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	The day was coming to an end. The sun was descending slowly towards the sea and coloured the water with yellowy orange light. The beautiful large sun circle was disappearing little by little with each passing minute, its colours changing to an orangey red hue. In the end, only a few bright remained reflected in the water. It was a breathtaking sight.

	It was still light, and Kurt and his friends were sitting on the beach talking animatedly about the new songs they were planning to record. He was strumming his guitar and humming a tune. The others listened and sang along from time to time. His friends had turned their eyes to the setting sun, but that wasn't where Kurt was looking. His gaze was directed in a completely different direction, towards the rocks on the right side of the beach. A woman was sitting there, and a hound was lying on her lap. Kurt watched them and wondered if he should go to them. He glanced briefly at the sunset, then looked once more at the woman and her dog. After a moment's hesitation, he gave up the idea of going to them. Instead, he put the guitar aside and lay down on the sand.

	‘Bring me that bottle of whiskey that has been aging for years in my cupboard,’ he told the band’s roadie. ‘The caravan isn't locked,’ he added and looked at the rocks again. His friends followed his gaze and frowned.

	‘This isn't going to end well,’ Harry muttered.

	Kurt looked knowingly at his friend.

	‘What won't end well?’

	‘You know what. You know what you become when you get drunk. We’re not here for that.’

	‘That's right,’ called his friend Barney.

	Kurt looked at them but said nothing. He knew they were right. Alcohol was changing him. It made him unpredictable and violent.

	‘Ronnie, don't bring me the whiskey! Put it back in the cupboard!’ Kurt shouted, but the young man was already returning with it.

	‘I will return it later,’ said Ronnie, sitting down on the sand next to the men.

	Kurt looked back towards the rocks and the woman sitting there. Then he got up and walked slowly in her direction. His dog Dante also got up and ran after him.

	‘This is definitely not going to end well,’ Harry muttered again, watching his friend walk away with a slight limp.

	‘That's right,’ Barney agreed again and swore. Then he looked at the rocks and added ‘He will ruin everything.’

	Kurt didn't care what his friends thought. He had always done what he wanted, and he didn't take anyone for granted. With slow steps he climbed the rocks and approached the woman staring into the sunset. Her eyes weren’t tear-filled as Kurt had expected. There was only sadness there.

	‘Hi,’ he greeted.

	She turned to look at him, stroked his dog, and only then returned his greeting.

	‘Are you okay?’ he asked her.

	‘Yes. I am fine.’

	‘You miss him, don't you?’

	‘That's right. Joe and I used to come here to this beach a lot.’

	‘Right? I didn’t know that. I had never come here before.’

	‘We used to go to Tintagel Castle and on our way back from there we stopped here to be alone for a while and escape from the crowd,’ explained the woman.

	‘If I knew it would bring back memories, I wouldn't have rented a house here,’ Kurt said and looked at her profile. ‘You should have told me.’

	‘No problem. Joe and I travelled a lot and wherever we stayed it would remind me of him.’

	She smiled sadly and looked back at the sea.

	‘Have you lost someone very close to you, Kurt?’ she asked him and met his gaze.

	‘Yes. I did lose someone,’ he answered after a brief hesitation and wondered why he admitted this to her. He didn't talk about his loss with anyone. Even Barney and Harry didn't know about it.

	She nodded and looked back at the sea. Her hound stood up, walked around a bit, and then sat down with its head on the woman's lap. Dante, for his part, was sitting on Kurt's right side and snoring lightly.

	The air was warm and unusually for Cornwall the wind had stopped. The only sound was of the waves as they got closer with each passing minute.

	‘The tide is coming. Maybe we'd better move away,’ Kurt said.

	‘Don't worry, the water won't reach here. It will only reach the bottom rock.’

	‘Okay,’ Kurt agreed and started stroking his dog's head.

	‘I have been looking for an opportunity to thank you for agreeing to help us at such a difficult time for you,’ Kurt said.

	‘You don't have to thank me. I wouldn't have agreed to accept your offer if I didn't think I was ready for it.’

	He looked at her again and wondered how anyone could be ready for anything just six months after losing their partner. It took Kurt many years and a lot of alcohol to get over that trauma. Not that alcohol helped him, quite the opposite. Still, Kurt couldn't imagine anyone going through such a loss in just a few months. With Leah, however, things were clearly different. Kurt was glad she was here, though he had expected her to refuse to work with them at the last minute. Leah was one of the most sought-after songwriters in the music industry. Her lyrics often made songs a hit. Her services were expensive, but according to the band's agent, she was worth the money, and after Kurt had researched her, he had agreed.

	Kurt and his band Wind had many hits when they were young. Then they had begun to fall out and make up over and over for years. Eventually, their bickering led to the departure of the fourth member of the group, who wrote the lyrics for the songs. Since Ricky had left, Wind had fallen very far down the charts. Their songs were good, but the lyrics didn't reach people's hearts. Eventually, Kurt, Harry and Barney gave up and took a few years off. Until one day their agent Frederick contacted them to tell them he had arranged a big tour for them. Of course, everyone was delighted. Kurt and Barney had composed new songs and wanted to introduce them to the audience as well. But everyone knew that without good arrangements and lyrics, everything would go to waste again. It was at this point that the idea of hiring Leah came up.

	Kurt had been sceptical at first. He had become even more sceptical when he’d learned of her husband's recent death.

	‘She's not a rock music girl. She won't make it, she'll be sad and whiny all the time,’ he protested to Frederick.

	‘You don't know her. Meet her and talk to her, then you will make a decision.’

	And Kurt had. He’d called Leah, arranged to meet her in a park, and to his surprise she had arrived at the park with her whippet, and a slight smile on her face. Leah was anything but whiny and sad. After his conversation with her, Kurt agreed to hire her. And he didn't regret his decision. She didn’t show her grief, worked with them from morning to night on their new songs and never backed down. Leah didn’t complain or make excuses for anything with the death of her husband. Now, sitting on the rocks next to her, Kurt felt her close presence, like someone he could talk to about everything.

	‘How are you doing it?’ he asked her. ‘How do you deal with grief?’

	Leah didn't answer right away. She brushed a strand of hair from her forehead, she stroked her dog and then turned to him.

	‘Years ago, in one day I lost my whole family. It was difficult for me then. I couldn't understand why exactly this was happening to me and why they died, and I stayed alive. I've been looking for answers and finally found them.’

	‘And what's the answer,’ Kurt asked.

	‘For me, the answer is that each person has a path. Its length doesn’t depend on who is close to you, whether it is your brother, sister, parent, or friend. Each person has such a path, and when he walks it, his path ends. Over time, I accepted that my path is longer than that of my loved ones and the people I like. Of course, I could cut it short, kill myself, or do something else with my life. But then I decided that maybe someone is waiting for me somewhere to meet, maybe someone will love me again or that someone will need me, and I decided that I should continue. That's why I'm here now. I came to help you when you need it. That's how I see the things.’

	‘Interesting theory. Does it help you when you need Joe?’

	‘Not always. Sometimes his absence in my life is so painful that I can't sleep, I can’t eat, or even breathe.’

	‘And what do you do at such times?’

	‘I give in to my grief,’ answered Leah and looked at the waves again.

	Kurt watched her for a while. Leah was tall and slim, with long dark hair, pale skin, and dark brown eyes. She wore no make-up or anything provocative to attract men's attention and yet there was something about her that made most of them turn after her. There was sadness and passion and sensuality that could be felt even from a distance, although Kurt knew from their first meeting that she was a free-spirited and strong woman. Watching her more closely now, Kurt wondered what she thought of him. Probably nothing good, he decided. He stood up, worried by the approaching tide. Leah also got up and the two of them walked together to the house the band had rented. As they crossed the beach Kurt pulled her close. She let out a little cry of surprise but didn't pull away. However, when he tried to lift her chin and kiss her, she pushed him away and without a word strode quickly along the shore. Kurt ran after her, caught up with her and stopped her right in front of the house.

	‘I am so sorry,’ he said. ‘I don't know what happened to me.’

	Leah nodded, then started to enter the house. After opening the front door, she turned to him.

	‘Good night, Kurt. Early in the morning I leave for London for a day. I'll see you the day after tomorrow.’

	‘Don't go because of me,’ he said.

	‘It's not because of you. It's planned, there is a clause in our contract. You can check it if you don't believe me. I have to go now because my flight is early in the morning.’

	‘Do you want me to drive you to the airport?’ he offered.

	‘No, I will be okay. I’ve ordered a cab for the morning.’

	‘Okay. Good night then,’ he said.

	‘Good night!’ she answered and closed the door behind her.

	Kurt watched the door for a while, hoping she would come back, but she didn’t. So, he called Dante, who had smelled something in the bushes at the end of the house, and the two slowly made their way to the caravan where they had settled.

	Kurt always used the caravan for places like this. He preferred to enjoy the silence and not hear the noise of doors opening and closing. He slept apart for many years. Dante was used to being there too. The musician had asked that they make a small opening through which his dog could come in and out whenever he wanted without having to ask someone to open the door for him.

	Kurt opened the caravan but didn't go inside. He sat on the steps and looked at the sea. He listened to the sound of the waves and thought about what Leah had said. Was it really that simple? To have a path and follow it until it ends. Then he turned to the house and stared at the glowing windows. He wondered what she was doing right now and was angry at himself for assuming she would want him to kiss her. What a fool he was. Kurt sighed heavily, closed the caravan door, and plopped down tiredly on the bed. A little later Dante came up to him and cowered at his feet.

	 

	 

	Kurt was dreaming that he was walking along the shore when a loud noise and barking woke him up. Someone was knocking on the door and Dante was startled by the noise.

	‘Kurt! Kurt!’ He heard Leah calling him.

	‘I'm coming,’ he said, getting up slowly from the bed and opening the door for her.

	‘Leah? What's happening?’ he asked, seeing her standing with a suitcase in her hand in front of the caravan.

	‘The cab didn't come. I called the taxi driver, but he didn't answer. My flight is in four hours. You said you could take me. Is your offer still valid?’ She looked at him with hope in her eyes.

	He blinked a few times to wake himself up, then nodded.

	‘Give me five minutes to get dressed and I'll take you. Dante, go to the toilet. You're not coming with us.’

	The dog looked at him, then growled in displeasure and strode slowly toward the nearby bushes.

	 

	Leah watched him with a small smile. Kurt and his Staffy Bull Terrier were very much alike when things didn't go according to their plans. They seemed to be very close. As close as a dog and its owner could be.

	 

	‘I'm ready. Which airport should I take you to?’ Kurt asked five minutes later.

	‘Newquay,’ Leah answered. ‘There’s plenty of time, you don't need to rush.’

	‘Okay,’ he said and walked to his car, passing Leah, and taking the suitcase from her hands. Then he put it in the trunk and opened the car door for her.

	‘I didn't know you were a gentleman,’ she said, settling comfortably into the seat.

	‘We'll have to go and buy some coffee somewhere,’ he muttered and avoided commenting on what she said.

	‘I'll show you where we can go to buy a nice cappuccino.’

	‘Great.’

	Kurt put on his seat belt and drove the car.

	‘What happened to the taxi, don't they have another free car?’ he asked her.

	‘Actually, Liam isn't exactly a taxi driver. Not licensed. Sometimes Joe and I used his services. He was always on time. I don't know why he didn't come this morning.’

	‘Okay. Doesn’t matter. Don't worry, you won't miss the plane,’ Kurt reassured her and made her put the address of the airport into the car's navigation.

	‘Yes. We have enough time,’ said Leah. Then she looked at him and said, ‘Thanks for agreeing to take me. It is important for me to be in London by noon.’

	Kurt nodded. He wanted to ask her why it was so important to go to London, but he figured if she wanted to tell him she would have by now, so he just kept quiet and listened to her instructions on how to get to the nearest petrol station. 

	‘Do you want me to pick you up on the way back from London?’ he asked her after they filled up with diesel and bought coffee.

	‘No. By then Liam will probably be awake and able to come and get me. You better stay and work with the band.’

	Kurt said nothing. He sipped his coffee and concentrated on driving.

	‘How long has it been since you recorded an album?’ she asked him.

	‘Five years. We have a lot of ideas, but we never implemented them. We haven't been doing well with song writing since Ricky left.’

	‘And why did he...?’ Leah didn't finish her question.

	‘You can ask. Why did Ricky leave? The answer is simple, because of me and my character.’

	‘You didn't understand each other, then.’

	‘You could say so. I didn't realize at the time how important part of our band he was.’

	‘Do you regret now what happened then?’

	‘Yes,’ Kurt answered and again asked himself why he confessed to her something that he never talks about with other people. ‘I made a mistake and I'm sorry for that. But I would ask you not to discuss this with others.’

	‘Of course.’

	She looked ahead. Kurt continued to monitor the navigation and the road. For a while the two didn’t speak. They sipped their coffee and watched the rising sunrise. She finally broke the silence.

	‘As a teenager, I really liked your music.’

	Kurt laughed.

	‘That reminds me how old I am.’

	‘How old are you?’ she asked.

	‘In two months, I will turn fifty-six. And you?’ he asked her, even though he knew. He'd read all about her the moment they'd offered to hire her.

	‘I will be forty-eight in a month.’

	‘Do you have children?’

	‘I don’t have any. Joe has a son, but he and I don't get along.’

	‘Where is he now?’

	‘I have no idea. He came to his father's funeral. Then he raised a scandal and left. I haven't seen him since.’

	Kurt didn't ask her what the scandal was about. Family relations were something he didn't like to comment on.

	‘And do you have children?’ Leah asked in turn.

	‘No, I don't have children and I don't believe I ever will,’ he answered and regretted that he had raised the subject. The two fell silent and the silence in the car began to affect their mood. Kurt reached over and turned on the radio to break the tense atmosphere. After a few minutes, Leah sat back in the seat and gazed at the scenery outside. Thus, they travelled most of the way, each lost in thought. Kurt could sense that she was upset about something, and he knew from experience to keep his mouth shut at times like this. Leah was looking at the road in a sort of rapture, as if she were in another place and time and not with Kurt in the car. Then she shook herself, turned to Kurt, and gave him a sad smile. Whatever was bothering her, Leah didn't share it with him.

	‘When will you be back?’ he asked her as he entered the airport grounds.

	‘Tomorrow morning,’ Leah said and smiled at him. ‘Thanks for agreeing to bring me. I'll return the favour someday.’

	‘No need.’ He got out of the car and handed her the suitcase. ‘Have a good flight. Text me when you arrive.’

	‘I will do it,’ she said and entered the airport building.

	Kurt stared after her for a while, then sat back tiredly in the seat and drove the car back to the band's rented house. He wondered why Leah was going to London only for one day. It's obviously something urgent and was planned in advance if it was noted in the contract. Then he turned the radio back on, hoping the news and music would take his mind off her. A few hours later Kurt returned to his caravan and texted Harry and Barney to wake him up at lunchtime. Then he fell asleep with the dog at his feet.
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	A pounding on the door of his caravan woke him up. At first Kurt thought it was Leah again, but the word “police” quickly washed that assumption away.

	‘I'm coming,’ he shouted and slowly got up from the bed.

	‘What's going on?’ he asked as he blinked in the strong sunlight.

	‘I am P.C. Rubber. Would you get out of the caravan, please?’

	‘Of course,’ said Kurt and gestured for the policeman to come in and take a look.

	The policeman looked carefully inside, looked into the small bathroom, examined the sink, then felt the mattress on the bed.

	‘It's warm,’ he stated. Then he walked from side to side of the caravan again, looking around and motioning for Kurt to enter.

	‘Get dressed and come with me,’ said the policeman and remained waiting for him in front of the door.

	Kurt got dressed quickly. When he was young, he often had altercations with the police, so he knew how to react so as not to annoy them. Something had happened and he began to worry. Kurt quickly put on a t-shirt and shorts. Then he put a bowl of food for Dante and went outside without locking the caravan.

	‘Will you leave the dog inside?’ asked police officer Rubber.

	‘Yes. We made a door for him to go in and out whenever he wants,’ Kurt indicated the hole to the policeman. ‘There’s no danger of getting lost. He will go to the bushes and come back.’

	‘Okay,’ said P.C. Rubber and led Kurt to two civilians who were standing in front of the house.

	‘What happened?’ Kurt finally asked, worried.

	‘Inspector Jones and Inspector Wilson will explain to you,’ replied Rubber and returned to Kurt's caravan.

	The two inspectors approached the musician and introduced themselves to him.

	‘What happened?’ Kurt continued to ask.

	‘We found Ronald Birden dead this morning. Can you tell us when you last saw him?’

	Kurt took a step back after hearing the news. He looked nervously around the house, trying to figure out what had happened inside. The front door of the house was open and two uniformed men were fingerprinting it, two others were doing something in the hallway wearing protective suits. Kurt looked away and met the gaze of a police inspector. The man studied him, studied his reactions, and did so without concealment.

	‘Last night, we all gathered at the beach.’

	‘Haven't you seen him since?’ Jones asked.

	‘No. I left him to drink beer and talk to Harry and Barney.’

	‘Where did you go?’

	‘I went to the rocks to talk to Leah.’

	‘She is not in the house. Any idea where she might be so we can question her?’

	‘Yes,’ Kurt answered, stunned by the news of Ronnie's death. His lips went dry, and his hands shook slightly. This was not hidden from Inspector Wilson.

	‘Are you worried, sir?’ he asked him.

	‘Yes. Ronnie was a good boy. What happened to him?’

	‘That's what we're trying to figure out. Where is Leah?’

	‘I took her to the airport early in the morning because she had a flight to London. The person who was supposed to drive her hadn't come and she woke me up asking me to do it.’

	‘What time was that?’

	‘At two o'clock.’

	‘OK, we'll check. Did Leah say when she's coming back?’

	‘Yes. She said she would be home by tomorrow morning.’

	The inspectors both nodded and walked away.

	‘Do not leave the area,’ Wilson turned to say and entered the house with his colleague.

	Kurt looked after them and tried to see if Harry and Barney were still inside, but when he didn't see anyone, he headed for the caravan. There, other forensic scientists were taking fingerprints. Only now did Kurt remember the bottle of whiskey he had asked Ronnie to bring him. He went back to the house and knocked on the door.

	‘What's wrong?’ Inspector Jones asked.

	‘I remembered something. Last night I asked Ronnie to bring me a bottle of whiskey that was in my caravan.’

	‘Okay. And?’

	‘It will probably have his prints. I just wanted to let you know he was there.’

	‘Yes, we already found out from your friends. What happened to the whiskey?’

	Kurt thought about it.

	‘I don’t know. I told Ronnie to return it, but he said he would do it later.’

	‘Is the bottle in the caravan now?’ Inspector Jones asked.

	‘I don't know,’ Kurt answered confused. ‘I haven't checked.’

	‘Come with me,’ prompted the inspector and took him by the elbow. They went to the caravan and Kurt was asked to show where the whiskey was. He pointed and a forensic scientist looked into the designated cabinet.

	‘There is nothing inside,’ he said.

	‘Where's the bottle then?’ asked the inspector.

	‘I have no idea,’ Kurt said.

	The news of Ronnie's death took him back years to when his wife had died suddenly. The police asked him the same questions and gave him no answers. Still, Kurt decided to ask.

	‘What happened to Ronnie? How did he die?’

	‘Someone most likely poisoned him, but we will know for sure after the autopsy,’ explained the inspector.

	‘What?’ Kurt asked in disbelief. ‘Why would anyone want to poison him?’

	‘That's what we're asking ourselves,’ Inspector Jones said, looking Kurt up and down. ‘Did he have any enemies?’

	‘No, as far as I know. Ronnie was a good boy.’

	‘Everyone says so,’ muttered Inspector Jones with a frown and headed back to the house. Kurt looked at the two men, sizing them up. Jones was no more than forty. His gait was slightly springy, and Kurt assumed that Jones exercised regularly. His eyes were dark, and so was his hair, though it had begun to thin. Kurt liked Inspector Jones right away. He also liked his colleague Inspector Wilson, who was Jones’s complete opposite. Wilson was a big man, with blonde hair, blue eyes, and white skin flushed with tension. Although he was big, he, also moved with ease. He was agile and ran up the stairs to the second floor faster than Kurt would have been able to do.

	Kurt stood outside the house for a while then went back to the caravan and looked for his phone. On the display was a message from Leah that she had arrived in London. Did she know what happened to Ronnie, Kurt wondered. Then he shook his head. There's no way to know, he decided, and dialled her number. After a few rings, the voicemail came on.

	‘We tried to contact her too,’ said Officer Rubber as he listened to the voicemail left by Leah.

	Kurt nodded and looked out to sea. He couldn't imagine that anyone would want to kill Ronnie. Nobody here knew them, and the people who knew where they were could be counted on the fingers of one hand.

	‘You can now go inside if you want,’ informed him the forensic scientist who was inspecting the caravan. However, Kurt didn’t enter, but continued to observe what was happening in front of the house. Ronnie's body was taken out and put into a van. Harry and Barney were out the front door, and, like Kurt, they were looking sadly at the boy who had died a violent death. There were tears in Harry's eyes and Barney's hands were shaking violently. When he looked down at his hands, Kurt saw that his hands were shaking as well. After disposing of the body, the inspectors turned to Kurt again.

	‘We would like you all to come and make statements.’

	‘Okay,’ Kurt replied and headed to his car.

	‘By the way.’ Inspector Wilson turned around. ‘Did Leah say why she was going to London?’

	‘No. I never asked her. She said this day off was included in her contract.’

	‘Would you find her contract?’ asked the inspector.

	‘Yes, I could do it. I'll call our agent now,’ Kurt said and called Frederick. The thought that Leah would have anything to do with the murder for Kurt was absurd. As far as he knew, she and Ronnie had never met before. Still, he had to admit that her disappearance at this very moment made her suspicious. Kurt waited for Harry and Barney to get in the car and followed the police car as he was told.

	The three men stayed at the police station for most of the day. Just then they were cleared to leave, and Inspector Wilson called Kurt into a room.

	‘Do you know the name of the cab driver who was supposed to take Leah to the airport?’

	‘No. Why?’ Kurt asked.

	Wilson did not respond.

	‘Would you give me your phone, please?’

	Kurt handed it over and the Inspector Wilson left without saying anything. After about ten minutes he returned.

	‘We contacted Leah. She corroborated your story and the airport and petrol station records back up what you said. However, I have a few more questions.’

	Kurt looked at the inspector with a tired look. He had been answering questions all day. He already wanted to go home and sleep. Also, to grieve. Ronnie was part of the family. His death was sudden and even though Kurt had kept his emotions in check until now, he felt like he was going to cry at any moment.

	‘I know you are tired. I just want to know what Leah told you about the taxi driver?’

	‘She said he was not licensed and that they had used his services before when they came here with her husband. Leah was surprised he hadn't come to get her. She said she called him many times, but he didn't pick up. In the end, she decided to take advantage of my offer to give her a ride.’

	‘According to your friends, you and Leah most likely spent the night together. At least that's what they assume.’

	Kurt leaned back in his chair. He wished it was true because that was his reputation. But it wasn't true, so he admitted that Leah had rejected him before he even kissed her.

	‘You attacked her and yet she came to you to ask you to take her? Isn't it a bit strange?’

	‘As I told you, I offered her…’

	‘Yes, you already told us,’ interrupted Inspector Wilson sharply. The fatigue was starting to take its toll on him too, Kurt thought.

	‘You can go now, but don't leave the area and expect to be called again.’

	‘What happened to the driver?’ Kurt asked.

	‘Why do you think something happened to him?’ said Wilson tiredly.

	‘Because of your questions about him,’ explained the musician.

	‘You're smarter than you look,’ replied the inspector, and he looked carefully at Kurt. ‘He’s dead. Someone shot him.’

	‘Two corpses in one day,’ Kurt said thoughtfully. ‘I'd be suspicious.’

	Inspector Wilson nodded and gestured for the musician to go.

	Kurt went outside and saw his friends waiting for him outside the car.

	‘I don't feel like going back to the caravan,’ he said and looked around.

	‘Yeah, I don't want to go to that house either,’ Harry admitted.

	‘I'm hungry. Let's go get something to eat,’ Kurt suggested, heading to the pub next door. He wanted to have a drink, but he told himself that first he was with the car and secondly, he had promised himself not to drink anymore. Harry and Barney followed him.

	‘We left Leah's hound in the house,’ Harry said guiltily. ‘We didn't even take her for a short walk, we promised to take care of her.’

	‘We'll take her out after we eat,’ Barney said and took his head in his hands. ‘What a day, huh?’

	‘Yeah,’ Kurt agreed, running a hand through his shoulder-length hair. He needed a shower and he needed to think.

	The three didn't stay long in the pub. The people inside looked askance at them, and Barney began to worry.

	‘They must think one of us did it,’ Harry put in after getting into the car.

	‘If I were them, I would think so too. Two people are killed in just one night, who wouldn't suspect us?’ Kurt said.

	‘Two? How come two?’ asked Barney.

	‘The cab driver who was supposed to take Leah is also dead,’ Kurt explained.

	‘Is he poisoned too?’ Harry wondered.

	‘No. He's been shot. At least that's what one of the inspectors told me.’

	‘God!’ said Barney desperately and again took his head in his hands.

	‘Yeah,’ Kurt muttered and looked sadly at the road. The band had come to compose music, relax, and open up their creative abilities. Instead of relaxing, however, they turned out to be prime suspects in two murders.

	Kurt did not escape the suspicious glances of the policemen and inspectors in the police station, after it was known that they were also connected with the murder of the unlicensed taxi driver. Not to mention the disgruntled looks on some of the men in the pub. News of the two murders had spread quickly.

	‘What do we do now?’ asked Barney.

	‘We'll go back and try to rest,’ Kurt answered, though he knew from personal experience that it wouldn't be easy. He wondered again if Leah had anything to do with the murders. Then he realized he was doing what the inspectors were doing with the prime suspects. They were guilty until proven otherwise.

	Kurt’s thoughts drifted to the night before. Leah was convinced that everyone has a path and must walk it to the end. These were not the thoughts of a murderer. At least he didn't think so. He needed to talk to her, and as soon as possible. He was just parking the car in front of the house when she rang him.

	‘The police called me,’ Leah said without a greeting. ‘What’s going on there, Kurt? What happened last night?’

	‘I don't know, Leah,’ he said. Harry and Barney were still sitting in the car listening to the conversation.

	‘Two killed in one night,’ Harry muttered.

	‘But who would want to kill them?’ Leah asked.

	‘Maybe you know?’ suggested Barney. ‘Only you know both of them.’

	Leah fell silent. Then she sighed heavily.

	‘I’ll catch the next plane to Newquay. The inspectors want to question me,’ she said.

	‘Text me what time you will land. I'll come to pick you up,’ Kurt offered.

	‘Okay,’ Leah sighed once more. She was clearly upset. She hung up.

	‘Do you believe her?’ Harry asked.

	‘I don’t know. I'd like to believe she had nothing to do with it,’ Kurt replied.

	He dialled the police number to let them know he was going to pick Leah up at the airport. Then he entered the house, called Leah's hound, and took both dogs for a walk on the beach.

