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About This Book


When the Captain suggests that Doreen might want to break her boredom spell by looking into an old case, she jumps at the chance. Anything new is always great, and anything that the Captain gives her means she has his permission—which gives her a lot of leeway in getting the information she needs.

However, when she realizes the case is about the long-forgotten and unidentified bones of a baby,… she knows this case will hurt in so many ways. Still, the thought of this case remaining unsolved for so many years makes her all that more determined to solve it.

However, the more digging she does, the more people try to clamp down on talking to her, as she learns that family members of that little girl are still alive. No one is willing to talk, except one—who dies the morning after…

When her case dovetails with another case and an old big-business local family, the gloves are off, and Doreen wades into the mix as always…

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


Chapter 1
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A Couple Days Later…

Doreen poured a cup of coffee and stepped out onto her deck. It was not quite mid-January and still too freaking cold. She didn’t know what she was thinking, but she continued to hold on to that misplaced hope that it would warm up at least a little bit, so she could sit out here comfortably. Still, she couldn’t stop smiling as she’d heard from Nate, who’d given Gavin the best New Year’s gift ever—he could keep the puppy. The two had a serious talk and had come to a compromise where Gavin would be responsible for looking after the puppy, as well as keeping his nose out of trouble and his marks up as his part of the bargain. Nate would cover the cost of keeping the puppy as his part of the bargain. It seemed like both were happy with the deal. She was thrilled.

Mack stepped up behind her. “Why are you out here in the cold?”

“I don’t know,” she muttered. “It’s just funny that I still want to sit out by the river right now. The only reason I like winter is because I know that very quickly it’ll be spring, and we can enjoy being outside again.”

“And by then you’ll have a huge appreciation for the nice weather too.”

She smiled and nodded. “Good point.” She leaned back against him.

“My brother’s been trying to get a hold of you.”

“Of course he has,” she replied noncommittally.

“And is there a reason why you haven’t responded?”

She shrugged. “No. No reason other than the usual, which is that I’m busy,” she replied. “It’s been a crazy ten days, you know? And I haven’t told him about this case.”

“Ah,” Mack said, with a note of amusement in his tone. “Even he will be impressed. I think you solved, what, three cold cases all at once? Plus, my current murder case. Believe me that the captain is just crowing.”

She sighed. “At least then maybe he won’t argue so much about the cost of DNA testing in the future.”

“I wouldn’t count on that. He likes to argue. Besides, you’ve solved so many of the cold cases already, so how many more DNA tests could you ask for? Although… another one bothers all of us. Maybe one day we can get there.”

“What is it?” she asked.

“A case of bones in a box. A baby’s bones,” he began. “We have the box, and we have the skeleton, but not much else. They’re still on a shelf at the coroner’s office.”

“Oh my,” she muttered, twisting around to look up at him. “Seriously?”

He nodded. “Yes, they were found in a patch of yams, a very long time ago. I don’t even have the details, but the captain brought it up, wondering if maybe it was time for that poor case to be resolved. Just rehashing that one case hit all of us pretty hard.”

“And yet you don’t remember much.”

“No, I don’t. My mom might have more answers about it than I do. But, if you’re interested, the captain told me to give you the file and to let you run wild.”

She looked at him in delight. “Seriously? You’re not joking?”

“No, I’m not joking. I would say the captain is a happy camper and must be if he’s willing to invite you to rummage around, settling these cold cases.”

“I do cost him money though.”

“You do, indeed,” he agreed, with a laugh, “but that’s okay.”

“A baby? That’s sad,” she muttered.

“Yes, and”—he winced—“it sounds terrible, but there are definitely bite marks on the bones.”

“Of course,” she said. “Anytime bones are left out in the wild, that could happen. And yams? Those grow really well here. So could have been in anyone’s garden.”

“Do they?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yes, they do, especially in these parts. I’ll take a look at the case, though the thought of a baby dying is just heartbreaking.”

“I know,” he muttered.

Then she giggled and quickly stifled it.

“What?” he asked suspiciously.

“Nothing, nothing at all,” she said. “I’m going to the burial this weekend. Are you coming?”

“You mean for Rose to have a proper funeral? Yes, and I guess we’ll have one for Jack too.”

“Yes, now that he’s been dug up from Milford’s zucchini bed,” she muttered. “Who would have thought that Poppy could do that?”

“They had farm equipment at the time, remember? A tractor. She just used the bucket and worked away at it, I presume, all in Milford’s absence. It’s what I would do.” He nodded. “I guess it’s what all of us would do, and, being out in the middle of nowhere like that, there was a certain level of privacy.”

“But what about Jack’s vehicle?” she asked Mack. “He had to get there somehow, right?”

He frowned at her. “I have no idea.”

Doreen suggested, “I bet Poppy drove it off in the middle of nowhere and just left it parked there or maybe drove it into the lake and sunk it there.”

“Maybe. I can check to see if we’ve got any abandoned vehicles found in that area.”

“Oh, you keep track of those things too?” she asked, her eyebrows raised.

“No, not always, it depends on the circumstances,” he replied. “Much more can be done now with the advances in technology, but, back then, not so much. Yet, if we find a vehicle, and it’s in the way, we’ll tow it in. Often they are held for the legal owner.… Poppy was smart and devious. I guess we’ll never really know the whole truth about Rose’s sister.”

“Maybe not, but I’m guessing that, if nothing else, Poppy walked away when her pregnant sister needed help.”

“Maybe,” Mack agreed. “It sure sounded as if there was absolutely no love lost between them.”

“No, not at that stage,” Doreen pointed out sadly. “It seems there’s only so much love when it comes to jealousy between siblings, and, once somebody crosses the line, well, it’s all over.”

“Yet I’m not sure what it would take to cross that line.”

“I don’t know,” she said, “but I can guarantee you that Rose did it.”

“And what would that have been?”

Doreen sighed. “I would assume Rose seduced Milford, the man Poppy loved.”

“So, Poppy gets rid of her sister and took over Rose’s identity, in order to have the man Poppy loved?” he asked, with a headshake.

“Yeah, and that just deepens the mystery about Rose. Nobody really knew what happened to her because they didn’t need to know. Poppy took over Rose’s identity, and she could say that her sister Poppy had moved to Alberta or Vancouver or wherever, and nobody would be any the wiser.”

“Smart,” he repeated, with a nod, “but also devious.”

“Poppy didn’t always choose wisely, but I guess it worked because she got Milford, and she got to die in peace in the arms of the man she loved. She sure left him a heck of a mess to clean up afterward.”

“And yet I wonder if he was ever intended to find out the truth. She probably assumed he would stay there on his own farm and maybe never would even find that journal.”

“I would like to think that she meant for him to know something at some point in time. Otherwise why bring up the zucchini patch? Why press him to find out about the blood there? Why even write out her confession?”

“Maybe so, but I suspect that she couldn’t stand the thought of having him hating her, even then, even after her death. Or finding out the truth beforehand because, what if, when she needed him the most, he found out the truth and left her?”

“That may have been Poppy’s greatest fear,” Doreen whispered.

He wrapped his arms around Doreen and asked, “What was that laugh about earlier?”

She smirked and looked up at him. “Well, I just closed out the Zonked in the Zucchinis case.”

He rolled his eyes. “You don’t know he was zonked.”

“I’ll bet you that the autopsy will prove he was hit with a shovel or a pitchfork to the head. You know that means he must have been extremely drunk or exhausted or blindsided to have been taken out by her.… So zonked at the time.”

He groaned. “Okay, that’s quite possible, but that still doesn’t explain your laughter.” She looked up at him and giggled again. He smiled. “What?”

“We now have yams.”

“Yeah, what about yams?”

“And we have animal bites. That means animal sounds…”

“Yes, so?”

“Yipped in the Yams,” she cried out triumphantly.

“Oh, Lord, I’m so sorry I asked.”

Instead of continuing that ridiculous conversation, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her.


Chapter 2
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Doreen woke early the next morning. She stared around her bedroom in slight confusion for a moment. Then all the memories slammed into her. She bounced out of bed in excitement. Mack had promised to send her the cold case file that the captain suggested she take a look at. To even be offered the opportunity was a huge honor, and she wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize the relationship she had with the captain, or the faith that Mack had in her. It would be a tough case though, and that in itself would be a challenge, but she was definitely up for it.

She called out to Thaddeus, who was perched on the roost in her bedroom. Thaddeus opened his eyes, glared at her while ruffling his feathers, then sank back into sleep again. “What’s with you?” she chided, as she walked into the bathroom.

A long hot shower later, she came out, wrapped in a towel, bubbly and happy. There was just something about having found her place, her people, and her purpose in life. After everything that had happened in this last year, it felt very much as if that’s exactly what she had accomplished. She quickly dressed, then leaned over and kissed Mugs, who was stretched out on her bed, not impressed with the early morning start. As usual, Doreen saw absolutely no sign of Goliath.

She walked down the stairs, whistling, then laughed. “Look at you,” she said out loud. “Somebody gives you a cold case on a dead child, and here you are happy. What’s wrong with you?”

Other than giving those loved ones some closure, Doreen had no good answer to that question. So she ignored it, went to the kitchen, and put on coffee. It was still freezing cold outside. Yet this had been an unseasonably warm winter, and she was okay with that. A nice way to experience her first full winter in Kelowna. With the coffee dripping, she wandered back into the living room.

Now that some of her money issues would soon be resolved, she wondered just what she wanted to do with this place. All the auction money from Christie’s hadn’t hit her bank account just yet, and she needed to figure out what to do with it when it did, so she never had to worry about paying bills again. Her husband’s estate would go to probate eventually, once the lawyers got through with it all. Plus, there was Robin’s estate. So more paperwork.

Doreen shook her head at that. One windfall would have been enough, but all three of them ensured that she would never again find herself in such a desperate situation as she had been in last spring. From her husband’s refusing to share any assets with her at all—while separated or during the divorce proceedings—to losing everything, including his life, was just so sad.

Many people might see it as karmic justice, but she refused to look at life that way. Everything in her world was just way too good these days. She had Mack, and she had to smile as she held her ring finger out for the morning sun to twinkle on the diamond. She had Nan’s house, and she still had Nan—all of which, for Doreen, was an absolute blessing. Plus, now she had a purpose in her life too, something else she couldn’t have imagined prior to separating from her husband. Back then she didn’t have a life. She had been his showpiece, and that was it. Now she looked nothing like arm candy and couldn’t be happier. She was so much more comfortable in her own skin that it was hard to envision her old life.

When the coffee finally finished, she turned on her laptop and sat down to see if she had an email or anything from Mack yet on her new cold case. Frowning, she didn’t see one. She quickly sent him a text, asking when to expect it. She got a text back from him, saying as soon as he got to work. He was still having breakfast. She checked the clock and realized it had just turned seven in the morning.

She groaned at that and sat back with her coffee. Only so much she could do until he sent her the file, and it wouldn’t be anywhere near fast enough for her. It was too cold to walk down the river, so she headed back over to her living room, wondering what she should do with this space. Of course that just brought up a discussion she needed to have with Mack.

After they married, she presumed they would live here in Nan’s house, but Doreen hadn’t talked to him about it. She couldn’t imagine leaving this place. It was so perfect now that they had the deck and patio and everything outside set up. Not to mention that she absolutely loved living alongside the river. It just reminded her how they still had more to talk about, but she didn’t think she would be very willing to budge on this house issue. Still, he seemed to like her house just fine, although it could use some renovations, and it certainly needed some furniture.

Blindly she started going through the possibilities of what she could do for furniture, only to realize that the bathrooms needed updating first, and the master bedroom could certainly use a facelift. Furniture really needed to wait until after that.

With a sigh, she surfed on the web for fifteen minutes but couldn’t sit still for long. She got up, went to her bedroom, and stripped down the bedding, then started the laundry. She might as well do something useful while up at seven in the morning. She also didn’t know if there would be any physical files to hand over. It sounded as if there wasn’t much to go on because, if there had been, someone would have dealt with the matter by now. Mack didn’t share much of anything about it, so she didn’t know if he had even looked at the case file himself.

The fact that the box with the bones of the dead baby still sat in the morgue said a lot too. It appeared to be something that could never quite be forgotten, yet never solved. That just meant Doreen really needed to step up to see if she could put a name to those bones, maybe even create a face, something she didn’t have any experience with. She’d certainly found lots of bodies around Kelowna, but, in this case, they were talking about a baby, found in, of all things, a patch of yams. Yams. Kind of weird, yet in a way it made sense because she always thought of yams as baby food. She didn’t know why except that she’d seen a catchy ad for some years ago. It just stuck with her, even after all this time.

She remembered having some baked yams with her husband and had found them very sweet, but then they had been cooked with marshmallows and brown sugar and maple syrup. Her husband had been very disapproving of the dish, deemed an item to make her gain weight. That reminder just made her roll her eyes. She was trying hard to keep her memories of him decent and nice, instead of always worrying about how negative life with him had been. In order for her to move on to a happier life, she had to let him go, which was easier said than done.

She returned her attention to her computer and checked through her compiled list of Solomon’s files to see if any of his research mentioned finding a child’s body in a box. She did a keyword search of her notes on Solomon’s files but didn’t get a hit. Confused and frustrated, she got up and poured herself a second cup of coffee. Just as she sat down again, she got a text from Mack. She opened it quickly.

Hope you have a good morning. I’m off to work now.

She smiled and sent him a thumbs-up. She didn’t want to say anything too pushy about the delay because he would just get his back up and would probably tell her to wait until he got his morning together or something—which was fair enough. Just because she was eager to have another case didn’t mean that he would have the time, energy, or attitude to deal with this one, even if it involved her. While he was all about seeking justice and closure for a family who lost someone long ago, that didn’t mean it wasn’t a real impact on both his workday and his personal time, since they spent a good share of it together. It was all about give and take, and she would need to learn a little bit more about that, especially when she would soon be wed to Mack.

She frowned, realizing that she felt more than a little bit nervous about the whole upcoming marriage thing. Not a comforting thought. She’d barely even had a chance to get her head wrapped around her morning when Nan contacted her.

“Good morning,” Nan greeted her in that bright, cheerful voice.

“Good morning, Nan.” Doreen smiled. “You’re up bright and early.”

“I always am,” she declared, with a laugh. “I wondered if you wanted to come down and have breakfast with me.”

“Sounds good to me. I just poured a cup of coffee though.”

“Ah, you and your coffee.”

“Yes, me and my coffee.” She laughed. “As you very well know, my coffee is a major joy for me.”

“And there’s no reason not to have things that bring you joy. Didn’t some woman make a whole career about finding things to create joy in your life and getting rid of everything else?”

Doreen laughed. “Yes, and I agree with it in part, but, like everything that other people say, it has to be the right thing to do for you.”

Nan chuckled. “And the right thing for you to do is put on a coat and come on down here and get some breakfast.”

“Is there a special occasion?” Doreen asked, as she got up, sipping the coffee from the cup in her hand. “I am hoping to finish the cup of coffee I’m currently drinking.”

“That will take you all of five minutes,” she muttered. “Other than that, no, there’s no particular reason to have you come, except that I would love to see you.” Then she chuckled. “And I’m not saying that just because I’m feeling old and blue.”

“That’s good, because I would hate to think you are feeling old and blue.”

“It happens, and unfortunately it happens a little too often sometimes,” she muttered. “Otherwise everything is good. I think we’re getting some new people in today too. Don’t know if that’s a good thing or not.”

“You could look at it as new friends.”

“I could,” Nan muttered in a dark tone. “Or maybe they’re here because they’ve heard about all our detective work.”

At that, Doreen wanted to laugh, and she wanted to question that our detective work comment but realized it had become an important part of Nan’s life. So no way Doreen would take that away from her grandmother.

“You could also look at it as a friend you haven’t met yet,” she reminded Nan. “Even if they aren’t interested in solving cases or just how much goes on at Rosemoor, maybe that’s a good thing. Maybe they need something to liven up their lives too.”

Nan sniffed. “It depends.”

“Here’s another thought. They may like gambling,” Doreen pointed out.

After a moment of silence, Nan replied in a slightly mollified tone, “That would help.… These people around here have become a bunch of old fuddy-duddies about placing bets.”

“Maybe because they’re tired of losing.”

“They should change their bets then, shouldn’t they? Why would you continue to place losing bets?” she asked, as if it made no sense to her. “Change them to winning bets.”

For Nan, placing losing bets made no sense, but a lot of people didn’t necessarily know which side to bet on. Her grandmother seemed to have one of those innate abilities to place a bet and to know exactly what it should be at any given time. Not everybody had that same sense, and maybe that’s how it should be. At times Nan had definitely been warned to behave herself, to stop the betting even, though she didn’t take kindly to it. Now she had more notoriety than anything, and Doreen couldn’t imagine anybody prohibiting Nan from her fun.

“Hurry up and finish your coffee,” she ordered, with a chuckle. “I can hear the brain cells running through your head. We don’t want to miss out on whatever is there, as it could be something important.”

Doreen chuckled. “I’m getting the animals ready,” she muttered. “I’ll be down there in a few minutes.”

She quickly disconnected and smiled as she looked around, considering the life she had created for herself. “You did good, Doreen. You did good.”


Chapter 3
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As Doreen dressed for her walk to Rosemoor, something about a new year always made her want to start fresh. Sure, they were well into January now, but the sense of newness was still there, having some special innate feeling that was different, that separated one year from another. It made her feel as if something extra came with the new year. Whether it was right or wrong, it always seemed as if, maybe, just maybe, something was out there just for her. Some years worked out better in that regard than others, but last year had been one for the books.

Not only had she managed to sell a lot of the antique furniture her grandmother had given her but Doreen had also involved her grandmother in several cold case investigations, making Nan’s final years more interesting and giving her a sense of purpose too. That was important, and, if this was the only way Doreen could give back to her grandmother, then this was what Doreen would do. It was simply a matter of reining in Nan and the rest of her crew at Rosemoor into some semblance of control. Otherwise, wow—when they got out of control, they had the tendency to go off in every direction without a care to any limits. Nan and her merry band of Doreen’s Deputies had become the talk of the town, and, no matter how wary Doreen felt about it sometimes, she loved that it made Nan so happy.

Doreen smiled as she called out to the animals, announcing that they were heading down to Nan’s.

Thaddeus half flew and half stumbled down the stairs, with Goliath swatting at him as he did. Mugs was already at her feet when she turned around, his tail wagging so hard that his big square butt bounced more than it wiggled.

She smiled at him. “Buddy, you might just need to go on a diet.”

He woofed at her several times, and she realized a diet wasn’t all that likely to succeed. Nan would have treats down there at Rosemoor for them, just as Doreen assumed there would be some for her. And honestly, she was looking forward to eating them just as much as her animals were. She chuckled as she raced toward Nan’s. It was cold outside, and there was a bite to the wind. Of all the things that she liked about Kelowna, this wintery stage wasn’t as much fun as she might have hoped, even though it had been warmer than usual.

Not that she had any reason to complain. When she had lived in Vancouver with her husband, Mathew, it had always been wet, wet, wet. There was always such a chill down there just from the dampness, and she had struggled with it. And yet up here in Kelowna with her grandmother, Doreen had adapted to the cold as if life were completely okay. And it was; it was more than okay. She had her work. She had her pets—Thaddeus, Mugs, and Goliath—and she had Nan and Mack. Life was good.

The animals danced around as she headed down the creek. They looked to be completely content with anything and everything she wanted to do this morning. It was hard to argue with that. The animals were always so much fun, and she knew that Nan absolutely loved having them visit her. As Doreen neared the river, she hoped to keep the animals out of it, so she didn’t have them soaking everything at Nan’s apartment. Unfortunately that message seemed completely lost on Mugs. He walked right into the water, determined that it was the best place for him to be.

She groaned. “Mugs, get out of the water. Isn’t it too cold? Plus, you’ll be soaking wet at Nan’s now.”

He woofed at her several times and wandered around closer to the shore. She kept watching, hoping he would decide to come right back out, and he did—eventually. It just took him a little while. When he finally caught up with her, she hadn’t gone too much farther, but his body language suggested, Hey, you’re taking off on me.

She smiled down at him. “I’m not kidding, buddy. We’ve got to go.”

He woofed and gave a big shake, splattering water everywhere, catching Goliath, who swiped at him. Mugs yelped a little bit, jumped back, and Doreen laughed.

“Now you know perfectly well that Goliath doesn’t like water, but you did it anyway. And you did it right there beside him, so it’s hard for me to feel too sorry for you.”

He gave her a look and then raced after Thaddeus, who was still busy half flying and half hopping, strutting down the pathway all on his own.

She sighed. “Thaddeus, don’t go too far.”

Thaddeus just flapped his wings and ignored her.

“Why do I even bother?” she muttered.

She didn’t pass anybody on the pathway. Mind you, most people preferred not to be out in these temperatures and certainly not first thing in the morning. She rarely saw anybody on the river at this hour. She thought maybe once it warmed up more people would appear, but it was hard to say. As she wandered a little farther down, she noted a few people gathering toward the turnoff but wasn’t sure what they were doing. When she saw other dogs with them, she realized they were all just outside, giving everybody a few minutes of fresh air. Still, with Mugs dripping water, it was better to avoid any engagement.

She smiled as she passed them and continued on to Nan’s. As soon as she got to Rosemoor, she headed for Nan’s patio, even though she probably should be avoiding the grassy lawn and going in through the main door. It was always a little bit of a challenge, depending on who was doing the groundskeeping at any given time. Still, it was winter, and no one would be working on the lawns or gardens right now. Plus, Mugs was wet, and taking him in through the main door wasn’t a great idea either.

Doreen danced over onto the patio, waiting for the animals to join her, and then opened up the patio door into the living room that Nan had left unlocked. Doreen smiled at Nan, as she called out, “Good morning.”

Nan came over and gave her a hug and a kiss on her cheek. “Aren’t you in a chipper mood this morning,” she noted, as she patted Doreen’s bright red cheeks. “Mack is obviously doing his job and keeping you happy.”

She flushed at that. “Oh, I won’t say that because it falls to me to make me happy too. Yet I’m definitely in a good mood.… Yes, I am.”

“Yes, you are, and I can see that.” Nan nodded, but her gaze was curious as she studied her. “The only thing that ever really puts you in a good mood is Mack and…”

Doreen repeated, “Mack and?”

Nan laughed. “Mack and a new case.”

She nodded. “Mack and a new case, that is correct.”

Nan was absolutely thrilled and clapped her hands gleefully, like a child. “Oh, this is excellent news. We’ll all be thrilled to have a new case.”

“We just finished a case,” Doreen pointed out, “so it’s not as if we needed another case right away.”

“No, but we love getting cases.” Nan chuckled. “Wait until I call the gang over.” And then she saw Mugs. Her face lit up, then twisted in mock horror as she realized he was wet. She grabbed a towel and tried to dry Mugs to his joy, thinking they were playing.

Maisie, one of Doreen’s Deputies, arrived shortly thereafter. Doreen smiled as she sat there with a cup of tea. There were no treats, which surprised her, but considering that she’d had more than enough in the last little while, she was totally okay with it.

When Richie showed up, basket in hand, his cane in the other, Doreen rolled her eyes and added, “You do know I’m perfectly okay if you don’t come with treats one day.”

“Good, because I can’t always guarantee that they’ll be there.” He sniffed. “Can you imagine? These were barely coming out of the oven. You would have thought they would be all prepped and ready by this time of day.”

“Why is that?” Doreen asked him, with a grin. “Just because you’re waiting for them?”

He nodded. “Absolutely because I’m waiting for them. The least they could do is be on time.”

She laughed out loud at that. “I don’t know that it works that way, but good on you for trying.”

He grinned at her, held out the basket, and shared, “I hear we have a new case.” He pumped up his chest, took a seat, resting his cane nearby, and rubbed his hands together. “I can’t wait to get started. It’s pretty boring in this place without cases, you know?”

“What did you do before?” When his eyes twinkled, she held up her hand. “No, no, I’m good. No details, please.”

“Didn’t think you would want to hear more,” he replied, with a smile. “However, anytime you want to talk, it’s not a problem.”

“Oh no, nope, no thank you.” Doreen shook her head. “Absolutely not.”

He burst out laughing. “That’s okay. Mack will get you fixed up, no problem.” She flushed at that and focused on completely ignoring him. He chuckled and let it go. “I shouldn’t tease you, but it sure is fun.”

“No, you shouldn’t tease me,” she agreed, glaring at him. “I really wouldn’t want Mack to be upset by our talk.”

“He wouldn’t be upset,” Richie stated, with a chuckle. “He would just laugh it off.”

“Maybe so,” she muttered, “but I’m not sure I will.”

He grinned at her and shook his head. “Oh, you’re always a good sport.”

“Maybe,” she muttered.

With everybody seated, Doreen went through the basket, placing items on a plate that Nan had brought out. “Are these croissants?” she asked in amazement.

“Seems to be,” he confirmed, as he stared down at them in appreciation. “At least they gave us enough this time.”

“How many people did you say you were feeding?” she asked, with a glance in his direction.

He shrugged. “Four, but then I also told them that you were coming. As soon as I tell them that, they’re all over it, doubling up on the order.”

She sighed.

Richie held up a hand. “I know you don’t like that, but the last thing you want us to do is starve. If our brains are starved of food, we couldn’t possibly work.”

“Aha.” She glared at him. “Does that excuse work for you?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted, with a cheeky grin in her direction. “Did it?”

She sighed. “You guys are quite something.”

“We absolutely are,” Nan agreed, with a bright smile in her direction. “Now, tell us about this new case.”

“I’m still waiting to get the file,” she began, “but… the captain has asked me to look into a cold case that’s been sitting at the coroner’s office for a very long time. And because they haven’t had the chance and now don’t really have the time to devote to it, he wondered if I wanted to take a quick look.”

“You said yes, right?” Nan asked.

“Of course I did, but now I’m waiting for the file to come my way. I haven’t gotten it yet, so I don’t have too many details. I just know it’s a box of bones. My understanding is that the bones are from a baby or toddler, found long ago, buried in a garden in a pillowcase, with some teeth marks on the bones.”

“Good God.” Nan stared at her. “They don’t give us much to work with, do they?”

“If they had much,” Doreen pointed out, “they probably would have done this one on their own.”

“Right.” Nan settled into her chair. “We certainly can’t let a lack of information stop us on this one.”

“No, and I’m not planning on it,” Doreen stated, “though obviously we will sometimes come up against cases where we can’t do anything with them.”

“But not this one,” Maisie declared, munching away on a croissant in her corner seat.

“Exactly,” Doreen agreed, “particularly if I’ve been asked by the captain to look into it. We want to put on a good showing.”

“Oh, absolutely. This could lead to all kinds of cases.”

Doreen chuckled. “And you would think, at some point in time, that this town would run out of cases.”

“Oh, I highly suspect a lot of very old cases were never sorted,” Richie noted in that heavy, serious tone of his. “When you think about it, so many things never seem to get resolved. Just knowing that makes you want to go back through every case and confirm we got them all.”

“It’ll be a while before we get there,” Doreen pointed out. “Let’s start with this one. But again, so far, all I really have to tell you is that I believe the bones have been sitting in the coroner’s office for a very long time, so it’s a very old case, and we may not have a whole lot of information to go on.”

“Doesn’t sound as if we have anything yet.”

“No, we don’t, at least not until I get the case file.”

“But that fact that the captain is reaching out to you and giving you this one, now that’s fascinating,” Richie exclaimed, eyeing her in admiration. “You’ve certainly moved up in the world.”

“I think in this case,… it’s more about proving myself helpful in some ways,” she suggested. “I’m sure that both the captain and Mack would put the emphasis on some ways, but there is the potential that the captain appreciates what we’ve done.”

“Exactly.” Nan beamed as she reached for another croissant. “I think it’s absolutely wonderful.”

“I do too,” Doreen replied, with a smile. “Yet we don’t have anything yet.”

“Of course, so we’ll reconvene.” Nan brought out her pen and paper, while looking around at everybody. “How about tomorrow morning?”

“Sure,” Richie said. “I’m guessing I can probably get more croissants tomorrow.”

“Ooh, yeah, if you could do that,” Maisie cried out, reaching for her third one, “it would be wonderful.”

Doreen frowned and asked her, “Maisie, are you feeling okay? You seem really hungry.”

“I fell asleep before dinner last night,” she shared, with a wave of her hand. “So, I woke up starving. If I had known Richie was getting these, I would have been here earlier.”

“I wasn’t here earlier though,” Richie noted amiably. “So, even if you’d been here, it wouldn’t have helped.”

Maisie just waved off that logic as not being her concern. “Maybe, but the truth is, this has been lovely and absolutely what I needed.”

He chuckled. “In that case I’m happy to have made your day.”

Doreen looked over at Richie. “I don’t want you to get into trouble for this.”

“No, I don’t,” he replied. “We all pay our rent around here, so we’re perfectly entitled to eat. Thus, it shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Sure,” Doreen muttered, “but I don’t pay rent here and don’t want you guys thinking you always have to feed me either.”

“I know, dear,” Nan replied, “and it’s good of you to always worry about such a thing, but we’re also allowed to have guests. Honestly, I don’t think anybody else is worried about it at all.”

“Maybe not, but, as soon as you get new employees or a different manager, they might think that you’re stealing or something,” Doreen pointed out, “and we can’t have that.”

Just then came a knock on the door, and someone poked in their head. One of the staff entered, took one look, and nodded. “So, he was telling the truth.”

Nan frowned at her. “Of course he was. Richie wouldn’t lie.”

“Of course he would,” the woman countered, with a chuckle. She smiled at Doreen and introduced herself. “Hi, I’m Rachael.”

“Hi, Rachael. I hope this is okay.”

“It’s fine, but we just never quite know for sure if Richie is, you know…”

“I do know,” Doreen stated, as she rolled her eyes at Richie. “Half the time even I don’t know if he’s telling the truth, but today we are having a little meeting,” she added.

Rachel laughed and nodded. “Okay then, good enough.” And she quickly left.

Doreen looked over at Nan. “It doesn’t seem everybody is a firm believer in this.”

Nan stared at the door, a frown on her face.

Doreen reached over and patted her grandmother’s hand. “It’s fine.”

“She was checking up on us,” Nan declared in outrage, as she turned to Richie. “Did you see that?” Richie nodded, a frown furrowing his forehead. “Did you see that?” Nan repeated to Doreen.

“I did see that, and it’s fine,” Doreen added, still patting her grandmother’s hand.

“What do you mean, it’s fine?” Nan asked in outrage. “How dare they check up on us.”

With a sigh, Doreen sat back. This would likely start something which was exactly what Doreen was trying to avoid. “They do have a significant overhead here, Nan. I’m sure they have to stick to a budget, and, if you’re grabbing treats to this extent, they probably need to know that you’re eating them.”

“Of course we’re eating them,” Nan snapped in horror. “It’s not as if any of us were raised in times when we had so much that we could afford to waste food.”

“Maybe not,” Doreen pointed out. “You also know that a lot of people do all kinds of things that they shouldn’t do, and maybe it isn’t appreciated on their part.”

Nan blinked, then looked at her and asked, “Child, what exactly are you talking about?”

Doreen sighed. “I’m just letting you know that sometimes people do things that they shouldn’t, and we want to confirm that the staff here isn’t worried about whatever you guys are up to all the time.”

Nan blinked, shook her head. “They really have no right to question us.”

Doreen winced. “Maybe we shouldn’t look at it that way. Maybe we should look at it more as…” She glanced around at the three of them, all looking at her expectantly. She took a deep breath and added, “Maybe they’re just checking up on your welfare.”

Nan sniffed at that. “Nice try, but that’s hardly an improvement.”

“Sorry, but this is an old folks’ home, after all. I hate to rain on your parade, but sadly people occasionally die here.”

At that, Nan’s lips
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

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

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

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

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

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

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