem.”

“What problem?” Nan asked. When Doreen explained about Mr. Woo, her grandmother laughed. “You could just accept the free food.”

“But I want to go back and have more Chinese food,” she explained. “If he won’t let me pay, I’ll avoid going there.”

“Tell him that what you did was good enough for one payment and for you to pay next time.”

“I don’t know if he’ll accept that.”

“But this is the first time he’s done it, so maybe all he wanted was to give you free food once,” she suggested.

“Maybe.” Yet Doreen was doubtful. He’d been so determined.

“Besides, you did save both his life and his business, so the least you could do is allow him to pay you back a little bit.”

Doreen groaned. “Fine,” she muttered, trying to suppress her intense frustration. “I’ll think about what my options are.”

Nan chuckled. “You do that. In the meantime, did you say you have another case?”

“There’s a curiosity.”

“I like curiosities,” Nan stated. So, Doreen filled her in. “In Alberta and in Kelowna?” Nan asked.

“Alberta is where the mother was murdered, and we don’t know that it’s connected at all, but Mack is happy enough to have me dig into that one as long as I stay out of his current one.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” Nan muttered. “And Alberta is far enough away to keep you out of trouble, at least mostly.”

“Parts of that province, true, but Calgary is in the southern region, and it’s what? … Maybe a four-hour drive from here? So easy enough for someone to make the round trip in one day,” she muttered. “Anyway, the next thing is this name, Burgon. It’s somehow connected to an old murder or just a possible suicide here. Solomon’s files had Alberta connection handwritten in that file.”

“Burgon, Burgon, Burgon. Dave Burgon?” Nan cried out.

Doreen frowned at her phone. “You know a Dave Burgon?”

“Sure, used to,” Nan stated. “The family at least.”

“This is a big multigenerational family, and Zev Burgon approached me, asking for help. Somehow Katie’s daughter, Jillian, appears to have gotten herself in trouble over this latest Kelowna murder. Her boyfriend, the cook, was killed at work. Jillian also works at the same place as her boyfriend.”

“Oh, so the police think it’s a lover’s tiff or something?”

“I don’t know what they’re thinking, and you can bet Mack isn’t telling me.”

Nan burst out laughing at that. “No, I can see Mack keeping mum on this one. He is as stubborn as you are.”

“It would sure make my life easier if he wasn’t.”

“Of course, but that wouldn’t do much toward making his life any easier,” Nan quipped, giggling.

Doreen glared down at her phone again. “I don’t think it’s that funny, Nan.”

“Oh, it’s absolutely hysterical, and you know it, child,” she declared, still chuckling. “But don’t you worry your head about it. You’ve got other things to worry about. You need to hunt down the Burgon family.”

“What do you recall about the Burgon death case here?”

“Daryl Burgon, Old Man Dave’s brother, committed suicide a long time ago—somewhere around the time of that Alberta murder in the family, I think. But Daryl had cancer and wasn’t hanging around for an ugly end is what the rumors were all about. I remembered thinking I was right with him on that viewpoint back then. I don’t remember much else.”

Doreen nodded. “The newspapers didn’t have very much on it at all, nor the murder in Alberta. Now Solomon’s files did mention an Alberta connection but no explanation as to what he was thinking regarding what kind of connection to that particular file. His files for the most part have been in the province of British Columbia, not the others.”
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   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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