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Praise for the Lane Winslow Mysteries

“The ‘find of the year’ . . . With the feel of Louise Penny’s Three Pines, the independence and quick wit of Kerry Greenwood’s Phryne Fisher and the intelligence of Jacqueline Winspear’s Maisie Dobbs, this mystery series has it all!” —Murder by the Book, Texas

“Whishaw nicely captures the rhythms and dynamics of small-town life while maintaining suspense. Maisie Dobbs and Phryne Fisher fans will be pleased.” —Publishers Weekly

“Relentlessly exciting from start to finish.” —Kirkus Reviews

“There are days when nothing suits a reader like a good old-fashioned classic cozy with a puzzle plot, a country setting and some nice slight characters. When that urge strikes, Iona Whishaw’s delightful BC series featuring Lane Winslow and, now, husband, Inspector Darling of the King’s Cove constabulary, are just the ticket.” —Globe and Mail

“There’s no question you should read it—it’s excellent.” —Toronto Star

“In the vein of Louise Penny . . . a compelling series that combines a cozy setting, spy intrigue storylines, and police procedural elements—not an easy task, but one that Whishaw pulls off.” —Reviewing the Evidence

“Whishaw’s writing is worthy of taking its place alongside the works of Agatha Christie and Dorothy L. Sayers . . . deftly crafted and briskly paced.” —Fiona Valpy, author of The Dressmaker’s Gift

“Think a young Katharine Hepburn—beautiful, smart and beyond capable. Winslow is an example of the kind of woman who emerged after the war, a confident female who had worked in factories building tanks and guns, a woman who hadn’t yet been suffocated by the 1950s— perfect housewife ideal.” —Vancouver Sun

“I absolutely love the modern sensibility of these novels, of their feminism, sense of justice, their anti-racism, their progressiveness, which somehow never seems out of place in a tiny BC hamlet in 1948.” —Kerry Clare, author of Waiting for a Star to Fall and editor of 49th Shelf

“An intriguing mix of character, plot, time, and place. Highly recommended.” —Ian Hamilton, author of the Ava Lee novels

“Fantastic . . . readers will stand up and cheer.” —Anna Lee Huber, author of the Lady Darby Mysteries and the Verity Kent Mysteries

“Richly conjured . . . deftly plotted . . . this series just keeps getting better!” —Catriona McPherson, award-winning author of the Dandy Gilver series

“Complex, suspenseful, and deeply felt, this is a smart series for the ages.” —Francine Mathews, author of the Nantucket Mysteries
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For Eva, my grandmother . . . a life of joyful kindness cut short




Prologue

“look what you’ve done, you pig! Why don’t you go back where you came from!”

He barely had time to form an answer when he was pushed so violently that he stumbled backward, falling in a heap, slamming his hip on the rough ground. In a fury, he scrambled up and lunged at his attacker’s feet, knocking him over so that his head fell hard on the rocks.

“Say that again!” But the boy didn’t move.

“Say it again!” he yelled, swiping at the boy to make him move, and then struck him hard. “Say it!” he was screaming now. “Go on!” He kicked the downed figure, feeling the blood pounding in his own head. “Don’t you play dead with me! For the rest of your life, you look behind you, ’cause I’ll be there! Do you hear me?”

He was deafened now by his own rage. He heard nothing —neither the woman screaming nor the man yelling—until he felt himself being lifted off the ground, someone shouting from a distance, “Stop! For God’s sake, stop!”




Chapter One


June 11, 1948

the explosion was deep and resonant, and so unfamiliar that the residents of King’s Cove who were outside, which was most of them on a beautiful June day, looked upward thinking it was odd to have thunder out of so clear a blue sky.

Lane Winslow, reading under the weeping willow, frowned, closed her book, and struggled up from her folding canvas chair. Where had the boom come from? Having dismissed the idea that it was thunder, she turned her mind to her neighbours. Had an explosion accidentally ignited in someone’s coal cellar? It seemed to be coming from up the mountain a little south of her. The Hughes family lived up there!

She dropped her book and ran into the house to seize the car keys off the hook by the inside of the door, jumped into her little Austin, backed it hurriedly onto the road, and then swung it around and made for the fork that led on up the hill toward the Hughes house. She turned left and bumped as quickly as she could down the rutted road that ran alongside their fenced field, her tires sinking into the muddy pools still left from the torrential rain of the night before. She saw their two milking cows cowering under a tree, and she tried to go faster, conscious of the deep ruts causing the centre hump to scrape the bottom of her car. In the driveway, she stopped and gazed around her.

Not a bloom out of place. The magnificent flower borders maintained by the grande dame of the family, old Gladys Hughes, flowed around the fruit trees, and the curved patches of lawn were the luminous green of early summer. Drops of moisture on the plants dazzled in the mid-morning sun. No smoke, no fire. Just a gentle mist as the sun evaporated the remains of the night’s rain. But the two cocker spaniels were definitely kicking up a fuss. She saw what she had missed initially. At the edge of the apple orchard, all three Hughes women were standing with their hands shielding their eyes, looking west up the mountain. Then Mabel, the elder of the two “girls,” both in their fifties, leaned over and tried to hush the hysterically barking dogs.

Lane got out of the car and hurried along the final bit of grassy drive to where they were standing.

“You heard it too,” Gwen, the younger daughter, said, turning to greet Lane. “The dogs have gone mad.”

“I thought it came from here,” Lane said. She too gazed in the direction of the hill above the orchard where they had been looking.

“Good of you to come,” Gladys said, glancing at her. “All tip-top here. It came from up there somewhere.” She pointed to where the thickly treed mountainside climbed steeply above King’s Cove. “I thought it might be those Sons of whatever they are, those Freedomites blowing things up again, but there’s nothing up there to blow up. It’s just bush. Do you think some hound is blasting up there looking for silver? That would be the bloody limit!”

“Language, Mother,” Mabel said, then pointed up the hill. “Is that smoke?”

The dogs took up their chorus again. “It is, I think,” Lane confirmed. “I wonder if anyone is up there and been hurt.”

“If whatever it is sets the forest alight, we’re all for it,” Gladys said grimly. King’s Cove had lived through the fire of 1919, which had destroyed several houses and most of the orchards in the north part of the settlement. “We’d best telephone the authorities.” She started back to the house.

“How far up do you think that is?” asked Lane.

Gwen considered. “It’s hard to tell from here. We sometimes hike up that way with the dogs; it’s a good forty minutes to where we go, but that smoke is much farther still. There’s a rocky outcrop with a marvellous view of this arm of the lake and the mountains. There’s not really a proper trail there, though.”

“Higher up than forty minutes?” Lane was becoming more uneasy. The smoke was rising blackly above the thick blanket of trees and was rolling over on itself. “I think I’d better go up and make sure there’s nobody there.”

“Mother can do the phoning. We’ll come with you. Let me run and get my first aid kit,” Mabel said. “I know the way. I still keep the kit in good nick since the war, though it won’t do much if someone is badly burned.”

Lane waited impatiently, keeping an eye on whether the smoke patch was getting larger. Finally, Gwen and Mabel came, Gwen carrying a Thermos and Mabel a shoulder bag.

“The damn water is patchy again,” said Mabel. “All I got was a blast of air when I turned on the tap. That’s why it took so long. It’s been a bit dodgy for ages, but it’s just got really bad. I’ve got to get Harris to go check the lines. There must be a hole or air pockets in the pipe somewhere. Right, off we go.”

With that Mabel strode off, leading the way, the dogs bounding around her, excited about the adventure.



the jewellery heist must have been so noisy that Darling could scarcely believe the thief was even sane. He stood in front of Harold’s Fine Jewellery and Watch Repairs looking through the window into the chaos inside. No one had spotted anything amiss that morning when they were rushing off to work or shop. It was the ill fate of Mrs. Harold, the jeweller’s wife, to find the devastation when she’d come in to work at ten thirty in the morning. The streets were full of people to-ing and fro-ing, and the café was right across the street, all the window seats occupied by people having their morning break. Seeing the police and a clearly distraught Mrs. Harold had caused all those in window seats to gape out at the scene. It would happen on a Friday, Darling thought. It would keep them all busy all weekend.

The store normally opened at eleven. Mrs. Harold always came in early, she explained. “Why did the thief have to break the place up like this?” she asked Darling. “It’s wicked! Ron is away in Vancouver. He’s going to be beside himself when I tell him. How am I going to cope on my own?” She made as if to go back in. She had evidently taken one look at the mess and run off to get the police.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Harold, you can’t go in now. We’re about to go in and see what we can find.”

“Ron’s going to be sick. It’s everything we own!” Her voice was beginning to rise.

“I understand. I’ve got a constable coming along to talk with you. He can take you back to the station and get you a cup of tea. Please tell him anything you can about your inventory. Where do you keep the records? I’ll get them out so you can give an accurate account, but let him know if there is anything unusual or of extraordinary value.”

Mrs. Harold came marginally out of her state of panic under the influence of Darling’s calm manner. “In the back, in the office. My inventory records are in the desk, in the drawer on the right.” She fumbled in the pocket of her cardigan. “Here’s the key. This one is for the back door, and this is for this door.”

“Right, thank you. We’ll lock the front for now,” Darling said. “My constable will be along in a moment.”

My inventory records, she’d said. Like so many businessmen’s wives, she must be the chief accountant and record keeper. Mrs. Harold nodded unhappily and looked in the window at the chaos.

Ames and Darling stepped out of earshot. “I’ll talk to nearby merchants to see if anyone was working last night and might have heard anything,” Ames said, readying his notebook. He shook his head in wonderment. “I was just in there yesterday.”

Darling glanced at Ames, allowing only the slightest twitch of an eyebrow, then went to peer in the window while Ames went to the first store south of the jeweller, a tobacco shop. The interior of the Harolds’ store was full of glass from broken display cases. Someone really had taken something heavy to the cases, Darling thought. It looked to him like it had been done with a sledgehammer. He frowned and examined the front door. It had been locked when Mrs. Harold had come in that morning.

So, the thief had broken into the back of the shop, performed a sort of smash and grab and escaped the same way, into the alley.

Ames came out after talking with the tobacconist. “Sorry, sir. He knocked off early because it was his wife’s birthday yesterday.”

“No joy, then. The front door was still locked, so let’s assume the back alley. All the display cases are smashed to smithereens. It looks like whoever it was just scooped up what he could.”

“It must have been an unbelievable racket.”

Darling looked back at the shop. “Yes, indeed. Well, keep at it. I’m going in the back to get the inventory records while Mrs. Harold talks to Terrell.”

Someone had come out of the café and had a hand on Mrs. Harold’s arm, consoling her where she stood, her arms tightly crossed as she looked miserably at the two policemen.

“Right, sir. I’ll try the bakery next door. They come in pretty early, and for all I know stay late.”

“Good. If Terrell gets here before I come back, get him to take Mrs. Harold to the station and scare up a cup of tea for her. Her husband is away, so she’s having to cope on her own.”

He started to walk toward the end of the street and then turned and stopped, looking closely at Ames. “You were in there yesterday? A present for your mother?”

Ames’s cheeks became pink, and Darling waved him on. “Get on with it, then.”

Making his way up the hill the half block to the alley, Darling had no difficulty recognizing which rear door belonged to the jewellery store. It was open, and a small canvas bag was lying on the ground, no doubt dropped by the thief in his flight. He picked up the bag and was about to open the drawstring when he saw that there was a smear of what looked like blood, darkening now in the warmth of the morning. The perpetrator must have cut his hand on all the glass. Not surprising considering the mess in the shop. He gingerly pulled the string and looked inside. Several gold chain bracelets. When he went through a dark short passage into the dimly lit office, he was surprised to see that it too had been ransacked. Any normal thief, he had reasoned, would have got into the display cases, seized whatever he could, and then fled. But now this. Why take the time to pull the office to bits?

As his eyes adjusted to the dim light, he scanned the office, noting the open metal filing cabinet with papers spilling out, and books swept off a low shelf. As he turned to the desk, he nearly jumped out of his skin. Certainly not in Vancouver, but slumped face down at his own desk with something very wrong with the back of his head, was Mr. Ron Harold himself.

Rushing forward, he placed his fingers on the victim’s neck, and then nearly snatched them away because it was so cold. No heartbeat. The acrid ferrous smell of blood assailed Darling’s nostrils. Nearly gagging and wondering why this man’s wife thought he was away, Darling pulled the chain on the desk lamp, but no light resulted. The wall switch was equally unforthcoming. He should have asked Mrs. Harold if there was an alarm. Perhaps the thief had cut the wires to prevent it going off. Ledgers forgotten, Darling pushed the back door wide, letting more light into the murky space, and looked for signs that the owner struggled or fought, though these would have been difficult to distinguish in the disarray of the open drawers and spilled books and boxes. Still, no chair or shelf was overturned as might indicate a physical struggle—and, after all, there was Ronald Harold himself, looking like he’d just put his head down on his desk for a nap. In the better light, Darling saw what was wrong with his head: the back of his skull had been smashed in.

He looked as closely as he dared, decided that more intense scrutiny was a job for Gilly, and took the set of keys out of his pocket. The floor was aged and much-scuffed wood—pine, he guessed—and he could not discern anything in the way of a useful footprint, had one even survived his own tramping in and out. Outside, he stopped to look at the ground, hoping that the rain of the night before would have made a muddy base for a telltale size ten boot, but again there was nothing to be seen. If the killer had left while the storm was still on, the rain would have washed away any traces.

He located the key that fit the back door. It was then that he saw that the wire that fed electricity into the shop from the main line was severed and hanging against the back wall. He locked the door and went around the building to Baker Street. They would have to secure the scene and call electricians to fix the hazard.

He was not surprised to see that a crowd had gathered in front of the store, and people were talking animatedly about the break-in. Well, they’d be shocked by what really went on, he thought.

Darling was about to push his way through but stopped. “If anyone heard or saw anything early this morning, or sometime in the night, can we get you to come to the station?” he asked. A general shaking of heads indicated there’d be little business resulting, and Darling sighed. He caught sight of Terrell walking Mrs. Harold back toward the station and pulled Ames away from the crowd. Ames had come back from the baker with an empty notebook.

“I’ve asked people to come to the station if they know anything. You get down to the station, quick as, and ask Terrell to come back here and secure the scene, then get Gilly here as fast as you can,” Darling said.

“Yes, sir.” Ames gave a quick surprised look at the store and then back. Secure the scene would be appropriate for a robbery, certainly, but Gilly? “What’s happened?”

“We have a problem. Owner, Mr. Harold, has been killed. Ask O’Brien to attend to Mrs. Harold in one of the interview rooms; keep her quiet and in the dark for now. Then phone the city to send someone out to deal with a live wire at the back of the shop.”

“Sir.”

“Make it snappy.”

Infected now with Darling’s sense of urgency, Ames hurried across the street and down toward the station.

“Sergeant O’Brien, could you relieve Terrell and make sure Mrs. Harold has everything she needs,” he said as he burst through the station door.

Something in Ames’s demeanour caused the usually ponderous O’Brien to almost leap from his stool. “What’s happened?”

“There’s a body,” Ames said in a low voice.

Raising his eyebrows with a shake of his head, and sighing at the sinfulness of man, O’Brien disappeared into the interview room. In the next moment, Terrell came out. “Sir?”

“The boss needs you up there to secure the scene right away. Dead guy. And keep people out of the alley. There’s a live wire hanging off the back of the building.”

“Sir.” Constable Terrell, ex-military police as he was, just managed not to salute his superior officer, but was otherwise crisp efficiency and dispatch. He was out the door in seconds.

Waiting for Terrell, Darling thought about the sequence of events. The thief had come in the back door, found the owner at work, killed him, and then . . . torn the office apart and gone through to the shop, creating a din and helping himself. Then he’d run out the back door. To a car he’d parked right behind in the alley? Or had he killed Harold, gone through to the display cases, and then torn the office apart on his way out? But why did it look as if there’d been no actual struggle? It looked for all the world as if Harold had been dispatched while he was quietly finishing up some paperwork.

It was at this point that he remembered Ashford Gillingham, their usual medical man, had inconsiderately gone off on holiday with his wife.

Terrell appeared by his side.

“Ah. Good. Come with me,” Darling said, and led the way around the block and into the alley behind the shop. Pulling the keys from his pocket, he opened the rear door and led Terrell to the office where Mr. Harold sat, his head collapsed on the desk, the blood from his final experience of this life congealing around the wound in his skull.

“Do you know this man, sir?” Terrell asked, standing with his hands behind his back, as if to remind himself not to touch anything.

“I do. It’s the owner of the store, Ronald Harold. His wife thinks he’s in Vancouver.”

“It looks like he came in at night, or the early hours,” observed Terrell.

Darling saw at once what he meant. The dead man was wearing a trench coat over his suit, and furthermore, it was still a bit damp, as if he’d been in the thick of the downpour. He’d been so focused on the damage to the victim’s skull that he hadn’t noticed his clothing.

“Yes, well done. I expect you’re right. When did that downpour stop?”

“I couldn’t say, sir. But I did wake up around 4:00 am and it had stopped by then.”

“So, he comes in last night, planning to work. Someone kills him before he has time to take off his coat. Unless he was keeping it on because it was cold, or he only wanted to stay a short time. He was supposed to be going to Vancouver. Does it look to you like there was a struggle?”

Terrell looked around the shambolic office. “At first sight, yes, sir, but I see what you’re suggesting. It’s not really like the man and his killer had wrestled. It looks more like he was killed where he sat and then the killer started looking for something.”

Darling grunted agreement. “Lock up and go round the front to keep people away from the temptation of peering in the windows. Gilly’s away. We have to get someone else.”

“Yes, sir.”



back at the station, Darling called Ames into his office. “How’s that man’s poor wife?”

“Well, she’s upset about the robbery still. Even O’Brien’s famous bedside manner will not do any good when she learns about her husband.”

“Hmm,” Darling agreed. “I’ve just remembered Gilly’s away on vacation. We’ll have to find someone else.”

“All done, sir.” Ames looked at a small piece of notepaper in his hand. “The hospital has someone on hand, as it happens. There’s a Dr. Miyazaki who is visiting from Lillooet, and he actually has experience with this sort of thing. They just called back a moment ago, and he’s on his way here.”

“Oh, well then,” Darling said, a little surprised. It was only a short time ago during the war that Japanese Canadians were personae non gratae, as it were. “Good. That’s lucky. By the way, sharp-eyed Terrell noticed his raincoat was damp. That might help us with placing the time.”

Ames had a proprietary interest in Terrell, underling and newish though he was, because he considered him something of a friend. He was also Nelson’s first Black police officer. “Good catch on his part, then.”

“Yup,” Darling said, but noted with approval that Ames seemed genuinely pleased and was feeling no jealousy about Terrell’s often trenchant observations.

“You’re sure it’s him, sir?”

Still trying to collect himself after the gruesome discovery, Darling resisted the urge to be sarcastic this time. “I am. I bought my wife’s engagement and wedding rings from him. Of course, we’ll need Mrs. Harold to identify him officially, but not until Dr. Miyazaki has had a look.”

Darling turned to the pressing matter of telling the poor man’s wife. How to say it? He imagined going back for the ledgers and going over the inventory with her, without telling her just yet. No. He shook his head to clear the nonsense. He was being ridiculous. He would have to tell her at once. He just dreaded it, as he always did when he had to tell anyone that a loved one had died, especially in so gruesome a manner.

“When Dr. Miyazaki comes, get O’Brien to let us know. We have to go and talk to Mrs. Harold.”

“Yes, sir,” Ames said, relieved that delivering such terrible news was not his job this time.

Pulling firmly at the hem of his jacket, Darling led the way downstairs.





Chapter Two

“it can’t be him! you must be wrong. He’s on his way to Vancouver! No, he’s there by now!” Mrs. Harold was clutching her cup of tea on the table with both hands as if to anchor herself, but her hands began to shake, and tea splashed over her fingers. She pulled her hands away and put them in her lap. “Please! You must check again!” Shaking her head, she asked, “What was he even doing there? He was supposed to be on the road.”

The interview room, while hardly welcoming, was the only place Mrs. Harold could have some privacy. Darling was sitting kitty-corner to her at the small table. “I know your husband, Mrs. Harold. I’m afraid there is no mistake. We will, of course, have to have you make a formal identification.”

She wheeled on him. “But how? How could he just die like that?”

Darling struggled with what to say next. It was patently obvious how he died; however, the victim had not undergone a post-mortem, so Darling did not, strictly speaking, have complete information.

“Was it his heart? He has a bad heart. The doctor told him to slow down. And he smokes way too much. I’m sure it’s bad for you, whatever people say. That’s why I didn’t want him going off to Vancouver like that, but he said he had to, for the business.”

“We’re not sure of all the details as yet, Mrs. Harold. It does look as though someone . . . struck him,” Darling said after a pause.

The blood drained from Mrs. Harold’s face, and she looked for a moment as if she would faint. She reached for the edge of the table as if she were making a great effort of will not to pass out. “Struck him?” she croaked. “What do you mean, ‘struck him’? Who’s going to strike him?”

“We aren’t sure at the moment. Is there anyone with whom your husband has had a disagreement?”

“My husband doesn’t have disagreements. He gets along with everybody!” As if the news was only now beginning to reach her awareness, tears welled up and she seemed to sink into the chair. “I’ve never seen him have a disagreement with anyone in my life,” she said in a low voice.

“Who can we ask to come and be with you, Mrs. Harold?” Ames asked. He had been sitting opposite her taking very discreet notes.

She shook her head miserably. “My cousin’s wife, I guess. She’s up the hill past the hospital. I . . . I don’t drive. Barbara Dee.”

At that moment there was a soft knock on the door; Ames opened it and turned to nod at Darling.

“I’ll leave Sergeant Ames here to look after you. May I telephone her?”

“Her number is 344X.”

Ames nodded. Darling said, “The medical examiner is here, Mrs. Harold. I may be able to tell you more soon.”

Mrs. Harold stood up, shaking the table slightly. “Can I see him now?”

“Not just yet. We’ll need to go over the scene as closely as possible so that we can try to understand the sequence of events. Do you mind talking with Sergeant Ames? Just tell him as much as you can about his movements, his associates, his friends, any other family members. Anything might help.”

Back upstairs, Darling found Dr. Miyazaki. He was of a slight build with receding dark hair and had a long face with a generous mouth. He wore a grey suit and stood perfectly still, watching Darling.

“Dr. Miyazaki, it’s so good of you to come. I’m Inspector Darling, Nelson Police.” Darling offered his hand, which was taken up by Miyazaki briefly.

“Masajiro Miyazaki. I am only too happy to help where I can.” He smiled suddenly. “Luckily I have my camera.” He held this up. “I often take pictures as part of my analysis.”

“Excellent. You clearly have experience with this. Where have you come from?”

“Lillooet. I am here to meet with one of your local doctors on a toxicology case. He has the expertise I don’t have. Tell me about your victim.”

“I can do better than that. Come. He’s just up the street.” He led Dr. Miyazaki out the door. “Your practice is in Lillooet?” Darling asked as they made their way to the jewellery shop.

“And anywhere horse, truck, or train can take me. I’ve been there since the war. I was interned nearby at Bridge River, and when the only doctor in the area died, they asked me to come and take over. Not everyone has been happy, as you can imagine, but I am grateful to the imagination of whoever it was that didn’t want to waste the skills of a practitioner on a faulty principle. I am an osteopath, but I’ve done some of everything, including pathology. I always imagined such a place when I was a boy in Japan. We had these ideas about the ‘wild west.’ It has not disappointed! Well, not completely, of course. I did not expect citizens would be interned by the government. But a wonderful place, nonetheless.”

“It must be very hard going in the winter. I’ve heard the roads can be impassable,” Darling commented.

Dr. Miyazaki smiled. “I have devised a sort of ambulance from one of those single rail-track cars. It’s been useful many times when the roads are blocked!”

“An inventor as well,” Darling said with admiration. “This way.” He indicated the store across the street.

They arrived to find that the crowd had dwindled to a few curious passersby who stopped to stare at both Terrell and the store he was guarding. Tom Booker stood on his own with his hands in the pockets of his filthy overcoat, his mouth working under his ragged beard.

“What’s goin’ on?” he called out to Darling, his words slurring.

Darling stopped and excused himself and came as close to Booker as he dared. “Have you been up all night, Mr. Booker? Did you see anything?” He tilted his head toward the store.

“Not me, no sir. I mind my own business.” He turned and shuffled down the street, flapping a hand dismissively.

Darling shook his head at the insoluble problem of the Tom Bookers of this world, spit out broken by the Great War and left to rattle through the rest of their days on the edges of society. He sighed and returned to the doctor. “Dr. Miyazaki, this is Constable Terrell, our newest recruit on the force.”

Terrell offered his hand, and nodded to the slight bow the doctor made as they shook hands. “How do you do, sir?”

“Very well, thank you, Constable. How are you enjoying Nelson?”

“I’m very happy here, sir. It’s a good community. Well, I mean usually. Not for poor Mr. Harold in there, I’m afraid.”

“No indeed,” agreed the doctor.

“We’ll go around the back, Doctor,” Darling said, taking the set of keys out of his pocket.

“Sir, I think we ought to get the window boarded up. Anyone could go in at night and take what’s left. If you’re here for a few minutes, I’d like to arrange for someone to come from Dean’s Lumber.”

“Good idea. Get a No Trespassing sign as well. Off you go, then. And get the van boys lined up to get Mr. Harold out of here.”

Darling led Dr. Miyazaki around into the alley and thence to the office. The sun was nearly directly overhead now, and Darling pulled the curtains back from the window in the office to let in more light. “Electricity off, I’m afraid.”

The doctor stood looking at the victim. Harold had fallen straight forward when he’d been struck, and his forehead rested on the desk. Blood had trailed through his hair and down his neck and dried in uneven black lines on his skin. Darkening stains showed where blood had dripped onto the collar of his white shirt. Dr. Miyazaki took out his camera and shot several pictures of the scene as a whole.

“He was hit very hard with something that cratered his skull here,” he said, pointing to where the wound gaped a little to the right of centre on the upper part of Harold’s head. He looked toward the door. “Perhaps the assailant came through the door over there and hit him before he was aware someone had come in. The victim would have passed into unconsciousness almost immediately. I expect it did not take long for him to die. There was a robbery, I suppose, judging by the mess. What time do you guess this took place?”

“Last night some time, we think. It was raining heavily, and his coat is still damp.”

Miyazaki nodded and looked at the floor. “Nothing clear in the way of footprints.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of rubber gloves. Mr. Harold’s hands were resting on the desk, on either side of his head, as if he’d been leaning on both elbows when he was struck. Dr. Miyazaki gently lifted the man’s fingers and then gave the foot under the chair a light kick. “As you can see, there is still some give in the fingers and the feet from the ankle, so complete rigour has not set in. It is not an exact science, I’m afraid, whatever Sherlock may say; however, I would say this man died somewhere between ten last night and, say, two in the morning?”

Ten, Darling thought in surprise. “His wife said he was in Vancouver. She can’t understand why he was here, or how he came to die here. At ten,” he added. “What was he doing here?”

“That must be a rhetorical question, Inspector. I’m afraid no medical science can answer it. What I see is that he was perhaps working at his desk, concentrating so that he did not hear his attacker’s approach. It doesn’t look to me like more than one blow was delivered here.” He took up a pencil from the desk and parted some of the blood-caked hair to one side so that Darling could see. “You see here? These shattered edges are all from that one strike, and it was powerful enough to have driven in a good two or three inches. A right-handed blow, judging by the location just right of the midline here.”

Darling closed his eyes for a moment and then peered at the unsavoury mix of smashed bone and brain. The one thing about Gilly was that he didn’t require so much participation, he thought. “I don’t think a hammer would have done that,” he suggested. “Unless it was wielded by Paul Bunyan.”

Miyazaki smiled almost cheerfully. “Ah yes, the American folk hero. I learned about him while I was at medical school in the United States.”

“He might not be American after all. I read that the real-life person was a French Canadian lumberjack. But this was not an axe,” Darling suggested, getting back to the task at hand.

“No. That might have cleaved his skull. I am going to suggest something like a cobbler’s hammer. Not a regular hammer, I don’t think. The claw of the shoemaker’s tool is longer than that of a normal hammer. You see, it has gone in quite far. Failing that, an upholsterer’s tack hammer? The wound is the right size and shape, but the instrument would have been wielded with a great deal of force because it is relatively light. A geological sample pick, perhaps? They have the right sort of shape but are heavier. Whatever it was accomplished the task in one blow and made a second one unnecessary. I hope I can tell you more after my investigation.”



“i can’t understand it,” Gwen said. “There’s absolutely nothing up here. I can’t think what would explode like that.”

Lane, who was puffing slightly from the steady uphill climb through dense and still-wet underbrush and thick forest, noticed that neither Gwen nor Mabel was breathing heavily at all. They had been climbing for almost half an hour, winding through the trees and stepping through bracken and years of accumulated twigs and branches. “Do you come up here often?”

“Mabel more than I do. She comes up with the dogs and sits on that outcrop over there like one of those swamis.” Gwen pointed through the trees to where, about twenty yards farther, the dense growth of trees thinned, and the sky brightened the edge of the shadowy forest.

“You can laugh at me,” Mabel said, “but it gives me perspective. You ought to try it sometime.”

They had been keeping a steady pace. Even with the path Mabel and the dogs had made, it was rough going. It was steep in parts, and trees made it difficult to see if they were going in the right direction.

“There’s a clearing up ahead. We should be able to see where that smoke is coming from.”

Lane was relieved to be out in the full daylight and she took a breath. The smell of burning hit her suddenly.

“We must be close! I can smell the smoke.” She looked over the tops of the trees across the clearing. “Over there!”

Although it was no longer as thick and black as what they’d seen from the house, there was still a trail of smoke rising a little to the left and above them.

They hurried across the clearing and plunged back into the trees toward the smoke, now without the benefit of Mabel’s path.

“It must be close,” Lane began, when they all heard a faint cry.

They stopped in their tracks. After a long silence in which there was nothing but the soft rustling of the trees, it came again.

“It sounds like a child!” Lane said, horrified. She plunged ahead toward an open area where the dark billows of smoke they’d seen from below were dissipating into a thin coil of yellowy vapour. The cry had come from the far side of what looked like another clearing.

The cocker spaniels, low to the ground, coursed through the underbrush. The scene that greeted the party was hellish. A deep cratered rend in the earth, with trees blown down in an arc, splintered and tangled, and scorched underbrush. The rank smell of the explosion struck Lane at once. Not just the charred flora but something more chemical. There were little licks of flame scattered in the blast area coming out of a considerable pile of ash. The previous night’s rain looked to be keeping the flames from spreading.

Lane looked desperately for the source of the human sound, but all she could see was the destruction of this bit of forest. She saw the dogs flit forward and stumbled after them. Pushing through the underbrush, she saw her—a little girl of no more than nine or ten years lying on her side, looking as though she’d been tossed there by a careless giant.

“She’s almost passed out,” Lane exclaimed, kneeling beside the little figure. She was reluctant to touch her until she’d ascertained what sort of injuries she had. It was an enormous relief to see that no limbs had been blown off, but her left leg lay unnaturally, and her foot was badly burned, as was a good deal of her right arm. She was wearing a pair of shorts and a little cotton T-shirt with orange and red stripes that was badly burned and torn by the explosion. There might be more burning under that, Lane thought. The girl’s thick dark braids appeared undamaged, though her eyebrows and the fringe on her forehead were singed. Her shoes were nowhere to be seen, and the undamaged foot had only a sock hanging off it. Then Lane frowned. Some of the damage on her legs looked like it had been caused by shrapnel. Wartime wounds. She looked around briefly. Surely not? But shrapnel could shatter a bone, which might explain her obviously broken leg.

“She looks Chinese,” Gwen said falteringly. “Why . . . ?” She looked around at the vast empty forest in puzzlement.

“Canteen,” snapped Mabel.

Gwen fetched it out of the bag and handed it to Lane, who very gingerly placed an arm under the girl’s neck and lifted her head to try to induce her to drink. At the feel of the water the little girl’s lips moved, and they could see that some was slipping down her throat.

“I don’t think there’s much in my bag that can do any good just now,” said Mabel.

“You’re all right now,” Lane said softly to the child, though she was herself very unconvinced of this. An explosion, she knew, could do untold internal damage as well. “We’ll get you to help.”

“Look,” said Gwen, taking off the enormous denim shirt she wore over her clothes most days. “The two of you could carry her out of here, at least to the track along the upper orchard. You could make a sort of sling out of my shirt. I’m going to stamp out those flames here and then get back down to call Robin Harris—”

“Oh, he’s going to be no end of help,” Mabel said.

“Wait, if you don’t mind,” Gwen continued with asperity. “I’ll get him to meet you at the road so he can drive her back to the house. I’ll also call the ambulance. That’s going to take at least an hour, if not more, from town, but it will take time to get her out of here.”

“Good thinking, Gwen,” Lane said. “Before you go, could you just look around the perimeter of this crater to see if there is anyone else? I can’t understand why this little girl is here on her own.” Gwen nodded and set off around the edge of the burned area.

“On second thought,” Lane said, as they laid the shirt out next to the injured girl, “my car is at yours, so I could drive her into town with no wait at all.”

“There’s no one else here,” Gwen called. “It’s very peculiar. Why was she here alone?” She set about putting out what flames could be seen in the centre of the crater, though most were dying on their own in the dampness of the morning. “This is peculiar too. It looks like just a pile of paper caught fire. I guess everything else is too wet.”

Mabel and Lane discussed how best to use the shirt and settled on laying the girl across the middle of the shirt so that there was a sleeve and a shirt tail at either side of her head and feet. Grasped tightly together, these would make a fairly stable hammock for the trip down the mountain. The little girl was painfully slight and had made no sound since the cry that had alerted them to her being there. Lane wondered if she would have the strength to survive whatever had happened.

“And, Gwen, my husband has some kit from his flying days. It’s on the top shelf of a little cupboard in the hall. A khaki bag. Could you get down to mine and pick it up? I don’t know what’s in it, but maybe something to protect her hand and foot while we get her to hospital. Here are my car keys.” She realized that what Gwen was proposing about Robin Harris and his tractor made sense; Lane’s car would never get onto the rough track at the upper end of the orchard. He could drive their little patient down to the house. “And do get Harris as quick as you can. And here, take my bag.”

Gwen hurried off, the bag bumping against her side. “Come on, you!” she called to the dogs. The two spaniels looked up from where they were sniffing, and one obediently trotted after Gwen, but the other had moved farther afield and had his nose to the ground.

“Come on, Eddie. Leave that!” Gwen barked. She’d started down the hill but turned again. “Eddie, no one needs you here. Come!” With evident reluctance, the spaniel gave a bark at some ravens that had settled in a nearby tree and trotted after his mistress.



lane gave the little girl more water and talked soothingly to her. Then she said, “What is your name? Mine is Lane, and this is Mabel.”

The girl didn’t open her eyes, but her lips moved fractionally.

“Now, we’re going to put you into a nice little hammock, and we’re going to carry you down as gently as possible. I want you to tell us if anything hurts too much, all right?”

The girl still did not open her eyes, but it was possible that she had nodded almost imperceptibly, or had Lane imagined it? Had the blast somehow affected her eyes or her hearing? Lane wondered. She was clearly in shock. They would have to hurry.

Wishing she’d worn a cardigan or jumper she could cover the child with, Lane positioned her arms under the girl’s shoulders and hips while Mabel supported her legs so they wouldn’t flop around, and they lifted her as slowly as they could. “There we are,” she said softly, but the girl began to whimper as soon as she was raised. “Just another second, dear,” Lane responded. Then, with relief, they settled her into the middle of the shirt.

Lane wanted to let the child rest for a moment, to briefly recover from the ordeal of being moved, but she knew they had no time to waste. She nodded at Mabel, and the two of them each took up their end of the impromptu stretcher and began the slow journey down the hill.

Gwen had not seen under the mess of felled trees and bushes when she’d been stamping out the fire. In fairness, the dead woman there was completely invisible underneath it.




Chapter Three

“tell me about mr. harold. Did you meet him here?” Ames asked.

Mrs. Harold kept glancing nervously at the door, but she did finally turn and look at him. “Yes. I was born and brought up here. Ronald’s family came from the old country before the Great War. He moved here when he was a little boy. I met him in 1921. He was so handsome.” She stopped.

Ames waited. It was as though the truth had finally come through that her husband was dead.

She looked up at him, her eyes reddening. “You have to find the person who did this,” she said. And after another long pause, “Why was he there? If he hadn’t been there, he would be alive.” She shook her head. “He likes to make the trip at night because there’s less traffic on the roads. I . . . I didn’t know he was stopping at the shop.”

“What time did he leave your house?”

“Twenty after nine, maybe. I was going to stay up and listen to the news on the wireless. Maybe Marty . . .”

“Marty. Who is he?”

Mrs. Harold nodded, as if in tacit approval of this change in direction. “Martin Humphries. They met in the army. They were in the same unit. I can’t remember now. They both came from Cornwall, you know, on the coast. Funny thing was, they discovered they were distant cousins. Second once removed or something. I never understand that sort of thing.” She hesitated and appeared about to cry again. “We were going to go back to visit, but we never did. In fact, he’d been talking about going just in the last few months. I never met his people.” She paused. “Well, except his little brother, Bill, but he signed up in ’39 and was killed when the ship he was going over on was torpedoed.”

“So, he had no other family here?”

She shook her head.

“Martin Humphries is the locksmith,” Ames remembered suddenly.

“That’s right. He has a little place near the jam factory on Vernon. Oh! He has to be told. He’ll be wild. They were inseparable,” she said, wringing her hands. “I don’t think I . . . I don’t think I . . .”

“It’s all right, Mrs. Harold. I’ll want to talk to him in any case. He may be able to help us.”

He was going to have to ask, he knew it. “Mrs. Harold, can you think of why your husband might have gone to the store?”

She looked up at him, and Ames could see from her expression that she couldn’t even understand the question. What she couldn’t understand, he knew, was her husband’s behaviour, his death.

“Tell me about his trips. Was it usual for him to go out to Vancouver as part of the business?” Ames tried.

This seemed to pull her back from the brink. “Yes, that’s right. He would go on buying trips. The longer ones were a couple of times a year, out to Vancouver, you know. Well, during the war. It was harder to get stock. It used to be more like once a year. And then, of course, he’d make the rounds of the local towns.”

“The rounds?” Ames asked. He could understand buying trips to a large city, though he wondered if the volume of jewellery sold could really require two such trips. But why to smaller communities?

“Yes, you know, to meet with other jewellers and so on. Day trips, like. I suppose to discuss trends and trade a bit. That’s how he explained it. Of course, most of his business in town was jewellery and watch repair, that sort of thing. Sometimes he had shorter trips to deliver things he fixed to people with no car who had a hard time getting into town. I stay here to hold the fort.”

Ames nodded. “He did good work. My mother had a necklace repaired by your husband. He restrung a pearl necklace when it broke. He did a very nice job.”

“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Harold said. “That’s always a very time-consuming repair. He would have to put a knot between each pearl to really make sure all the pearls wouldn’t be lost if the string broke.” Relating the details of the repair seemed to calm her slightly.

“And you worked in the shop?” He wasn’t sure where this line of questioning might lead, but he never learned the answer as there was a knock on the door frame.

“There’s a Mrs. Dee here, Sergeant, for the lady,” O’Brien said quietly, nodding in Mrs. Harold’s direction.

Ames rose and thanked him. Hovering just in the hall was a tall and not unattractive woman of middle years, wearing a pale green, light summer coat and an almost-matching brimmed hat of some twenty years’ vintage, which still looked smart on her. “Mrs. Dee?”

“Yes. Dear God, how is she?”

“She’ll be happy to see you, I’m sure.” She struck Ames as a no-nonsense sort of woman, who might be just the ticket for this situation. “Come on through.”

“Wait. Has she seen him yet?”

“Not yet. They are still investigating the scene. The medical man and Inspector Darling.”

“With your permission, I’d like to take her home and look after her. When you need her for anything, you can call and we’ll come back.”

Ames felt that he’d run the course on his interview for the moment and could not envision how long it would take for the pathologist to get the body to the morgue and do whatever it was those people did. He agreed with Mrs. Dee’s plan, and then mentally crossed his fingers that he was right.

As the two women were leaving, Mrs. Harold gave herself over completely to tears of grief and confusion.

Ames sighed and stretched, then went up to his office to compose his notes onto his foolscap pad. Harold had no enemies, as far as his wife knew, and his best friend was Martin Humphries, who was some sort of cousin whom he met during the Great War. Harold had moved to Canada as a child, and he had had a much younger brother named Bill who signed up in ’39 and was killed when the ship taking them overseas was torpedoed. No other immediate family alive. And he had left his home at quarter to ten.

Ames looked at what he’d written. The thing he found surprising was how often the jeweller was away “for the business.” There were a couple of trips to Vancouver a year, and then, Mrs. Harold had said, a number of smaller trips to small towns around the province. She’d acted as if these were perfectly normal, but Ames couldn’t see why a jeweller needed to travel to all these other places. So, Mr. Harold had managed to spend a good deal of time away. Ames wondered why.



“of course, the poor tyke probably can’t really hear anything,” Mabel commented as they picked their way back down the mountain. The edge of the upper orchard was just visible below them.

“No, you’re right. I’ve been near blasts, the London bombing, you know, and it can take a little while for the hearing to come back.” Lane knew people who’d suffered permanent loss of hearing and earnestly hoped that would not be true for this little girl. How close had she been to whatever had blown up? And what the heck was it that had exploded? She looked up. The temperature had increased and a few wisps of clouds floated overhead, as though it were just any other lovely day.

Their progress was slow because they wanted to jostle her as little as possible. Lane looked at the girl constantly and wanted to stop and make sure she was all right, but she knew it would be better to get her to safety quickly. Long before they arrived at the orchard’s edge, they heard Harris’s tractor toiling up the hill and then stopping.

Suddenly the girl made a sound like a small animal cry, and both women stopped. She lay deep in the fold of their makeshift stretcher, her face just visible, and her dark eyes were open, staring at Lane, wide and uncomprehending.

“You’re awake,” Lane said softly. “You’ve had an accident, and we’re getting you to help. You’re going to be all right.” She nodded at Mabel. “It’s not far now. Just close your eyes and try to rest.” She demonstrated by closing her own.

Robin Harris, King’s Cove’s grizzled curmudgeon who lived near the turnoff up to the hamlet from the main road, was standing beside his tractor waiting for them with a damp, shredding, hand-rolled cigarette between his lips. The minute he caught sight of them, he threw the cigarette down, ground it out with the toe of his boot, and hurried forward holding his arms out.

“Here, give that to me.”

“Careful,” Mabel said. “She’s in a bad way.”

Scowling at her admonition, Harris took the whole bundle in his arms, and looked at the girl as the shirt fell away. He shook his head. “It’s too bumpy on the tractor. Mabel, drive the tractor back; I’ll carry her to the house. And we’d better hurry. Poor kid.” He started immediately in the direction of the Hughes house, taking long strides in his rubber boots between two rows of apple trees.

Lane trotted after him, trying to keep an eye on the girl’s face, but she had closed her eyes again.

They moved quickly without speaking through the upper orchard, across a strip of sunlit meadow grass, and into the next orchard. The apple trees were already covered in the tiny green beads that would grow to become King’s Cove’s main source of revenue by September.

When they came out into the garden, they found Gwen waiting with a canvas bag in hand and a raised umbrella, which she hurried to hold over Harris and his young burden to block out the sun. Lane rushed to her car and then opened the door so that the girl could be placed on the seat in the back. “I’m going to drive her in; it will take far less time than waiting for the ambulance. Gwen, let’s see what’s in the bag. I think there might be burn gloves with some sort of ointment or something.”

Lane unclasped the bag, finding what she might expect: rolls of gauze, various bottles of pills, and then boric acid ointment for burns. Should she put this on her? She cast her mind back to her first aid training. Cover the burns with clean gauze, no ointment. Pulling more things out of the bag, she found big folds of gauze. There was a pair of yellow gloves coated on the inside with something. Darling had talked about the importance of these as part of an airman’s kit. The gloves and ointment would have been for airmen wounded in crashes, far from help. Deciding against them, as the girl would be helped at the end of the hour it would take to get her to town, she opened the folds of gauze and placed them gently over the angry burns. She watched the girl’s face. She did not respond. This caused Lane to anxiously feel for her pulse. Still beating.

“She seems to be unconscious. Merciful, under the circumstances,” she said.

Gladys had come from the house and now stood holding a couple of blankets. “You’ll want these,” she said.

Lane took the blankets. “I want to be able to keep her warm for the shock, but I don’t want to put anything over those burns besides the gauze.” She carefully positioned one blanket over the upper part of her body, leaving the burned arm free. “That’s going to have to do. I’d better get off.”

“I couldn’t believe what Gwen was telling me,” Gladys said. “Why would she be up there by herself?”

“Can you call the hospital and tell them to expect me? Tell them she is unconscious but has a steady pulse, and that she has a badly burned foot, likely a broken leg, a burned arm, and possible other damage. Tell them she was near an explosion.” Lane got into the car and immediately wished the blankets didn’t smell quite so robustly of mothballs.

Mabel came from the house with the army canteen, which she’d refilled. “Hope it doesn’t spring a leak.” She handed it in to Lane.

Harris had come around to the passenger door and was looking at the girl. Gently he reached over and tucked the blanket a little more securely around her. “Canteen!” he commanded, holding out his hand.

Lane handed it over and Harris, with infinite care, lifted the girl’s head enough to feed a little water onto her parched lips. He gave a brisk little nod of satisfaction at watching the water trickle into her mouth. He gave her a little more and capped the canteen, backing out of the car and putting it on the passenger seat. “She’s not unconscious, but she’s just holding on,” he said. “Now, you stop on the way a couple of times and give her water,” he ordered.

She nodded. Harris’s peremptory manner was reassuring; he sounded as if he knew what he was doing, and she was grateful. Perhaps he was drawing from his own battleground experience, distant though the Great War now was.

Gladys shook her head and turned back to the house, when they had watched Lane disappear down their driveway. “Who the devil is she?” she asked no one in particular. “I’ve got the kettle on.”

Harris leaned his elbows glumly on the kitchen table while Gwen poured hot water into the teapot. He’d equipped himself with another hand-rolled cigarette, and it rested on his lip, smoke lazily rising to the ceiling. “Who’d let a little thing wander by herself in the forest?”

Mabel looked at him in surprise. She’d poured some milk into a creamer and was putting it on the table. He sounded positively gentle. “You’re taking it a bit hard,” she said. He didn’t respond but sat up straight and drew on his cigarette and then knocked the ash into an ashtray.

“What would someone like that be doing out there on the mountain anyway?” Gladys asked.

“Someone like what?” Harris surprised them all by asking. His tone was combative. That, at least, was normal for him.

“Well, you know, a little Chinese or Japanese girl, whatever she is. The Japanese must have all left those camps by now and gone back to the coast, and there are no Chinese families anywhere around. Not around here. They’re more up near town.”

Harris, already looking thunderous, said, “What does it matter what she is? She’s a little girl. Someone’s going to have to find her people. She’s all alone just now.”

“All right, all right,” Gladys said, trying to pacify him. “I didn’t mean anything by it. I just don’t understand.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” Harris said morosely.

“Mother, what did the police say when you called?” Gwen said, wanting to change the subject, though she, like her mother and sister, was very surprised at Harris’s attitude. She’d never known him to express concern for another living human out loud, for all he helped them with the orchards, and came to their aid with plumbing and house repairs whenever they needed it.

“They told me to call the rcmp as there’s some sort of crisis on at the police station, and the Mounties said they were on a case up Lardeau way and couldn’t get out right now. They wanted to know if there was any danger of fire, and I said I didn’t think so. There wasn’t, was there?”

Mabel shook her head. “The ground was soaked. Gwen stamped out the few flickers of fire. It was barely even smoking by the time we got there.”



once lane had cleared King’s Cove, she went as fast as she dared on the gravel main road to Nelson, crossing her fingers that she would not be stuck behind logging trucks or tractors, impediments that could add a good twenty minutes to the nearly hour-long drive into town. Praying that the girl would not die—indeed, was not already dead—Lane rested her left arm on the window ledge. She had time, at last, to think about what on earth could have happened way up the side of the mountain, where nothing and no one were meant to be.



terrell and several passersby watched the boarding up of the jewellery store’s window. Both the greengrocer and someone from the laundry were outside, leaning on their door frames, arms crossed. “What happened?” asked a young mother with a baby asleep in an expensive-looking pram.

“Break-in, ma’am.”

The woman frowned and looked around. “In the middle of the day?”

He shook his head. “Last night.”

“Poor Mr. and Mrs. Harold! It’s shocking that something like this could happen in Nelson.”

“I agree. It’s surprising.” Terrell was indeed surprised. He’d come to know Nelson as a small and more or less tolerant town where this sort of thing ought not to happen.

“Well, I hope something is being done about it,” the young woman said, walking on, as if suspicious that the police, or Terrell in particular, might shirk their duty.

“Yes, ma’am.” Terrell nodded and touched the rim of his cap, wondering what she’d think when she learned that Mr. Harold had been found dead in his office.

That news did not take long to get around when the hospital van was driven around the corner and into the alley. The man from the laundry said something to someone inside and bolted up the street and into the mouth of the alley to watch. He was not alone. The progress of people walking down toward Baker Street was arrested by the urgency of the activity behind the store, and they stood, watching and murmuring.

“Someone broke into the store, but that van means someone’s maybe been hurt.”

They were rewarded in due course by the appearance of a shrouded figure on a stretcher carried by two men, who loaded it into the back of the van.

“’Scuse me, move please,” someone said, pushing through. It was Dillon, the photographer from the Nelson Daily News. He sprinted toward the van with his camera and began to take pictures of the van, the body disappearing into it, the back of the store, and then of Inspector Darling and Dr. Miyazaki emerging from the back of the shop. Darling locked the door and prepared for the journalist’s assault.

“What’s happened here? Someone been hurt?” Dillon asked. His camera now loose and hanging by its strap on his neck, he’d taken out a notebook. “Is it true someone broke into the store?”

“Well, if you saw who broke into the store, that would be helpful,” Darling remarked.

“Sorry. Who’s that?” The journalist nodded at the now closed rear doors of the van.

“I’m afraid I can’t say at the moment,” Darling said, gently touching Dr. Miyazaki’s elbow to guide him past the throng and back toward the police station.

“And you are?” Dillon said to the doctor.

Under normal circumstances, Darling would not have bothered to answer any of Dillon’s rude questions, but he didn’t want the doctor badgered. “This is Dr. Miyazaki, the medical examiner who is helping in our investigation. Thank you.”

“Medical examiner?” Dillon said, staring at Dr. Miyazaki.

Darling indicated the conclusion of the interview and said no more. On the street, he caught Terrell’s attention and jerked his head in the direction of the police station. Once they were safely inside, he gave a slight sigh. “O’Brien?”

“Yes, sir. Mrs. Harold has been collected by a friend and will be available to identify the body when you are ready.”

Darling nodded his thanks and turned to Dr. Miyazaki. “I’ll run you up to the hospital now. We have a little morgue here, but you might be more comfortable there, so I’ve sent the van there.”

“Thank you, Inspector. I am happy anywhere, I assure you. You would be quite astonished at the places I have done my work!”

Darling smiled. “I’m sure I would. O’Brien, let Ames know I’ll be back shortly. Doctor?”

Dr. Miyazaki nodded courteously to
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