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				Thank you so much for reading one of
			

			
				Len Boswell’s Simon Grave Mystery novels.
			

			
				If you enjoyed the experience, please check out our recommended title for your next great read!
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				“The Bottom Line: A truly hilarious mystery in the tradition of Janet Evanovich, Thomas Davidson and Rich Leder.”
			

			
				–BEST THRILLERS
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				To all I love without condition,
			

			
				To all I love without omission.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Never doubt.
			

			
				 
			

			
				And to my dear sister, Nancy,
			

			
				Victoria’s new BFF. 
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				“The scary thing about the future . . . There will be tiny cameras everywhere, and they’ll be flying around like mosquitoes and drones. That will be bad. Drones are scary. You can’t reason with a drone.”
			

			
				—Matt Groening
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Drones overall will be more impactful than I think people recognize, in positive ways to help society.”
			

			
				—Bill Gates
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You need to put drones under control; you need to lay out certain rules of engagement in order to prevent or minimize collateral casualties. It is extremely important.”
			

			
				—Vladimir Putin
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Drones can be useful tools, and I am all about useful tools. One of my mottos is ‘the right tool for the right job.’”
			

			
				—Martha Stewart 
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				Whir, whoosh, zoom! The sound was near deafening as forty-three drones, one for each diner at Le Crabe Bleu, tested the limits of synonyms as they hovered, bustled, scuttled, scrambled, scampered, and generally fluttered about overhead. Some went this way, some went that, and still others just hovered. But all had the same goal: fussing over their owners. The result was a pulsating din of humming, droning, whirring, and buzzing, with an occasional hiss or fizzy lifting sound thrown in.
			

			
				It was a wonder that diners were able to eat at all, so distracting was the chaos in the sky. But eat they did, feasting on the upscale fare of the only French café in Crab Cove. A few blocks away, at Bob’s Crab Shack, tourists were hammering away at blue crabs steamed in Old Bay Seasoning, but here in the faux-French café, as the drones weaved and wobbled, the diners nibbled daintily at minuscule portions of Crabe Impérial and the café’s signature dish, Crique de Crabe, a dish named after the town and featuring a piquant blend of lump crab meat, scallions, and New Bay Seasoning. Oh, you could get a steamed crab at Le Crabe Bleu, but the waiter would present it to you on a silver tray and dismantle it for you right at your table, with the feigned panache and swooping arm movements of a master of magic and prestidigitation.
			

			
				Detective Simon Grave stared down at his now-empty dish, which the waiter insisted on calling a plah—the sound suggesting that the waiter was about to heave—and then turned his attention back to the drones. On an ordinary day, he wouldn’t have noticed them at all, so commonplace were they now—just another part of daily living—but his own personal drone, Barry, had made a point of commenting extensively on them.
			

			
				“Do you know, sir, that there was once a time in Crab Cove when carrier pigeons filled the sky in such numbers that they blotted out the sun? Why, getting lunch would require nothing more than to point your shotgun skyward, in any direction, and you’d soon have a feast at your feet.”
			

			
				Grave looked down at his plah, which was so small he could blot it out by just putting his thumb between it and his eye. “I suppose a lot of other less desirable stuff fell from the sky as well.”
			

			
				Barry was a bit taken aback. “Er, yes, but that’s not my point, sir.”
			

			
				“Well, what is your point, Barry?”
			

			
				“So many drones sir. So much noise. Wouldn’t it be better to find a smaller, more accommodating restaurant where conversations did not require some familiarity with lip-reading?”
			

			
				Grave shrugged. “I see what you mean, Barry, but this is actually perfect for my meeting.”
			

			
				Barry fluttered down to eye level. “With the retective?”
			

			
				“Yes, an annoying buzz might be just the thing to cut this meeting short.”
			

			
				Barry tilted his rotors down by way of nodding. “I sense a certain reluctance on your part to participate fully in the retective’s investigation.”
			

			
				“You think?”
			

			
				If Barry could have smirked, he would have, but like all the personal drones, or PDs, flying about, he had no means of physical expression. However, he was a master at intonation. If a smirk was called for, his voice software would provide just the right intonation to simulate that smirk.
			

			
				“Come now, Simon, you know that retectives are a wonderful resource for detectives, providing detailed analyses of past cases, from process to logic to every aspect of a case. What you detect, they retect. It’s a win-win.”
			

			
				Grave offered his own smirk, which had more years of experience. “Second-guessing is what they do.”
			

			
				“Call it what you will, Simon. Their goal is to make you a better detective.”
			

			
				“Whatever,” said Grave, glancing at his watch. “Tell you what, Barry, we have a few minutes. Do you see that young lady at the table near the sidewalk?”
			

			
				“Yes, quite beautiful, but perhaps too young for a man in his forties.”
			

			
				Grave offered a more nuanced smirk. “Spare me the commentary. Go have a chat with her drone, do a compatibility test, and so on. If things are simpatico, see if she might be interested in dinner.”
			

			
				Barry issued what his programmer proudly called “Sigh 67,” and buzzed away, leaving Grave to survey the scene, and what a scene it was.
			

			
				A year ago, in 2052, this same Crab Cove café would have had a similar group of regulars and tourists, but unlike today, they would have been talking to one another or, more likely, talking with someone on their cellphones. That had all changed. Cellphones were now as dead as rotary phones, replaced by personal drones that offered so much more than phone service, internet access, and a dizzying variety of apps. Yes, a cellphone could do many things, but it couldn’t get you a beer when you were too tired to leave the couch.
			

			
				The switchover had been abrupt. Apple had simply announced that it was no longer making cellphones, and that was that. After a brief period, during which people chained themselves to cellphone towers, cellphones were no more. People of means lined up to buy expensive Apple “Flutters,” which featured a combination of ionic-wind, zero-gravity, and dark-matter propulsion that made them nearly silent, in a variety of sizes from gnat-like swarms to larger, cat-sized monodrones. Other manufacturers had to scramble to keep up, their early models nothing more than slightly enhanced delivery or military drones featuring batteries and noisy rotors. And Crab Cove being Crab Cove, the preponderance of models hovering over Le Crabe Bleu, including Barry, were these old clunky types that were largely responsible for the high-decibel aural attack. They even drowned out the screaming of the seagulls.
			

			
				Grave could see from his vantage point that the meeting of drones was not going well. The young woman’s drone kept backing away from Barry, who persisted, chasing it around a nearby tree before giving up and returning to hover above Grave’s table.
			

			
				“Her drone, Maureen, a SimSat 111 if you didn’t notice, says she’s available, but not for the likes of you.”
			

			
				Grave cringed. “The likes of me? Ouch.”
			

			
				“I persisted, of course, pointing out your broad shoulders, considerable height, and Dudley Do-Right charms.”
			

			
				“Jesus, Barry, how many times do I have to tell you to not mention that dolt?”
			

			
				“Sorry, sir, but the image provides a helpful shorthand to anyone considering you as a likely mate. It can be crucial when time is of the essence. Moves the negotiations along.”
			

			
				“But I’m nothing like Dudley Do-Right. I’m more handsome, smarter, and vastly more charming.”
			

			
				Barry just hovered silently, as if he were trying to ride out the storm of misplaced boasting. Clinically speaking, Grave was almost handsome, just north of nondescript, with an IQ that suggested “C” student, and a charm that fluctuated between blunt and not so much. As for social skills, well, think minimal.
			

			
				Grave knew Barry was suppressing a smirk of enormous size and complexity. “Oh, all right. Any more feedback?”
			

			
				Barry hesitated.
			

			
				“Well?” said Grave.
			

			
				“Um, well, the word “geezer” was used more than once, and she thinks your Hawaiian shirt is at best gauche. Her words, not mine.”
			

			
				Grave sighed. “Oh, terrific.”
			

			
				“Well, you are in your forties, sir.”
			

			
				“So that makes me ancient?”
			

			
				“To an eighteen-year-old, yes, emphatically yes. You really need to adjust your sights, sir. Besides, the young lady is only here for today. She leaves for the Mars Colony on the morrow, from the new Mars Terminal.”
			

			
				The Mars Terminal was the talk of the town. No one could figure out why a town as small and backward as Crab Cove would need, or even want, a gateway to another planet. Crab Cove, a town where time passed but never said howdy, was already strange enough. Still, the terminal brought more people to the town, people looking for their last taste of steamed crabs before a flight to a planet the same red color, but without Old Bay Seasoning.
			

			
				Grave couldn’t believe it. “Mars? How can an eighteen-year-old afford a trip to Mars?”
			

			
				“She mentioned someone named ‘daddy,’ I believe. And as I’m sure you’re well aware, Mars needs women, sir.”
			

			
				Grave nodded. “Yes, I’ve heard that.”
			

			
				Barry spun slowly in a circle, scanning the café. “Let me see, let me see. Ah, perhaps the woman in the blue jumpsuit?”
			

			
				Grave didn’t see her. “Where?”
			

			
				“There, sir, by the hostess station. She’s just arriving.”
			

			
				Grave spotted her and groaned. “Oh, shit, it’s her.”
			

			
				“Her who, sir?”
			

			
				“Tilda Must, the retective.”
			

			
				“Must? Oh, dear, a Determination Series simdroid? Yikes.”
			

			
				“Indeed, she’s been programmed to be bulldog-like. Lucky me.”
			

			
				Barry waggled in the air, trying to assess the situation. “Well, at least she’s modeled after actress Tilda Swinton, in her younger years, of course. Beautiful, don’t you think, in a severe sort of way?”
			

			
				Grave nodded. She was beautiful, and like all simdroids, a perfect replica. “Well, there’s that.”
			

			
				Grave started to say more, but he had caught sight of someone else entering the café, an old man who could save him from Tilda’s clutches—Captain Henry Morgan, his boss—who rushed past Tilda and raced toward Grave’s table, “raced” being a relative term for a balding, overweight police officer approaching retirement. His drone, an old noisy model named Rum, made it to the table long before the captain, who had stopped halfway to catch his breath.
			

			
				“Grave, there you are,” said Rum. “Come with us, there’s been a murder!”
			

			
				Grave didn’t need coaxing. He pushed back his chair and followed the drone to Captain Morgan, who attempted a smile. “Down by the marsh, Grave. Come along.”
			

			
				“Yes, sir.”
			

			
				They made their way out of the café, Barry and Rum trailing. Grave paused briefly as he passed by Tilda to give her a shrug and a wink. “Perhaps tomorrow.”
			

			
				Tilda just stood there with her mouth open, watching them leave, then shouted after them. “I must insist, detective.”
			

			
				Grave turned and shouted over his shoulder. “Tomorrow morning, at the station. I promise.”
			

			
				Grave knew she had said something else in response, perhaps a well-reasoned expletive, but he was well out of earshot by then, climbing into the captain’s police hovercruiser.
			

			
				He couldn’t help smiling. A murder!
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				The police hovercruiser sped on. Grave and Captain Morgan sat silently, Morgan staring into space absently, exhausted by all the running, Grave hypervigilant, uncomfortable driving in a driverless car.
			

			
				Morgan stretched out his legs and groaned. “I’m getting too damned old for this shit, Grave.”
			

			
				Grave knew he was right, but you don’t just point that out to your boss. “Not at all, sir.”
			

			
				Morgan gave Grave an appraising look, sensing his true feelings. “Believe it or not, Grave, there was a time when I could leap fences and wrestle the biggest, fastest perps to the ground.”
			

			
				Grave winced at the word perps. He hated abbreviations. To him, they were nothing more than the skeletal remains of words that once roamed free in full syllabic grandeur. Give the perpetrators their due with four syllables well earned.
			

			
				“You still can, sir, I’m sure.”
			

			
				Morgan laughed. “Nonsense.”
			

			
				They fell silent again, Morgan continuing to groan and stretch as Grave glanced nervously about, looking for the car or tree he sensed they’d crash into. But there was nothing. Just their cruiser and their two personal drones speeding along just behind the cruiser. They seemed to be having a heated exchange about something.
			

			
				Grave turned to the case at hand. “Captain, any information about the murder?”
			

			
				Morgan let out one final grunt and sniffed himself erect, assuming the position and the role of stiff-backed leader of men, or as best as he and his potbelly could manage. “I got a call from Polk, who’s already at the scene. Some confusion about cause of death.”
			

			
				Grave had to smile. With Jeremy Polk, ME, there was always confusion about cause of death, or at least Polk played it that way. Forensic science had taken so many technological leaps in the past two years that medical examiners were approaching the status of ox-drawn carts. Polk had to throw some mystical nonsense into the mix just to justify his considerable salary. That, and he loved to tease Grave, withholding information until the final second, making Grave work for it.
			

			
				“How unusual,” said Grave.
			

			
				Morgan chuckled. “Yeah, right. Anyway, he mentioned something about dog bites and lacerations.”
			

			
				“So this could just be a dog-bites-man thing?”
			

			
				“Could be. We’ll find out soon enough. Only a few more minutes. This car is pretty fast. Speaking of which, why aren’t you driving your Sprite today?”
			

			
				Ah, the 1965 Austin Healy Sprite. Grave’s pride and joy. On any normal day, Grave would be behind the wheel, the sports car’s radio cranked up to eleven—in fact, stuck on eleven.
			

			
				Grave sighed. He would have loved nothing more, but ever since the death of the Reverend Bendigo Bottoms, driving the Sprite was no longer fun. Grave had been an avid listener to the reverend’s radio gospel hour, the Sprite’s radio stuck on that one station, at full volume. He and the reverend had developed a friendship over the years and would often meet at the Skunk ‘n Donuts on Main to discuss religion and the meaning of life. His death had been a blow. And now all Grave’s radio produced was deafening static.
			

			
				“The Reverend Bottoms,” said Grave, and nothing more.
			

			
				Captain Morgan nodded solemnly. “Damned shame. What a way to go.”
			

			
				The reverend had choked to death on one of Skunk ‘n Donuts signature donuts, the Little Jimmy Cruller, named after a certain body part of the town’s founder, James Skunkford, famous for its small size.
			

			
				“I must have spent hours with that man discussing the meaning of life.”
			

			
				“You mean like, life is like a bowl of cherries?”
			

			
				“Yeah, something like that, although the reverend thought that life was like a tuna fish sandwich.”
			

			
				“A what?”
			

			
				“Sandwich. Tuna fish specifically.”
			

			
				Captain Morgan leaned forward in his seat. “Interesting, but hold that thought. We’re here.”
			

			
				Grave could see the marsh ahead and the crowd of officers and forensic specialists standing near the body of what looked like a man in a bathing suit. The smallest man among them, Jeremy Polk, already clothed in his pristine white jumpsuit, was walking toward the cruiser, waving his arms and directing them with white-gloved hands to a parking spot outside the crime scene, which was already marked off with yellow crime-scene tape rippling and fluttering in a breeze blowing in from the Chesapeake Bay, where clouds as white as snow and tall as buildings were scudding along the horizon.
			

			
				Slightly apart from the others was a large man in kilts, walking back and forth, playing a bagpipe. A dog as tall as Polk trailed behind him, trying its best to howl along with the tune, which Grave recognized immediately: “The Itsy Bitsy Spider.”
			

			
				It was going to be an interesting day.
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				Jeremy Polk greeted them curtly as they stepped from the cruiser into a stiff breeze. “A word, over here,” he said, motioning them to a slight rise in the land.
			

			
				Captain Morgan got right to it. “What’ve you got?”
			

			
				Polk wringed his hands, a mannerism familiar to both of them. It was just Polk’s way of formulating a response. “It’s complicated.”
			

			
				Morgan slapped his arms to his sides. “Shit, man. It’s always complicated with you. What have you got?”
			

			
				Polk rolled his eyes. He was not sure how much longer he could work with the captain, who seemed to be losing his filters if not his marbles, turning into an even more irascible version of his already cantankerous self. Polk imagined the captain’s retirement as one filled with spit-filled harangues and the caning of passing cars. “I don’t make this stuff up, Captain. This one’s truly complicated.”
			

			
				“And?” said Morgan.
			

			
				“Well, firstly, we’re dealing with three possible manners of death: a vicious dog attack, an equally vicious knife attack, and a garden variety heart attack.”
			

			
				Grave looked back at the man in kilts and his dog. “Is that the dog?”
			

			
				“No,” said Polk. “I’ll get to that.”
			

			
				“How is that complicated,” said Morgan. “We’ve had plenty of cases involving multiple manners of death.”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, we have,” said Polk, “but nothing quite like this. I mean, yes, we’ll sort out manner of death, but I was really referring to the murder scene itself. Manner of death was my firstly. You never let me get to my secondly.”
			

			
				“All right, I’ll bite,” said Morgan. “Secondly?”
			

			
				Polk imagined that biting would be part of the captain’s retirement repertoire as well. “So, secondly, there’s no human or animal DNA within twenty yards of the body. Our scanners picked up nothing, nada.”
			

			
				Grave leapt to the obvious conclusion. “So the perpetrator used one of those new DNA blocker gizmos.”
			

			
				As far as forensics had advanced—the new instant-read DNA scanners being just one of many new tools—crime had kept pace, creating counter-tools to confound the police.
			

			
				“Exactly,” said Polk. “Usually with these blockers, we pick up at least a few segments, but whoever the killer is, he has one fine piece of equipment.”
			

			
				Grave looked back at the scene. A dozen simdroid officers, all modeled after the late actor Morgan Freeman, were fanned out, looking for clues in the grassy areas along the marsh. Police drones, all named Larry and featuring the exact same voice of Morgan Freeman, flew overhead, scanning the entire area.
			

			
				“But you’re still looking, I see.”
			

			
				Polk nodded. “Of course. You never know. The murderer may have dropped something or thrown his knife into the marsh. I doubt that, of course, given his use of the blocker, but we must be thorough.”
			

			
				“Precisely,” said Morgan. “Now, back to the body. I know you’ll want to slice and dice him back at your place, but what’s your gut feeling?”
			

			
				Polk bristled at the captain’s crude description of his job. “Captain, you know I don’t like to just guess at things.”
			

			
				“I’m fully aware of that, Polk, but guess away anyway.”
			

			
				Polk sighed. The captain really was becoming impossible. “As you wish. My gut feeling, as you say, is that he was frightened to death and that the wounds were postmortem. There simply isn’t enough blood for any other conclusion.”
			

			
				“So,” said Grave, “he was frightened by something and then bitten and slashed?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Polk, “but don’t press me on the order of events—or even the timeline—quite yet.”
			

			
				Grave turned to Morgan. “A vicious dog and a man with a knife are both good reasons for a heart attack, but why do we have both?”
			

			
				Morgan seemed confused. “What do you mean?”
			

			
				“I mean,” said Grave, “and correct me if I’m wrong, Polk, but it seems we would have either a frightened-to-death man followed by a dog attack or a frightened-to-death man followed by a knife attack. One or the other, but not both.”
			

			
				“Unless,” said the Captain, smiling, “unless we’re dealing with more than one potential killer. Is that what you’re saying?”
			

			
				“Yes, perhaps.” Grave just wasn’t sure. His mind, which was never noted for speed, often went blank after a particularly cogent statement.
			

			
				Polk shook his head. “Yes, that’s always possible, perhaps even probable, but we could also be dealing with a murderer who just happened to have a vicious dog along for the ride—or the killing.”
			

			
				Morgan huffed. “About the knife wounds. Do you think?”
			

			
				Polk knew exactly what he meant. Were the wounds consistent with those typically inflicted by the elusive and prolific Chester Clink, serial killer extraordinaire? Clink had run up more than a hundred kills, mostly young women, along the Eastern Shore of Maryland and up and down the coast from New Florida to Newest England.
			

			
				“I’ll have to see what I see back at the morgue—the slicing and dicing as you call it—but yes, the wounds look at least fairly consistent with the Clink signature.”
			

			
				Morgan nodded and looked down the road that led to the crime scene, where not a single car seemed to be approaching. “So did you call Holmes and Watson?”
			

			
				Polk chuckled. “You mean Charlize and Smithers? Yes, sir. It seemed appropriate.”
			

			
				Grave groaned. “Surely you’re not giving her the case, sir.”
			

			
				Morgan bristled in his usual pre-retirement way, which was at least one notch above normal. “That’s up to Polk. If we’ve got a Clinker, the case is hers. You know that.”
			

			
				“But otherwise?”
			

			
				Morgan clenched his teeth. “Otherwise, I’ll decide later. Maybe you’ll both work the case. I just don’t know at this point, all right? As Polk says, it’s complicated.”
			

			
				“And speaking of Ms. Sherlock,” said Polk, pointing toward the road, “here she comes.”
			

			
				Her vehicle was easy to spot. No hovercraft for her. No flying car, either. Detective Charlize Holmes, a simdroid modeled after the younger version of now-elderly actress Charlize Theron, was so fixated on her hero Sherlock Holmes that she preferred something older, classier. In truth, if town ordinances hadn’t prohibited it, she would have been arriving in a horse-drawn carriage, calash, or landau, or at least something clearly evocative of the nineteenth century.
			

			
				As it was, she was not far off in the vehicle she had chosen, a jet black 1929 Duesenberg Model J, which combined the look and ample accommodations of a carriage, complete with decorative landau irons and the muscle, flow, and sparkling chrome that came with a new century, albeit the early twentieth century.
			

			
				She had built the car herself after an upgrade to her software, changing the original design only slightly to accommodate an efficient and utterly quiet electric motor quite unlike the throaty rumble of the Duesenberg’s original straight-eight internal combustion engine.
			

			
				When you looked at the car as it approached in eerie silence, you had the feeling that a ghost car had separated itself from the fabric of time and was headed directly for you. Your first instinct was to turn and run.
			

			
				But Grave and Polk and Morgan just stood there. They’d seen this before, and they knew what was to come.
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				A truly beautiful woman can get away with wearing anything, from a sack to the most outrageous designer clothing, and still come off as beautiful. Such was the case with Detective Charlize Holmes, whose clothing of choice these days conformed strictly to the wardrobe of Sherlock Holmes, from his brown tweed suit to his caped Inverness coat, to his deerstalker cap. She was overdressed for this fine summer morning, of course, but simdroids being simdroids, ambient temperature was never a concern.
			

			
				Combine such beauty with the luxurious Duesenberg, and you have a combination that will stop traffic, or in this case, a police investigation. Everything came to a halt. Detectives, simdroid patrolmen, and CSI technicians immediately dropped what they were doing to stare as Holmes stepped from the car, puffing on her meerschaum electro pipe, which created smoke without the use of tobacco.
			

			
				She scanned the scene and the assembled onlookers, gave a brief nod to Captain Morgan, and then turned back to the Duesenberg. “Watson, I need you.”
			

			
				Grave had seen this little bit of theater many times over the past two years. Charlize, once his personal simdroid and auto mechanic, had been instrumental in solving a particularly complicated case involving ten men named Jimmy. Morgan had been so impressed he had hired her on the spot as the first simdroid detective in the Crab Cove Police Department. A lover of the works of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Charlize had been quick to adopt the persona and mannerisms of Sherlock Holmes.
			

			
				She also knew that every Holmes needs her Watson. Charlize had selected another simdroid, Smithers, the former butler at the Hawthorne Mansion, and turned him into her own Doctor John H. Watson, or in this case, Doctor Smithers-Watson. After some supplemental programming, the two of them had set about solving case after case, from missing kittens to crimes of every type and severity. They were quickly becoming a legend, and Grave was more than a little bit jealous. He also missed having a personal simdroid to come home to.
			

			
				Smithers Watson stepped from the Duesenberg as stiffly and as country doctorly as he could manage, as if he were arriving at the most ho-hum event imaginable. Like Holmes, he was dressed in a tweed suit, although it had a more military cut and seemed a better fit. His designer had modeled him to look exactly like the late actor Peter O’Toole, but with the voice of Richard Burton. Somehow, the combination worked well, both for a butler and for a close personal assistant and confidant of the great Charlize Holmes.
			

			
				Watson glanced at the crowd and offered his best response. “Well, then.”
			

			
				The words were as effective as a cattle prod. Everyone except Grave, Polk, and Morgan broke from their reverie and returned to the work at hand. Simdroids shuffled to and fro, drones whizzed overhead, and the CSI technicians, both human and simdroid, poked and prodded at things approaching invisibility. All the personal drones, who had assembled on orders under the one lone tree along the edge of the marsh, buzzed with renewed energy.
			

			
				“Good afternoon, Captain,” she said.
			

			
				“Yeah, hi,” said Morgan, not one for formalities. “Let’s get to it, shall we?”
			

			
				The captain, with occasional amendments by Grave and Polk, did his best to explain what they knew so far. Charlize listened patiently, expressionless, and then held up a hand to stop Morgan’s further ramblings.
			

			
				“I see,” she said. “Let’s have a look at the body.” She began walking toward it, all of them following. “Do you have a name?”
			

			
				“No,” said Morgan. “No personal effects.”
			

			
				“Ah,” she said, stopping at the edge of the blanket. “A human, male, about forty-five years, three months, wearing only a bathing suit of shockingly bad taste. Married but no wedding band. Six feet tall, pattern balding, never had a manicure. The look on his face suggests severe shock. He saw something quite terrible. Bite wounds consistent with a dog the size of a mastiff, like the one over there with the bagpipe beginner. Also a series of slashes suggesting a Bowie knife or small machete. Time of death approximately 1:07 a.m. this morning, give or take.”
			

			
				She reached down and touched the man’s foot. “Make that 1:11. The body is warmer than I first surmised. Watson, a scan if you please.”
			

			
				Smithers stepped forward, opened his ever-present black bag, and pulled out a DNA scanner.
			

			
				Morgan interrupted. “We’ve already scanned the scene. No DNA whatsoever.”
			

			
				Charlize smirked. “Yes, I remember you saying that. We’re interested in the victim’s DNA.”
			

			
				“Ah,” said Morgan, stepping back.
			

			
				Smithers scanned the body and held its viewing screen up so Charlize could see the results.
			

			
				“Interesting,” she said. “The person lying before you is none other than Wright Orville, CEO of C3 Corporation, makers of modestly priced, modestly engineered and executed personal drones.”
			

			
				“Wait, what?” said Morgan. “How did you get that from a DNA scan?”
			

			
				“Elementary, my dear captain. Heritage readings indicate that his ancestors were principally from Euskal Herria, an area of the western Pyrenees, straddling the border between France and Spain on the coast of the Bay of Biscay.”
			

			
				Morgan squinted at her. “Euskal what?”
			

			
				“Herria, sir. You may know it simply as Basque Country. And with that heritage and what we know about the residents of Crab Cove, the victim here can only be Wright Orville.”
			

			
				Polk chimed in. “But there must be more than fifty or so people here with that heritage.”
			

			
				“Ah, Polk,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand, “as my friend Sherlock always says, you see, but you do not observe.”
			

			
				Polk winced. He hated when Charlize quoted Sherlock.
			

			
				Charlize continued. “Now, observe. Look closely at this man’s musculature. You will see that he is in excellent physical condition, suggesting participation in strenuous activity, rare for a CEO. And what is more strenuous than the traditional Basque Trials of Strength? Cutting tree trunks with an axe, stone dragging, stone lifting, tug-of-war—sixteen different disciplines in all.”
			

			
				“You’re right,” said Grave. “I watched the events last year, and the winner was Wright Orville.”
			

			
				“Of course he was, and of course I am,” said Charlize.
			

			
				“So here’s what we do,” said Captain Morgan, but Charlize held up a hand to stop him from talking further.
			

			
				“No, I’m not finished, captain. Look at the bottoms of his feet, sir. They’re stained with grass and something else—dandelion blossoms.”
			

			
				Polk leaned down to take a closer look, then shrugged. “So?”
			

			
				“So,” she continued, “you have to be running at great speed, for some distance, to get stains like that.”
			

			
				Morgan wasn’t following. “And that’s important because?”
			

			
				“I’m not sure,” said Charlize, “but it suggests that he first saw the murderer some distance from here and thought his only avenue of escape was toward this blanket, and—”
			

			
				She suddenly stopped and looked around. “Where’s his car?”
			

			
				Grave offered a solution. “Perhaps far away, as you said.”
			

			
				Charlize rolled her eyes. “Simon, Simon, Simon. No, if the car was where this all started, he would have run to his car to escape, but he ran to this blanket. Why? Was his car here? And if so, where is it now?”
			

			
				Morgan shrugged. “Maybe he had a weapon here?”
			

			
				Charlize shook her head.
			

			
				“Or maybe he was trying to warn someone else, a companion perhaps?” said Grave.
			

			
				“Maybe,” said Charlize.
			

			
				“His wife, perhaps,” said Polk.
			

			
				“Or not his wife,” said Charlize.
			

			
				She bent down and examined the victim’s hands and lips, then sniffed at the edge of the blanket. “Ah, as I thought, traces of red wine. Yes, there was definitely another person, a woman, probably not his wife, given the strength of the perfume. A romantic liaison.”
			

			
				Morgan was shaking his head in awe. “Wow, your deductive powers amaze me.”
			

			
				“Well, sir, I do appreciate the compliment, but I think you’ll find that my demonstration of the facts here, as it always was with Sherlock, is more a result of abduction. That is, inferring an explanation from observed phenomena.”
			

			
				“Whatever,” said Morgan.
			

			
				“One question,” said Polk. “Would you agree that the slash marks are matches for a Clink killing?”
			

			
				Charlize laughed dismissively. “Of course not. Not even close, but you can tell that whoever did this was not slashing violently. With force, yes, but more slowly, with great intention, to fool us into thinking just that.”
			

			
				“Even so,” said Captain Morgan, “I’d like you to work the case with Grave.”
			

			
				Charlize shook her head. “Captain, if you don’t mind, I’d like to finish my current case.”
			

			
				Morgan was incredulous. “What, the missing cat?”
			

			
				“Precisely, sir, and I’m sure Detective Grave can handle this case without any help from me.”
			

			
				“But we’re talking about a murder, Detective Holmes. Would you really rather be investigating the disappearance of a cat?”
			

			
				Charlize rolled her eyes. “Murder is easy, sir. Cats are hard.”
			

			
				Morgan relented with an appreciative sigh and the beginnings of a smile. “Very well, but I want you on call as needed.”
			

			
				“As you wish, sir.”
			

			
				“Okay, then,” said Morgan, addressing them all. “We know the known knowns and the known unknowns and maybe a few of the unknown unknowns. All we need now is to address the unknown knowns.”
			

			
				There was an uncomfortable silence as Grave, Polk, Charlize, and Smithers tried to parse what Morgan was saying. Smithers was the first to realize a change of subject was in order.
			

			
				“Sir, if I may,” he said. “I’d say the first order of business is for Grave to interview the gentleman over there in the kilt and his singing mastiff.”
			

			
				“Oh,” said Morgan. “Let’s do that then.”
			

			
				“And let’s confirm the identity of the victim,” said Charlize.
			

			
				“Of course,” said Polk. “Grave, I’ll give you a call when I know for sure.”
			

			
				“Right,” said Grave, eager to get to the bagpiper. “Well, then, I’ll just get to it.”
			

			
				The others stood there for a second, watching him go, then looked from one to the other, not sure exactly what should come next, until the captain shrugged and walked away, giving them their cue to disperse.
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				5
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The team had quickly dispersed, leaving the knowns and unknowns to roam free in each person’s and simdroid’s brain to cavort and perhaps form hypotheses big and small, simple and complex, ridiculous and sublime, and so on in never-ending combinations of conjoined opposites. Grave had waved goodbye to each of them in turn, the last being Charlize, who offered up a parting comment that made Grave cringe. “Tilda sends her love.”
			

			
				Then she had turned on her heels, climbed into the Duesenberg, and speed away. Looking at the departing elegance of the Duesenberg, which Charlize had built thanks to a lottery win, Grave briefly wondered why simdroids were permitted to play, let alone win, the state lottery. But that’s the way things were these days as the Simdroid Suffrage movement gained more and more concessions and rights.
			

			
				The shrill wheeze of the bagpipe drew his attention back to the task at hand: interviewing the witness without being eaten by his dog.
			

			
				Grave caught sight of Barry and summoned him with a flick of his hand. “Come on, Barry, we have work to do.”
			

			
				Barry hovered near Grave’s shoulder as they made their way to the man and his dog. Grave loved dogs, both real and simdroid, but this man’s mastiff, a hulk of a dog with a mouth that could accommodate a man’s head, gave him pause.
			

			
				“Ach, pay Fred no mind,” the man said, sensing Grave’s concern. “He’s a puddle of
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