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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 quiets. … Crime is circling. … And cold cases never cease …

After almost a month in picturesque Kelowna, Doreen Montgomery still can’t keep her notoriety to a minimum or her nose out of other people’s business. Now those suffering from the loss of a loved one seek her out, wanting her help. While the last thing Doreen wants is to have the media discover she’s involved in another cold case, she is already hooked on the details …

But even more is going on. News has gotten out that Nan’s old house is brimming over with valuable antiques, antiques Nan collected and left for Doreen, and the seedier elements of their lovely town are circling like vultures. With her animals in full assistant mode, Doreen must investigate the cold case, right the wrongs of the past, and keep her home safe, all while evading the media—and Corporal Mack Moreau.

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


Chapter 1
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In the Mission, Kelowna, BC

Wednesday Morning, One Day After Solving Her Last Case…

Doreen Montgomery opened the front door to her home, pulling away the madly barking Mugs from the entrance. Since arriving in Kelowna to live in her Nan’s house, she’d been adapting from her old life as a wife to a mega rich man to being a single woman living on her own – in poverty. She and her pedigreed basset hound had been saved from a bad marriage, where neither of them had been loved, to her new life with Goliath, an oversized Maine Coon cat and a talkative – sometimes too talkative – African Gray Parrot named Thaddeus. The moment there was a knock on her door, complete chaos ensued. Like now…

She stared at the stranger in surprise. He didn’t look like media but the vans outside, the crowd with tripods and cameras said he most likely was. Mugs calmed slightly but he switched to sniffing the stranger’s pant legs.

Suspiciously, she asked, “Yes, may I help you?”

The man in a three-piece suit, looking extremely elegant and way too perfect for the small town of Kelowna, particularly for her neglected house, smiled and held out his hand. “I’m Scott Rosten, an appraiser from Christie’s, the auction house.”

“Oh my,” she said in excitement. She shook his hand with a little too much enthusiasm. “I wasn’t expecting you until this afternoon.” At her tone, Mugs started to get excited. She shushed him and moved Mugs back so Mr. Rosten could come inside away from the media watching avidly from the edge of her property. With a satisfied shove she slammed the door to the flashing bulbs outside. She turned with a bright smile to Mr. Rosten. “Sorry about them.” She waved at the media outside. “Things have been crazy here.”

“No problem. My flight got in early,” Mr. Rosten explained, his gaze locked on Thaddeus, her African gray parrot on her shoulder. “There didn’t seem to be any reason to wait, so, if I’m not putting you out, is it possible to talk to you now?”

He motioned at Thaddeus. “Wow. Is he friendly?”

“Absolutely. This is Thaddeus.”

“Welcome. Welcome,” Thaddeus squawked.

“Thank you,” Mr. Rosten said chuckling. “He’s quite a character.”

“That he is, and I’m glad you’re here. The earlier the better as far as I’m concerned.” She motioned to the mess around her. “Take a look around, Mr. Rosten.”

“Call me Scott.” He stepped further into the living room, his gaze locked on the closest piece of furniture. “Wow.”

She gazed at him anxiously. “Wow? Is that a good wow or a bad wow?”

“It could be a very good wow.” Without hesitation he went to the first little chair, picked it up, checking the maker’s mark. “You see items like these in pictures, but they aren’t quite the same as seeing them in real life.”

“Not to mention there’s just something about the feel of real wood in your hands,” she replied bending down to tug Mugs back slightly, so he wasn’t in the way.

“If you’re an antiques lover, there’s also a reverence for the history behind each piece,” he said, his fingers gently caressing the carved feet, then the edges where the cushions met. “These are absolutely stupendous.”

“Do you think they’re real?” She hated to ask so bluntly but didn’t know any other way to say it.

The antiques appraiser looked at her in surprise. “Oh, they are definitely real.”

“Right. Okay. So I know they’re real wood, and I know they’re real furniture, but are they real antiques?” She scrunched up her face. Doreen, get a hold of yourself. You’re acting like a fool, a greedy fool. “I’m not explaining myself very well,” she said.

He held up a hand. “You’re doing just fine. What you’re really asking is, are these the same rare pieces we were hoping they were. And I can tell you, for this one in my hand, the answer is yes.”

“And there’s that one,” she said, pointing at the second one across the room. Immediately Thaddeus walked down her arm and sat on her wrist. She chuckled and walked over to place him on the mantel.

Scott walked to the matching chair, picked it up, studied it, placed it beside the first chair, then fell to his knees in front of the coffee table. “Wow. Just look at the work that went into this.”

“Wow, just wow,” Thaddeus cried out as he hopped from the mantel to the back of the chair they’d been looking at.

“Don’t mind him,” Doreen said as Scott stared at Thaddeus in surprise. “He loves to repeat our words.”

“He’s amazing.” Scott reached out a finger smiling as Thaddeus stroked his finger with his beak. “He’s lovely.”

“And he’ll take all your attention if you let him,” she warned.

“Good point.” Scott turned his attention back to the furniture. “Can you give me a hand?”

It took the two of them to gently flip the coffee table so he could see the maker’s mark and the numbers on the underside.

He nodded. “These are three pieces of the same matched set. I was so hoping the photographs didn’t lie. But until I came and checked it for myself …”

“And the couch?” she asked, her voice doubtful. “It’s really big.” At her words, Mugs jumped up on the couch and immediately stretched out. Horrified, Doreen quickly moved him off. “Mugs get off,” she cried. “Sorry, Scott.”

“Don’t be. The couch has been well loved. It’s part of life. And the size of the couch is what makes it part of that very unique set. Montague only did two like this. It was intended for a large bedroom sitting area. He wanted it to match the bed.”

Together they slowly flipped the couch, which was at least big enough to seat six. He checked it for scratches, smiled when he saw a couple, then crowed in delight when he looked at the maker’s mark and said, “This is all the same set.”

“Does that mean you think you can auction them off for a decent price?”

“Absolutely.” He looked at her. “Are you ready to let them go?”

“Interesting that you should ask that. Before I realized this furniture belonged to my great-great-grandmother, I had zero attachment. Now that I know they’ve been in my family for a century, it’s a little harder, but yes,” she said looking around at her living room. “I can’t even sit on them anymore now that I’m so petrified of damaging them.”

“They have been sat on by your family for generations,” Scott said. “I know you say they were in your family, and your grandmother is still alive. It’s on her word that these pieces were in her grandmother’s possession. Do you have any paperwork that proves provenance?”

“That’s a new word I’ve just learned,” Doreen said with a smile. “Fen Gunderson is the one who first introduced me to how important that is. My grandmother says a folder is in the house somewhere, but I’m not sure where it is. I was hoping we could move out some of these pieces, and then potentially I could find it.”

“Right,” he said. “I understand you have the matching bed too, correct?”

Doreen nodded, heading to the hallway. Mugs raced ahead of them.

“A bed and two night tables,” she said, walking to the staircase.

Scott looked over the moon at her words.

She led him upstairs, apologizing every step, saying, “I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting you until this afternoon, so I didn’t clean up yet.”

“Doesn’t matter. Doesn’t matter at all.” He chuckled as Goliath ran up the inside curve of the stairs, his movements fast and lithe.

Goliath was a huge golden Maine coon cat and had come with Nan’s house as part of Doreen’s gift from her grandmother. He was the size of a bobcat, but that didn’t scare Scott, so the appraiser must really like animals. She knew she’d like him. And not just because he was here for her antiques.

“The animals are curious too,” Scott noted.

On the heel of his words, Thaddeus cried out pathetically from the upstairs hallway, “Curious animals. Curious animals.”

Scott laughed. “And a talking parrot.”

“He is indeed and they are all curious.” Doreen said as she scooped up Thaddeus. The large beautiful blue-gray parrot with long red tail feathers also came with Nan’s house. Doreen was getting used to his constant repetitions. And definitely enjoyed his affectionate nature.

When they walked into the master bedroom, Scott stopped, delighted. Whereas she frowned. Both Goliath and Mugs had stretched out on top of the bedding. She groaned. Thankfully Scott didn’t seem to care. He was standing enthralled.

“We sent pictures of the furniture in this room to Christie’s,” she said, placing Thaddeus on the window ledge. “I guess you’ve seen them already.”

“And again the pictures don’t do this set justice,” he said with a smile. He lovingly stroked one of the large posts. “Absolutely beautiful.”

“If you think so,” she said. “Honestly, it’s been my bed. So it doesn’t seem out of the ordinary. I’ve been sleeping in it.”

“Montague always designed a couple small drawers into the headboard. May I look?”

“Absolutely,” she said, watching in surprise. “Why would he do that?”

“Because he wanted a place to put his glasses and for the pills he had to take at night. Montague built these little drawers to suit his needs. As I said, he built two complete sets. It was his way of covering his costs. One set for himself and one set for sale.”

Scott sat down on the side of the bed and gently checked out the headboard. And, sure enough, it didn’t take but a few minutes before she heard a light clicking noise, and a drawer popped out. Scott turned to look at her. “It’s here,” he said. “And now I know for sure this is his piece.”

Doreen looked in the drawer, but it was empty. She hated the sense of letdown she felt when she hadn’t even realized a drawer was here to begin with.

Goliath shifted on the bed beside them and rolled over, his tail flicking as he watched Scott carefully. Thaddeus hopped down to the mattress and walked closer to Scott. “Welcome, Scott. Welcome, Scott.”

Scott chuckled. “He’s quite something, isn’t he?”

“You have no idea,” Doreen muttered. Even as she watched, Thaddeus walked closer to Scott. He seemed very interested in their visitor. He didn’t usually care who was here.

He got up and walked to the other side, asking, “Do you want to see how they open?”

Doreen nodded and leaned over his shoulder as he pressed a tiny little button. Sure enough, the second little secret drawer popped open. “Nan said her grandmother used to hide treats for her in a lot of the furniture, so Nan ran around and searched for stuff all the time.”

“Well …” He lifted a gold-foiled chocolate. Thaddeus waddled closer the shiny foil attracting his attention. “That’s what this is then. Maybe you should deliver it to Nan. Although it’s likely decades late.” Scott gently brushed Thaddeus back as he held the treat out to Doreen. “This isn’t for you, big guy.”

Thaddeus’ crown lifted high and his head bobbed. “Treat for the big guy. Treat for the big guy.”

Scott chuckled. “You’d better take this before he decides it’s his.”

Doreen held out her hand, completely enchanted at the thought of her grandmother as a little girl, running around the house, searching for chocolates. “This is a very special moment,” she whispered. “Would you mind if we placed it back in the drawer? I want to take a picture to show her.”

“If you’re still willing to sell,” Scott said, “I do have to arrange for proper shipping. And that’ll take a couple days. Every piece has to be wrapped properly before moving them.”

“Understood,” she said. But she really hadn’t considered what the process would be. In the back of her mind she was thinking an hour and they’d be all done. But … somehow she doubted it.

He looked at her. “But that means you don’t have a bed.”

She smiled up at him. “I’m also starving. I don’t have a job, and I’m trying to keep the roof over my head. I can find another bed to sleep in.”

He nodded in understanding. “That’s good.” He looked at the night tables. “To find both the sitting room set and the bedroom set is absolutely wonderful. The second set is no longer together.”

“Are there other pieces that go with the set, other than what we’ve found so far?”

He nodded. “Three dressers—a tallboy, a short boy, and a vanity.” He looked around the room, his eyes lighting on the vanity.

She’d never seen a grown man cry. But he stood trembling in front of it, as if it was the best thing he’d ever seen in his life. She got up and asked, “Is this the vanity piece?”

He just nodded. Completely unable to talk.

“I guess that’s one of the pieces then.” She opened the drawers. “I haven’t had a chance to go through this vanity yet.”

“We should do that now,” he said, “because I should check the label underneath, confirming it’s part of the same set. And that mirror looks like it’s very delicate.”

She was afraid to move it, but they dragged it forward, with Mugs getting in the way at every step and Thaddeus insisting on riding on her shoulder. Finally Scott could slip behind and check for the mark he sought, one on the mirror and one on the vanity itself.

When he stood, such a sense of peace appeared on his face. He kept stroking the edge of the mirror. “It’s definitely one of the pieces. Two hidden drawers should also be in this piece.”

She looked at him in surprise. “Where?”

He chuckled. “How about I give you a few minutes to see if you can figure them out yourself?”

She didn’t see any drawers like the headboard had. As Thaddeus hopped then walked the surface of the dresser, her fingers slid over the top and then the side. She shrugged and looked at him. “I haven’t a clue.”

“That’s one of the reasons to empty the drawers. Because one of the secret drawers is behind one of the big drawers.”

She grabbed empty boxes and an empty laundry hamper nearby and then opened the drawers, gently sliding the contents into the boxes. Everything from papers, notebooks, perfume, and some jewelry had been stored in the vanity. It was going to take time to sort through and this was obviously not the time.

There were seven drawers—three on each side and a big drawer across the center. With all the drawers out, sitting on the vanity stool, Scott pushed a small depression on the panel inside where the drawers sat, and a drawer popped out at the very back. He removed the drawer. Inside was a little padded velvet envelope. He picked it up and handed it to her. Thaddeus made an odd cawing sound.

“It’s not yours either,” Doreen said affectionately. “Regardless of what you think.”

She released the catch and poured into her hand what appeared to be a locket. She opened it, and her breath caught in the back of her throat. “Oh my.” Inside was an image of a woman who was maybe fifty and on the other side was a baby.

“Do you know those people?”

“I think this is my Nan,” she said, tapping the woman’s face. “And I’ll say that’s me.”

“Well, there you go. Family is family.” He replaced the drawer. “Is it your mother or your father who is Nan’s child?”

“My father,” she said, “and he died, after a wild and reckless life, of a drug overdose many, many years ago. My mom stayed friends with Nan for my sake and because Nan helped us a lot when I was growing up.” Doreen carefully closed the locket and put it back in the velvet pouch. Not wanting to lose it, she slipped it into her pocket. “I’ll ask Nan about it.”

“You do that. Now let’s find the other drawer.” It was on the right side. He popped open the other secret drawer and found yet again another gold-foiled chocolate in it. Doreen laughed in delight and took another photograph, picked up the chocolate, and put it beside the first one she had set on the windowsill. Thaddeus immediately flew to the window ledge.

“Thaddeus,” she warned, “don’t you dare …” With an odd snorting sound Thaddeus ruffled his feathers and shot her an injured look. She kept a wary eye on him as she turned her attention back to Scott.

He admired the vanity. “You are truly blessed.”

“And I didn’t even know what I had,” Doreen said with a smile.

“You don’t appear to have the two other dressers.”

“A dresser is in the back of the closet,” she said. “I can’t reach it.”

Scott eyed the closet, almost rubbing his hands together, and said, “It would be really good if we could see it.”

She pulled open the closet doors so he could see what a nightmare it was inside. Even as the doors opened it was the push of the stuffed clothing inside being released that slammed the doors wide open. All they could see was the hangers full of garments.

Scott gasped, then chuckled. “Your grandmother is a clothes horse.”

“Obviously.” Doreen pushed back some of the hanging items so he could see in the back of the closet. “There’s the dresser. It’s short though.”

He burrowed in with her. “We need to pull it out,” he said in excitement.

It was very hard to do, but inch by inch, they cleared a path and moved the dresser forward. When it was finally standing free of the clutter of the closet, Doreen realized it looked to be part of the same set.

“That tells you how these pieces have been treated,” she said with a shake of her head. “Instead of being prized possessions, this one was shoved in the closet for extra storage.”

Scott busily examined it.

“Do we know for sure this dresser is part of the set?” she asked, waiting with bated breath to hear his answer.

He gave her a shout of joy and said, “Come look for yourself.”

She bent behind him to see him gently stroking his fingers over the mark. “It really is, isn’t it?”

“It is the short boy, indeed.” He smiled. “This has been one of the best days of my life. Now are you sure you’re ready to let all these pieces go?”

“Absolutely.”

“Can we take another look around and see if you have the missing tallboy?”

“What exactly is a tallboy?” Doreen asked, when he straightened again.

He pointed to his chest. “It’s about this high and is a narrow, tall chest, usually for the man.”

“So this would be the woman’s dresser?” She pointed at the dresser that had been pulled from the back of the closet. A dresser Thaddeus had now claimed as he paced the top. At least he was leaving the chocolates alone.

He nodded. “Yes. And it makes sense that it would be with the vanity and the bed. But I don’t see any sign of the tallboy. If you did have it, it would be a huge asset. And, if you are truly ready to sell these, I will arrange for shipment.”

“You’ll give me receipts for them all, right?” she asked hesitantly.

He chuckled. “Absolutely. There’ll be lots of paperwork to document this transaction.”

Feeling relieved, she grabbed a couple empty boxes from the spare room and emptied the drawers of the short boy dresser from the closet.

“You don’t even want to check what’s in there?” he asked from behind her.

“I will go through it all,” she said, “but obviously we don’t have time right now.” The whole top drawer looked to be scarves and accessories. The second drawer appeared to be stockings. She held up a pair.

“Those are silk,” the appraiser said, “a quite beautiful silk.”

She shook her head. “My grandmother had very expensive tastes apparently.” She picked up several more items, placed them all in a box, and, by the time she got to the bottom drawer, out came a huge accordion file full of paperwork. At that, she got excited. “Maybe this is it.”

Scott was at her side. “Maybe it’s what?”

“The folder with the provenance,” she said. “It’ll take a while to go through it all. It’s bursting at its seams.” She motioned to the dresser. “Can you take a look and make sure absolutely nothing else is in there?”

“Let’s take out every drawer,” he said, “because, yes, two secret drawers should be in this dresser as well.”

With all four drawers out, they could see several items had been caught in the back. With those collected, Scott pressed similar buttons as on the vanity, opening the two secret dresser drawers. One had a pair of cuff links inside. Thaddeus stretched his neck to see them. The other two animals were stretched out on the bed ignoring the two of them.

She looked at them in amazement.

“They look valuable,” he said. “I’m not an expert on gems though.”

She admired the red stones. “Garnets or rubies?”

“Definitely rubies,” he said with a smile.

She shook her head and put them inside the same little velvet envelope the locket was in.

In the other secret drawer was a picture. She flipped it over and back again. “Now this is Nan as a little girl.” She looked at it and smiled, holding it out to him. “On the back is Nan’s real name, Willa Montgomery. I am loving these little secret drawers,” she said.

Scott looked around the bedroom and asked, “Is there any chance you can sleep somewhere else tonight? We’ve made a hell of a mess in your room.”

“I can sleep in the spare bedroom,” she said.

He looked at the big closet. “I’m sorry, but do you mind if I dig around to make sure more isn’t there?”

“Be my guest,” she said. “I do know there are shelves in the back too. I don’t know why Nan would put the hanging clothes in front of the shelves.”

“I think, once you get this cleared out, you’ll find a space in between the two hanging portions to walk through. It’s an adaptation of a walk-in closet.”

“It’s chaos,” Doreen said, chuckling.

His grin flashed. “It is, at that.”

Just then she heard the postal worker open the mail slot in her front door. Mugs barked like a madman and tore out of the room. Goliath followed and on his heels, Thaddeus flew off the dresser and soared through the hallway to land out of sight. She sighed. “I have to go downstairs and salvage the mail. My dog has decided it’s something he should defend me from.”

“Oh, dear,” he said. “Go, go, go.”

She dashed downstairs to the front door, and there was Mugs with a letter in his mouth. As he went past Goliath, the cat swatted him on the face. Mugs growled and dropped the letter. Thaddeus raced between the two, snagged the letter, and ran into the kitchen.

Doreen raised both hands in frustration. “What’s gotten into you guys? Stop it.” She cornered Thaddeus, who was still dragging the envelope along as he hopped onto the kitchen table. She took it from his beak and held it up high. “Stop! It’s my letter, not yours.”

At the commotion the appraiser had come down to see if she was okay. He entered the kitchen and smiled. “It is truly amazing that you live in this wonderfully chaotic household.”

“Just not so good for the antiques,” she said with an eye roll.

He chuckled.

She opened the letter-size envelope. “Interesting. There’s no return address, and there’s no stamp.”

“Somebody dropped it into your mail slot directly then,” he said.

She nodded and opened it, finding a single sheet of paper. “Dear Bone Lady. Uh-oh,” she whispered.

I see that you’re very interested in cold cases, and you have such great talent in solving them. Even ones from twenty-nine years ago. That’s why I’m contacting you. I wondered if you could help me with my personal cold case. My brother-in-law disappeared twenty-nine years ago in August and has never been heard from since. I know I don’t have any right to ask, but, if you’re interested in a mystery, please call me. I do have some evidence, a dagger of Johnny’s that I found buried at the spot where he was last seen. I found it some time ago when I went to plant a new bed of dahlias, but I don’t know if it’s enough to even start your investigation. I’m hopeful. Please call me.

After that plea was a phone number; the letter was signed by Penny Jordan.

Doreen stared at it in surprise. “Well, how about this? It looks like we have our next mystery to solve. Dagger in the dahlias!”

That sounded perfect.


Chapter 2
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Wednesday Late Morning …

Doreen walked Scott Rosten to her front door. As soon as she opened the door and Scott stepped out, Mugs took the opportunity to slip outside too. He headed for the grassy front lawn and started to roll. She smiled at his antics but turned her attention back to Scott.

“Don’t forget now,” he said. “I’ll bring in the crew early next week so they can pack this up properly. I’ll update you with a better time frame when I know.”

She nodded but couldn’t help thinking how it was a little too late to be concerned about packing up this furniture properly, when all of these pieces had been so well used for decades. “The sooner, the better. I’m afraid to use anything now,” she confessed.

He smiled at her. “Obviously we don’t want anything destroyed or broken in the meantime, but we also have to consider these have been gently used over the years. There will be some wear. Yes, that’ll depreciate the value, but they’re special pieces, and you’ve been very blessed to have them, so enjoy spending time with them while you can.” He stopped hesitated, his gaze searching the living room. “Did you have any luck finding the tallboy?”

“Not yet, sorry,” she said regretfully. “But I’ll keep looking. I assume the packing will take a little time.”

“Yes, possibly, but these men are professionals.” He gave a shrug, almost philosophically, and a gentle laugh. “Just don’t damage them in the meantime, okay?”

She gave him a bright smile. “I’ll cover them in Bubble Wrap from now until then.”

“It’s the end of an era,” he said. “And the good thing is, as an era ends with you, it opens for somebody else, so don’t feel bad. The antique world will be absolutely delighted with your decision to part with these.”

As soon as he left her driveway, easily maneuvering through the press, which thankfully had reduced to just one camera crew, she called Mugs back into the house and closed the door. Her fingers instinctively went to her pocket to the strange letter she’d received. She’d been so busy that she hadn’t read it a second time, and it worried away in the back of her mind.

Her life had gone off the rails but in a good way. All yesterday afternoon and today, she had been smiling a happy smile. She’d survived an ugly attack from Cecily, found the little boy who had been missing for almost three decades. And Doreen had cleared the handyman’s name of all kinds of accusations that must have hurt everybody who had loved him. However, his wife had passed away before that mystery had been solved, but at least the rest of his family now knew that he hadn’t been trying to hurt the little boy nor had he attempted to start a whole new life with him. Instead they’d both drowned due to the record flooding that particular year. Definitely an unfortunate and sad event, but an accident nonetheless.

Yesterday, as Doreen had walked home, the Kelowna Detachment Police Commander had seen her on the streets. He’d pulled over, hopped out, and came to shake her hand. She’d been touched.

“We need people like you,” he’d said with an expansive smile.

She’d chuckled. “I’m not sure Mack agrees with you.”

The commander’s eyes had twinkled like Christmas bells in the sunlight; then his voice had deepened as he said, “Oh, I’m pretty sure Mack is happy with the scenario too.”

All in all, it had been a very special event and apparently had touched a nerve for someone else, if the letter in her pocket was anything to go by. No return address was on the envelope, no stamp on it, just a plea for help inside. Doreen wanted to help. She would absolutely love to help, but beginner’s luck wouldn’t hold her in good stead all the time.

She took out the letter once again to reread the details. They were sketchy, but that plea for help tore at her heart. And the woman said she’d found a dagger at the root of the dahlias in the same garden where she’d last seen her brother-in-law.

The problem was, the dagger had been out in the weather for so long before being found. Doreen highly doubted any forensic evidence remained on it at this point. Yet, as she already knew, DNA could last forever, and maybe some would be in the joints where the knife handle met the steel? But that didn’t mean she could convince anybody to test the dagger. Particularly Mack.

She had to admit she was getting cold-case fever. How sad was that? But the puzzles fascinated her.

Who would have known Kelowna was such a den of evildoings? It almost made her smile, but, of course, there was nothing funny about that. Still, she was closing cases rapidly. She loved what she was doing. But how long could her winning streak go?

“This has turned into a full-time hobby,” she muttered.

She folded the letter again and shoved it deep into her pocket. She wandered into the kitchen, where Goliath was stretched out on top of the kitchen table.

“Goliath, what are you doing?” she asked. “Get off the table. We’ve had this discussion before.”

He looked at her, flicked his tail, and slid, as if boneless, to the nearest chair at this table, where he curled up. But he made it so slow and so of his own prerogative that she knew it was a case of I’m doing this because I want to and not because you told me to.

“Who knew looking after a cat would be so much trouble?” she asked out loud. “Who knew looking after a cat …” She stopped, smiled, and added, “… would be such a heartwarming experience?” She leaned over and scratched Goliath behind his ears, loving the soft silkiness to his fur.

As soon as she pulled away her hand, he swatted her, his claws lightly digging in to pull her hand back down.

She chuckled, squatted in front of him, and said, “You’re totally okay with your new life, aren’t you, buddy?”

He didn’t have to answer. As he rolled onto his back, giving her his belly, and then stretched forward and backward, making him look even more monstrous in size, it was obvious he was a happy cat. If she’d done nothing else, she’d given him and Thaddeus a good life.

And speaking of Thaddeus, where was he? Because, wherever he was, trouble was sure to follow. There was just something about that bird.

She walked back into the living room. “Thaddeus? Where are you, buddy?”

But she got no answer.

She walked through the lower part of the house, then headed up the stairs.

“I know you were here earlier because, when the auction house guy was here, you were all over him. Now where are you? … Oh, that’s right. I last saw Thaddeus stealing off with the letter …”

When she saw no sign of him here in her bedroom, she went back down the stairs and, on a hunch, opened the front door. Maybe he followed Scott outside. “Thaddeus,” she yelled. “Thaddeus?”

And, sure enough, he hopped out from underneath the bushes and looked up at her.

“What are you doing out there?” she said, walking to him and bending down to scoop him into her arms. “You have to stay close.”

“Stay close. Stay close.”

“Yes, Thaddeus, stay close. Now repeat after me, Thaddeus, stay close. Stay close.”

He stared up at her and never said a word.

She groaned. “I don’t get it. You say what you want, when you want, but you won’t be trained to say what I want you to say.”

“Stay close. Stay close,” he muttered. He reached up as tall as he could and brushed his head against her cheek.

Her heart melted yet again. “Okay. You guys have so enriched my family,” she muttered, closing her eyes and cuddling him close. She walked back into the kitchen, carrying Thaddeus. “But honestly, it’s time for a cup of tea.”

“Thaddeus likes tea. Thaddeus likes tea.”

“I know,” Doreen said. Sadly she did know because he had a habit of drinking from her teacup. “Maybe I’ll make you a little bit in a bowl. How’s that?” Although she should probably look up on the internet if tea was good for him. And then she laughed. “Of course it’s not good for him. He already flies around the place like he’s loopy. It’ll probably just make him fly faster. Or crash into things more often.”

Then Thaddeus didn’t fly well to begin with.

She sat him on the kitchen table, only to have Goliath shoot her a dirty look. Right. Different rules for different animals. “Look, Goliath. You’re too big for the table. Thaddeus is just the right size.”

Just then Mugs reached up with his front paws, looked at Goliath on the chair, and she realized Mugs wasn’t allowed on the chairs.

“See?” she told Goliath, pointing at Mugs. “Everybody has their own rules,” she confirmed, hoping that would end the discussion.

Instead Thaddeus looked at her and said, “Thaddeus is hungry. Thaddeus is hungry.”

She groaned, picked up a bowl she kept with a lid on it, like a sugar bowl, pulled out a pinch of sesame seeds and put them down in front of the bird. He went to work.

Goliath jumped up, stuck his nose into the seeds, and sniffed, sending seeds flying, then backed away, shooting Doreen another look, followed by a plaintive meow.

She groaned, picked up the cat treat bag, and gave him two. “Remember how you’re on a diet?”

Mugs woofed at her feet.

With no other option but to make it fair, she picked up the dog treats and gave him some. “You’re on a diet too,” she admonished.

With all three of her animals happy with their midmorning snack, she plugged in the teakettle and waited for it to boil. In the meantime, she looked at the letter again. “You know what? To go down this path, Doreen, you’re likely to end up a failure. If the police haven’t solved it in all this time … But then that doesn’t really mean anything either, does it?” she said, immediately countering her argument. “Because they do their best. But they have a lot of active cases, and they’re short on man-hours. They don’t get to sit here with a cup of tea and meander through the cold-case files, one at a time.”

With that thought, she took a chair beside Goliath and opened her laptop. The name on the bottom of the letter was Penny Jordan. She typed in Penny Jordan in Kelowna, and several articles about a church’s Christmas bazaars came up. Penny was apparently some major volunteer. But the dates of those articles were from at least eight years ago. Doreen continued to read through articles that mentioned the Jordan family name, but they were few and far between.

Doreen groaned, closed the laptop, got up, and made her tea as she thought about that tidbit of information. “The only way to learn more is to contact her directly and ask. The letter did have a phone number. But nothing else.” Hmm. “So are we doing this?” she asked her trio.

They all stared back at her.

Then Thaddeus bobbed his head; Mugs, probably because of Thaddeus’s head-bobbing, woofed. Goliath swung a paw and smacked Mugs on the head.

She’d take all that as a joint yes.

“Okay, good enough,” she said. “We’ll give Penny a call and see what it’s all about. But no guarantees. Just because we’ve had a run of good luck doesn’t mean this case will end the same way,” she warned.


Chapter 3


[image: ‡]

Wednesday Noon …

“Hi. This is Doreen,” she started the phone conversation, a notepad and pen in front of her. The animals relaxed, surrounding her. “I’m looking for Penny Jordan.”

“This is Penny,” a woman said. “Doreen? Doreen. Oh, my goodness. You’re the bone lady.”

“Well, that’s what some people call me,” she said. “I certainly appear to have made the reputation for myself since I arrived.”

“Everybody also knows you as Nan’s granddaughter,” Penny said with a chuckle. “Not sure what you prefer.”

“How about just Doreen?” Doreen said with a smile. “Although my grandmother is definitely a sweetheart and has a reputation all her own.”
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

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

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

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

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

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

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


OEBPS/cover.jpg
a‘

EIMAYEL






Copyright 2010, 2012 Adobe Systems Incorporated (http://www.adobe.com/), with Reserved Font Name 'Source'. All Rights Reserved. Source is a trademark of Adobe Systems Incorporated in the United States and/or other countries.

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.



