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About This Book


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

Riches to rags. … Chaos never calms. … Time fades memories. … Or at least most of them!

Who knew two small maker’s marks could lead to such chaos? Doreen has been enjoying a few well-earned days of peace and quiet after solving her last mystery. But all good things must come to an end. Like when Thaddeus, her independently minded African gray parrot, digs up two rectangular metal pieces from the path along the creek. Then Doreen is sent down another rabbit hole of the past: connecting the dots from a long-defunct tool repair company and a young girl who disappeared at the same time.

Corporal Mack Moreau doesn’t think these events are connected. He doesn’t believe the spate of recent deaths is suspiciously tied in either. Mack wants Doreen to focus on the materials and the cost analysis to replace her backyard deck and to leave the detecting to him. But how can she, when she knows so much more is going on than Mack believes?

Heart attacks, unfair wills, and a missing ice pick are all related. She just needs to understand how …

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


Chapter 1
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Friday Noon …

Three days. All Doreen had wanted was three days of peace and quiet. At least that was what she’d thought she wanted. But by noon on day two, she was bored out of her mind. She had pulled one of her café table chairs off the veranda and onto her little deck, where she could bathe in the sun with a cup of coffee in her hand, but her foot kept tapping the floorboards.

Finally she jumped up. “This is ridiculous,” she announced to Mugs, who was sprawled out on the deck in the sunshine beside her. “We have to get some work done. Either that or I’ll go stir-crazy.” She bounded off the deck steps, wondering where her full-blown energy had come from. Yesterday she’d been dragging her sorry butt around the kitchen, trying hard to put all the random thoughts in her head into the right places. But now? Well, now she was full of energy and ready to go.

She grabbed the shovel and headed to the backyard to start on the next section of garden bed. She kept looking back at the markers still in her lawn to show where the expanded deck was supposed to go. She hadn’t done anything further because, of course, it would not be just her working on this project; it also required Mack. Was a project this size doable on a weekend or several weekends?

Today was Friday, and normally she would be gardening at Millicent’s, but Millicent had again asked Doreen to come tomorrow, on a Saturday instead. After weeks of working on Mack’s mother’s yard, Millicent’s garden was looking pretty good. So, unless Mack and his mom had anything extra they needed Doreen to do, it would probably take about an hour tops of weekly weeding to keep that garden in perfect shape now. And she didn’t really want to drop her gardening income, but she also didn’t feel good about taking money for two hours’ work if she was only putting in one.

With her first kick on the shovel into her backyard, she could feel that same satisfaction rolling through her. She loved working on her own land. She loved working on this place. She looked back at Mugs to see he hadn’t moved from the sunny spot on the deck. “You’re just being lazy.”

Mugs opened his eyes, but he didn’t budge. She spied Goliath sprawled on the grass behind her, his tail twitching.

“Well, at least you’re here beside me,” she said. She bent down, lifted a clump of weeds, gave it a good shake, tossed it off to one side, creating a new pile, and kept working as she headed down the right side of her property. Then she stopped when she realized she had seen no recent sign of Thaddeus.

She turned and looked around. “Thaddeus? Thaddeus, where are you?”

Doreen heard a flutter of wings, and Thaddeus muttered, “Thaddeus is here. Thaddeus is here.”

She spun around again and found him waddling toward her from the creek. “You know you’re not supposed to go to the creek on your own,” she scolded. “Not with it rising like it has been.”

He just squawked and gave a full-winged feathered ruffle. She laughed. “Like you care what I say.”

Looking closer then, she caught a glint of something in front of him on the ground.

“What did you find?” She stabbed her shovel into the dirt and headed toward him. But, instead of being cooperative, he picked up the small object and bounced backward.

“No, no, Thaddeus. We’re not making a game out of this.”

But Thaddeus wasn’t listening; he was too enthralled with whatever he’d found.

She glared at him, knowing the more she chased, the more he would back up or fly away.

Goliath joined her, studying Thaddeus with great interest.

“And you’re not allowed to go after him either,” she snapped at Goliath. He just gave her a slow-eyed look, as if to say, Seriously?

At that, Thaddeus stopped and stared at both of them.

“Thaddeus, come here,” Doreen said, and she crouched in front of him. Thaddeus backed away. Goliath crouched down low, as if to pounce. She put a hand on top of Goliath’s back and neck and said, “We don’t do that to friends.”

He made a weird chittering sound, arguing with her.

She tapped him gently on the nose. “Goliath, behave yourself.”

Thaddeus hopped forward, as if willing to give her whatever was in his beak. It was metal and small. She didn’t understand, but it looked like a label.

“That’s cool, Thaddeus,” she said, as she held out a hand.

He looked at her, cocked his head to the side, and then dropped it.

She snatched it up before he could change his mind. She looked at it, noting the little markings—it was like a nameplate or label for something. “I don’t have a clue what it means, but thank you.”

She popped it into her pocket, got back up, and returned to her digging. Only Thaddeus wasn’t happy with that. He squawked at her, “Thaddeus. Thaddeus.”

“What’s the matter, Thaddeus?”

He hopped away a few steps. She frowned, dug the shovel deep into the ground once more to prop it up there, and took another few steps toward him. He ran back toward the creek. “Oh, that’s not good,” she said. “Please tell me that you didn’t find any more bodies.”

He just gave her that gimlet eye and kept on going.

She walked around to the path, where the creek flowed, loving the trickling sounds. She asked, “So what were you looking at?” She noted how quiet Goliath and Mugs were as they joined her. That was never good.

Thaddeus hopped farther, like he wanted her to follow. With her heart sinking, she walked toward the little bridge, where he hopped across the wooden slats. “Thaddeus, be careful. We never fixed that side.”

He called back, “Thaddeus is fine. Thaddeus is fine.”

She laughed, and, with Goliath and finally Mugs’s attention, she carefully made her way across the bridge. “We’ll have to get Mack to give us a hand with this,” she said. “I know it’s city property, but surely they wouldn’t mind if we fix the broken boards.” Since she was the one who had gone through the wood recently, she would at least like to stop herself from falling through a second time. On the other side of the creek, Thaddeus headed toward the lake.

“Thaddeus, that’s not good,” she said. “I don’t want to take a walk right now.”

But he continued on farther in the direction of the lake, and then he finally stopped.

“You worry me, Thaddeus, when you wander off this far all by yourself. Something could have happened to you out here.”

“Thaddeus is here. Thaddeus is here.”

“But Thaddeus should only be here if I am with him. Meaning, you.” She came up behind him and saw a second glint, spied another little nameplate. She frowned, bent down, picked it up, and studied it. Mugs and Goliath neared to take a look too. She then pulled the former one from her pocket and said, “Weird. They are the same.” One was slightly bigger though.

Thaddeus hopped onto her foot. She reached down, placed her palm out so he could hop on, then rose and let him glide up to her shoulder. “I’m so glad you weren’t hurt on your scavenging hunt all alone.” Once he had settled there, he crooned gently and rubbed his beak against her cheek. “Thank you for these shiny gifts,” she murmured, chuckling as she gently stroked his feathers.

She studied the nameplates curiously. “What are these, and what the devil are we to do with them?”

Of course she knew. Likely they had something to do with a new case—whether she was ready or not.

Only she spoke too soon.

As she headed back, Thaddeus securely on her shoulder, she turned at the bridge to make sure Mugs and Goliath were following along. Mugs ran past her and jostled her gently. It had been a slight contact, but it was enough. Her foot hooked the edge of the weakened and weathered board, and down she went. Her leg slid inside the woodwork, even as she went over the edge into the rising creek. “Ack,” she cried out, arms flailing, as she fell halfway into the water, hanging over the side of her little bridge, her ankle and calf screaming in pain.

“Squawk,” Thaddeus cried out, as he tumbled off her shoulder to land on the wood beside her—only to add insult to injury by calling out, “Body in the river. Body in the river.”

Carefully righting herself, she gingerly unhooked her injured and bleeding ankle and sat on the edge of the bridge to catch her breath and to assess the damage. She splashed some creek water on her wound, and the bleeding was already contained. This will be swollen in the morning, she thought.

“Woof, woof,” Mugs barked beside her, staring up at her with his huge sad eyes.

“I’m okay, Mugs, honest. It was a stupid fall. I’ll be fine.”

“Woof,” he said, then shook his head, his great big floppy ears flying out on both sides.

She sighed and smiled at him. “It was just a light tumble. It’s not your fault.”

Goliath snorted—or was that a sneeze?—beside her. She reassured all three of them. “I’m fine. I’ll get up and show you.”

In a moment of bravado, she hopped to her feet and cried out in agony. Shuddering at what a moment of weight on her sore ankle had brought her in pain, she stood flamingo style on her good leg. Biting her lip, she attempted to take a small step with her injured leg, only to wince and to stop to breathe deeply for a long moment. The house was right there—but had never seemed so far away.

Yet her options were limited.

Mugs woofed at her again. She smiled down at him. “I’m fine. I’ll get there. But, if you could find a big stick, that would make my life much easier.”

He raced away at the word stick, and she watched as Mugs grabbed a small one, more for his size than for her, from the back garden. She groaned. “That’s not quite what I meant.”

Her phone rang.

Grateful it hadn’t ended up in the river with the rest of her, she tried to dry her hand quickly on her pants and then pulled it free of her pocket. It was Mack.

As soon as she answered, he snapped, “Where are you?”

Immediately her back bristled at his tone. “Why are you so suspicious?” she demanded.

“You didn’t answer immediately.”

Thaddeus flew up to her shoulder and leaned over her phone, shrieking, “Body in the river. Body in the river.”

Silence. “Please tell me that bird is joking,” he roared.

“He is, … well, sort of.” Darn. She still couldn’t tell a lie. Not convincingly.

“Sort of?” he asked in an ominous tone. “What’s going on, Doreen? What are you up to?”

She gasped in outrage. “Nothing is going on—” and accidentally put her weight on her bad foot. And immediately cried out in pain.

“Doreen, what the …”

“I’m fine. I’m fine,” she said, trying to breathe normally. “You just caught me at a bad time.”

“What do you mean, a bad time?”

“I might have just fallen through that little bridge across the creek.”

“Might have?” He took a long, slow breath. “What does might have mean?”

“Okay, so I did,” she said crossly, brushing her wet hair off her face. Standing on one leg was starting to hurt too. And she still had a long way to go to get home. “I don’t suppose you have any crutches, do you?”

“Crutches?” His tone turned immediately businesslike and asked, “Where exactly are you?”

“On the bridge,” she said in surprise. “Didn’t I just say that?” She shook her head. “You’re getting as bad as Nan now.”

He said something that made her straighten and glare into her phone. “That’s not required.”

He snorted. “With you, sweetheart, it sometimes is. Stay where you are. I’m almost there.”

“No—”

But he’d hung up on her—again.


Chapter 2
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Monday Late Afternoon …

“I’m fine,” she snapped for the umpteenth time, as Mack walked around the house three days later. “Stop coddling me.”

He met her glare with a grin. “Who knew you’d be such a difficult patient?”

She sniffed. “I’m not a patient. I’m just resting.”

“Whatever makes you feel better.”

She should be grateful, but it was hard to when she was still in pain, but what she really missed was her independence. Nan and Mack had been taking turns watching over her, like a child. Yes, that was nice, but … she was grouchy. Even she had to admit it.

Mack had brought down her mattresses and had put them on the floor in the living room so she could avoid the stairs. Which was good since she didn’t have a couch down here anymore. He loaded her up with all the pillows in the house too so she could comfortably sit up.

“You’re the one who fell off the bridge,” he said, whistling.

“I did not fall,” she muttered, but, not willing to blame Mugs, she guessed she should admit it was her fault.

“Just a few more days. Then you can resume a normal life.” He gave her a slow smile. “You’ll be back to normal, ready to terrorize everyone, on Thursday. That’s not long to wait.”

Still he was right; a couple more days wasn’t too bad. Particularly as he’d been looking after her. Now that the pain had eased, she knew it wouldn’t be long before she could bear her full weight. She didn’t let him see, but she had managed to get to the bathroom more easily today. “Ha, you’re enjoying this. Hopefully you’re making good use of me being off work and catching up on yours,” she warned. “You know I’m just raring to go, right?”

“That’s good,” he said smoothly. “In the meantime, you’ve got a TV, books, and time to rest—like really rest right now. So take advantage of it,” he urged. “You’ve been attacked so many times in recent weeks, let your body catch up.”

She subsided on her bed. Her ankle felt better—especially when propped up on pillows—but, in some ways, Mack was right. She just didn’t want him to know that. “Fine. As instructed, I’ll give it until Thursday, but after that …”

He grinned. “After that you’ll be meddling in my affairs again. Got it.”

“Ftppp.” She made a face as he turned and walked back into the kitchen. But he hadn’t said anything that Nan hadn’t repeated time and time again these last few days. And the doctor. Sigh. He’d told her not to go back to work for a full week and to stay off her leg completely, if she wanted it to heal properly. At the time she’d wondered if Mack had coerced the doctor into saying that, but her research for sprains online had showed a similar time frame.

She groaned. “I’m bored.”

“No, you’re not,” he called out from the kitchen. “You could find something to keep you occupied on your laptop with no problem.”

“But I don’t have a case to work on,” she complained.

He poked his head around the corner, gave her a fat smile, and said, “I know.”

“I could work on the Bob Small stuff,” she said in a considering tone. “It’s not like I can do much else, but I could start researching that case—or rather cases. As in many cases really. He was a serial killer, after all. Still at large.”

“Too bad you can’t get to that basket of clippings by yourself anytime soon, and no way will I pull it down for you,” he said in a bright cheerful voice. “That’s hardly resting if you’re sleuthing.”

Her irritation at being bedridden melted as soon as she heard him say sleuthing. It was almost a validation of what she did. And anything was better than meddling.

“Dinner is ready,” he called out. “Do you want to eat there or make your way to the kitchen?”

“Kitchen please.” She grabbed the crutches Nan had gotten her from somewhere, and, no, she’d not asked where, and made her way to the kitchen. Doreen stopped and sniffed the aroma and cried out, “Spaghetti!”

“Absolutely. Now sit down and get that leg up,” he ordered. “At least this way you’ll have enough leftovers until you’re cleared to walk again.”

She beamed and immediately obeyed. Anything for spaghetti. “I really appreciate the leftovers.”

He walked over, bearing a heaping plate of spaghetti and, oh joy, … meatballs as well. “Oh my,” she whispered softly, staring at the plate in rapture.

“You know how they say the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach? Now I don’t know that for sure about all men, but it’s definitely the way to your heart.”

She nodded but didn’t waste time talking. She forked up part of a meatball and some noodles dripping with sauce and took her first bite and closed her eyes.

There was an odd silence. She opened her eyes to find him staring at her. That was a new look on his face, but the look in his gaze was universal.

He dropped his focus to his own plate, breaking the moment.

But it would be a long time before she forgot the heat in his eyes.


Chapter 3
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Thursday Morning …

Yes, finally freedom called. She woke up bright and early, knowing today was the day. She’d promised Nan and Mack she’d behave and stay off her ankle until today. And she didn’t know what her problem was, but she couldn’t break a promise once made.

But today was Thursday, and she could walk on her ankle. She noted only a slight stiffness to the movement, but, other than that, it felt great. But she’d go easy. No running or long walks for a few days. She’d ease into those.

She got dressed and went into the kitchen. She’d have to ask Mack to move her mattress back upstairs when he came by next. She fed her animals, which made them all very happy. With her first cup of coffee she stepped out onto the deck and walked to the water’s edge, absolutely loving the fresh air and the soothing sounds of the water, her trio glad to be outside as well. It was a beautiful sunny morning and an absolutely gorgeous day. She looked at how her little creek had turned more into a river here as it neared the lake itself, and the river was quite a bit higher than she had expected. Also a lot faster moving now.

She studied the little bridge and frowned. Mack must have fixed it because the broken boards were gone. All of them it seemed. The bridge had brand-new flooring. She smiled. He must have done that this week, while taking care of her. She wondered how he managed that without making any noise. She’d have to ask him later. And thank him.

She turned slowly and made her way carefully back to the café table on her veranda, testing her ankle. All good, she thought. Then she sat down, only to wince as something poked her hip. She reached inside her pocket to find the metal pieces Thaddeus had found before her tumble into the water.

She’d forgotten about them. After Mack had helped get her home, she’d quickly changed out of her wet clothes and Mack had done laundry for her. She’d been living in dresses all week. Until this morning …

At least the metal pieces were clean now.

With her coffee gone, she walked back inside, refilled her mug, then came out and picked up her shovel. She’d missed her garden all week too. No one came to weed her beds. And she had Millicent’s to do tomorrow too, if she was up to it. Which she already planned to do. After weeding one bed, she checked the discharge from the sump pump hoses that lay stretched across her yard, but no water came from them. With that reassurance, she returned to her gardening. She studied the two little tags once more and then shoved them back into her pocket. Just as she went to pick up the shovel again, her phone rang. “Good morning, Nan.”

“My, don’t you sound better,” Nan said. “Are you outside?”

“I feel better too. And, yes, I’m out working in the garden.”

“Well, that’s much safer than catching robbers and murderers,” Nan said. “How about tea?”

“Sure. As much as I’m enjoying being outside, I’m always good for an excuse to leave the work and visit you.”

Nan laughed. “I think you’re a workaholic. But why don’t you come down? One of the residents here dropped off a huge basket of veggies. I’d love to share.”

“Perfect. I’ll walk down now. My ankle could use a short walk to loosen it up.”

“I’ll put on the teakettle.”

Nan hung up, and Doreen looked down at the two animals at her feet, with a side glance at Thaddeus, still on her shoulder. “What do you think? Shall we go for a walk to Nan’s?”

She quickly locked up her house even as Mugs barked and raced back down to the creek, heading to the path that would take him around the corner. Goliath sauntered along beside her, as if to say, Well, I don’t have anything better to do. Thaddeus was happy for any chance to visit. “Visit Nan. Visit Nan.”

Smiling, Doreen walked back down beside the creek, loving the way the water gushed beside her. The bank was still several feet above, even though the water overflowed the rocks. It was just beautiful. She looked back to where the old ratty fence had been at the creek side of her property, wondering again what it would take to put a bench there. She didn’t have any real lawn chairs or outdoor furniture, something to withstand the sun and the bad weather alike, but it would be nice to have something close to the creek, where she could sit and have her coffee. At least sit long enough to relax and to take a few moments off. Something was just so delightful about the sunlight bouncing off the water as it ran beside her.

She walked along the creek, turned the corner, and headed toward Rosemoor. With Nan living there since she’d handed over her house to Doreen, Doreen came to visit on a regular basis. So much had happened in the couple months that she’d lived in Kelowna, BC. Not just all the cold cases she’d been involved with but also selling the antiques, emptying the house. Yet it would still be months and months before everything was sold, and the transactions completed, and she had a check in her hand from Christie’s.

Before the auction house could sell it all, some of the furniture had to be refinished. Some of the paintings needed a heavy professional cleaning. Everything was getting spruced up and ready for photographs for the catalogs, but Scott had warned her it might take longer than the three months—at the earliest—that he’d originally thought. As long as she was doing okay, that three months was fine; four months was even fine.

But, if it went too much longer, she wasn’t sure. So far though, everything had come up roses, and she was seriously happy with the way things had worked out. Her house was basically empty. She had reorganized the last few pieces of furniture left. She had an old bed to get rid of in the spare bedroom. Thinking of that, she brought out her phone and jotted down a note to contact Mack about a dump run. As she walked forward, Mugs barked. Huffing, he picked up his pace and ran, and she looked up to see Nan, standing at the edge of her little patio, waiting for her and the animals.


Chapter 4
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Thursday, Just Before Noon …

Doreen lifted her hand in greeting and smiled as she pocketed her phone again. Nan waved as she bent down to greet Mugs, who’d raced up to see her. Goliath sauntered closer, not quite as eager or open about his affection, and yet his love for Nan was still there for everyone to see. It did Doreen’s heart good to see how much the animals loved Nan. And Doreen thought it probably did Nan a lot of good too. Who was she kidding? These animals did Doreen a lot of good as well. Nothing like knowing you were loved. Not to mention the fact that Nan’s and Doreen’s relationship was unbelievably wonderful now too. They’d been separated a lot over the years, mostly as Doreen grew up with her mom and then throughout Doreen’s disaster of a marriage.

She walked along the flagstones, stepping over the little lip to her grandmother’s patio, before bending to give the beautiful woman a hug.

“It’s so lovely to see you,” Nan said gently.

“Lovely to see you too,” Doreen said with a smile.

“How is the latest injury?”

Doreen shrugged. “It’s fine. I’ve got a bruise still. In truth, I keep forgetting about it until I poke it somehow.”

“Maybe, but you’ve got to make sure you look after yourself,” Nan scolded.

“I will,” Doreen promised. She sat down at the little table as Nan gently fussed over Thaddeus, who had hopped off Doreen’s shoulder and walked across the table to greet Nan. He appeared fascinated by the treats awaiting the humans on the table.

“You said vegetables,” Doreen said with a chuckle, as she eyed a plate of cookies. “And those cookies are monstrous.”

“That way, when you only have one,” Nan said, “you’re actually getting something. You don’t need more than one.”

“So you’re trying to trick your eyes. Is that the main idea?”

“Maybe, but when you only get one cookie, and it’s small, it’s depressing.”

“Making them the size of four cookies defeats the purpose because, for whatever reason you were told to only have one, this will hardly be the correct answer.”

“Psshaw,” Nan said with a wave of her hand. “What do those dieticians know anyway?” She picked up a cookie and handed it to Doreen. “Now, you enjoy yours.”

While Nan poured their tea, Doreen accepted the large cookie and stared at it in fascination. “How does it even stay in this shape?” she asked. “This thing’s got to be five inches across.”

“If you can’t eat it all, you can take it home,” Nan said.

“I thought we were splitting it.” Doreen raised her horrified gaze to Nan.

“No,” Nan said with a smile. “I’ve got my own cookie.” She pointed just to the other side of the cut flowers—at another big cookie, just the same as Doreen’s.

Doreen chuckled. “You are incorrigible,” she said in a lightly scolding voice.

Nan grinned. “We’re conspirators in crime. And that’s the way it should be at my age—a cookie is a cookie.”

“Well, not if it’s the equivalent of five cookies,” Doreen said, eyeing the monster in front of her. The trouble was, she was looking at it with absolute joy. “I really want this cookie, but I’m hoping halfway through that I’ll get full.”

Nan laughed. “But you know what it’s like when you have a cookie. Once you start, you have to eat the whole thing.”

“No, you already told me that I could take it home, if I couldn’t finish it,” Doreen said, “so that’s what I’ll do.”

Nan chuckled. “We’ll see how you do.”

At that, Thaddeus walked closer and lowered his head to her cookie. “I’m pretty darn sure you’re not allowed to have chocolate,” she said. But a piece of walnut stuck out one side. She gently broke it off and gave it to him.

He attacked it with great pleasure.

“This is a really bad habit,” she scolded Thaddeus.

Thaddeus eyed her cookie as she lifted it to her lips. “That’s all you get,” she snapped. Thaddeus ruffled up the feathers around his neck and said, “Thaddeus is here. Thaddeus is here.”

“Be good,” she said, “or you’ll go down on the patio with the others.”

As a response, he squatted down, so he was basically sitting with his tail feathers dripping off the edge of the table. She laughed, looked over at Nan, and said, “We’ve created monsters between us.”

Nan laughed. “And I love every one of them.” She added a little milk to both their teacups and said, “Have you recovered from that last case yet?”

“I asked for three days of peace and quiet,” Doreen said with a chuckle. “And somehow, ended up with almost a week after falling off that dratted bridge. So yes, I’d say I’d recovered. In fact I felt so good this morning, I started digging in the backyard garden again.”

“I wish you hadn’t,” Nan said. “You needed time to let that ankle heal.”

“I would have stopped if there’d been any pain and there wasn’t. I think the ankle is fine now.” She dug into her pocket and brought out the two little metal plates and placed them on the table. “Besides I have a new puzzle. The day I fell, Thaddeus brought me these. I had them in my pocket but only found them after they went through the wash and I put these pants on today.”

Nan picked them up and looked at them in surprise. “Oh my, I know somebody who did this.”

“Did what?”

“Those numbers are a date,” she said, “and that’s a name.”

“What is that name? Kelowna something or other?” Doreen asked. “I figured it was a company.”

“Well, it kind of is. But not really. He tried to make a go of repairing and sharpening tools and stuff like that. He had these little metal plates made up out of tin, and he stamped them with his mark and dates. Interesting that Thaddeus found them.” She raised her gaze. “Where did he find them?”

“He brought one to me, so I don’t know where he got that one. Then he took me to a spot where the second one was. I presume it was close to the first one, on the opposite side of the creek, almost down to the lake.”

“Interesting.” Nan replaced the two little metal plates in front of Doreen. “Something’s rattling around in my brain, but I can’t remember what it is.”

Doreen nodded and kept working on her cookie and her tea. She had hoped seeing the pieces would nudge Nan’s brain to fire in the right direction, but sometimes Nan’s memory wasn’t so good. After a moment, Doreen asked, “How have you been this morning?”

Nan smiled. “Like you, bored. All that excitement with your last cold case was awesome, but it’s time for you to get a new one.”

Doreen groaned. “I don’t think so,” she said. “I’m pretty sure Mack figures I’ve caused him enough trouble.”

“What you’ve done is solve multiple murders. And that needed to happen. Who knew we had so many criminals in this town?”

“Who knew?” Doreen repeated with a nod. “You said I should come to quiet sleepy Kelowna and relax and retire in this peaceful town. And yet here I am in the middle of complete chaos.”

Nan chuckled. “I’m not apologizing. I’m too delighted to have you close.”

Doreen laughed. “Good, because really I might have been totally bored without all these cases. They’ve kept me … I would say, they’ve kept me out of trouble, but they’ve had the opposite effect instead. I’ve been in trouble with each one of them, but they have kept me busy.”

“And you’ve had so much going on,” Nan said, “with the house alone.”

Doreen laughed. “Scott said they have to fix a few of the furniture pieces, and the paintings needed to be professionally cleaned.”

Nan nodded, as if she expected that. “They obviously want to show the furniture and the artwork in the best light. You won’t get the best price when they auction your things unless they are in such a pristine condition.”

“I never considered that,” Doreen said, “but it does mean the money could be delayed.”

“It’s always delayed,” Nan said, reaching across and patting the back of Doreen’s hand. “Whenever they say three months, just automatically double it.”

Doreen groaned. “I was afraid of that.”

“Are you okay for money?”

Doreen shrugged. “I will be. I mean, I’ve been thinking of using some of the money I have to take care of repairs, like redoing the deck out back. But I don’t want to spend that money yet, if I don’t know when I have more coming in.”

“Good point,” Nan said. “You should still have some money in that bowl, or did you take it to the bank?”

“No, I didn’t get it to the bank yet. Some of it I should keep at the house. I still have the cash you gave me last time. I’ve done pretty well so far. I had a few groceries to buy, plus a few bills to be paid, and it felt good to get them paid too.”

“It does, doesn’t it?” Nan said. “You’d think some of the residents here would have helped you out as a thank-you.”

“Most people don’t know if they should thank me or ask me to leave town again,” Doreen said candidly. “I’ve stirred up quite the hornet’s nest.”

“Particularly with Darren.”

“I know. Between his grandpa getting into his own mischief here at Rosemoor, so the administrator calls Darren directly, and being a local cop under Mack’s direction, I guess Darren gets twice the trouble when I solve a cold case. And that’s still an ongoing process.”

“Maybe,” Nan said, “but I’m sure everybody will be much happier knowing all these murderers have been caught, and all these poor victims have come to light, so the families can get the truth of the matter, then can mourn and hopefully move on.”

“I can’t imagine,” Doreen said, “because mourning the death of a loved one taken too early would be terrible.”

“I hear you,” Nan said. “And losing someone is very difficult as it is, even when old age takes them. But the bottom line is, you’re doing a wonderful job, and all these people thank you.”

“No, I’m not sure they do, and I certainly get an awful lot of odd looks as I move around town.”

“Those odd looks,” Nan said, “could just as easily be because you’re walking around with all the animals.”

“Well, that’s true enough,” Doreen said. “Particularly after this last case, I’ve completely changed my perception on being homeless.”

“No,” Nan said. “Your perception was never off.”

“Anyway”—Doreen thought about the fact that she was here now—“you know I wouldn’t change my life at this point, don’t you?” She gently grasped her grandmother’s hand. “I’m so delighted to finally have time to be with you.”

Nan’s fingers squeezed hers tight. “And you brought joy to this old woman’s heart. The fact that you bring me immeasurable amounts of excitement and something else to think about other than growing old is just an added bonus.” The two women smiled at each other.

“What about the gardener here? Well, the current one. Granted, it’s hard to tell Fred apart from Dennis because they are both grumpy and because they both hate me and my animals.”

“But,” Nan interrupted, “Fred has a limp. You can tell them apart that way.”

“Doesn’t seem to make a difference otherwise. So, is Fred still cranky over your flagstones, so the animals and I have a shortcut to you?”

“Oh, is he ever,” Nan said with a chuckle. “He brought it up at our last tenant meeting.”

“Wow,” Doreen said. “He must really have strong feelings about them to still be angry after all this time.”

“He does. He doesn’t want you to have access to me at all.”

“I wonder why?” Doreen asked. “Sounds like he has something to hide.”

Nan’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh my,” she said. “Wouldn’t that be interesting?” Then she stopped and picked up the little metal plates. “You know something? He’s related to this guy.”

“What guy?” Doreen asked.

“The man who made these,” Nan said, looking up at her with a frown. “I just said that. Are you having trouble with your memory, dear?”

Doreen slowly sank back. “Nan, you were thinking you couldn’t remember who made these.”

“And then I told you who made them,” she said, holding one up. “It’s the gardener’s brother.”

Doreen stared at her grandmother. It wasn’t the first time she’d wondered at Nan’s strange switches from one memory to another. “What about him?”

“Just this,” Nan said. “Remember, dear? Your memory? I just told you. He made these.”

“But what are they?”

Nan patted her on the hand. “Oh, dear,” she said. “Remember? They’re labels.”

Doreen tamped down her growing impatience. “Labels for what?” she asked gently.

“Tools, of course.”

“Tools?” She looked down at the little metal stamped items and said, “Really?”

“Yes, really.” Nan chuckled. “They take pride in their work.” Just then she looked up and caught sight of the gardener, glaring at them, and she hopped to her feet and called him over.

He looked at her in surprise, then looked left, then looked right, but not seeing anybody else she could possibly be talking to, he crossed the grass to reach her.

Doreen stared at him with barely concealed resentment. How come it was okay for him to walk on the grass but not for me?

But then Nan held up one of the little metal plates, asking, “Isn’t this your brother, Frank’s, work?”

Fred looked at it, turned it over, and said, “It looks like it. Yeah, why?” And he turned his suspicious gaze on Doreen.

She gave him a bland smile back.

“No reason,” Nan said.

He looked at the second label, turned it over, nodded, and said, “I think they are Frank’s work. But they’re not normally loose like this.” He looked at Doreen. “I suppose you found them.” The accusation in his tone was quite clear.

OEBPS/i/i1.png
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

DALE MAYER

Ice Pic/{
fhe If’]

ane!y Lethal Gaﬂ/mﬁ b





OEBPS/i/i2.png







Copyright (c) 2012 Natanael Gama (info@ndiscovered.com), with Reserved Font Name 'Cinzel'

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


Copyright (c) 2014, Indian Type Foundry (info@indiantypefoundry.com).

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




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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