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Chapter One

	 

	P


	rofessor Richard Green was sitting calmly at his desk, reviewing a manuscript, when his secretary announced a visitor. “Inspector Alexander Quinn to see you, sir.”

	“Of course. Please come in, Inspector Quinn. Have a seat. What can I do for you today?”

	“Well, sir.” The inspector declined to sit. He stood, fidgeting with the hat he held in his hands, looking at the various plaques and certificates that had been framed and put up on the professor’s wall. “It’s about the people who were partying on your yacht last evening.”

	“You must have made a mistake, Inspector. I do not own a yacht. I am a college professor. We do not make enough money to own yachts.” The professor seemed to be amused by the very idea of owning a yacht. He was smiling.

	“Well, sir, I understand your statement, but I also know the yacht in question is registered in the State of Oregon under your name.” Now the inspector made eye contact with the professor.

	“This is impossible!” Green was no longer amused.

	“No, sir. Not impossible. Just something requiring explanation.”

	“If I owned a yacht, would I not pay taxes on it? Or at least a registration fee?”

	“Yes, I’d guess you would.”

	“Let’s call the agency and ask about it.”

	The call was placed by Professor Green’s secretary. The two men sat by the speakerphone while waiting to be connected to an appropriate functionary in the Oregon Government.

	A female voice came through the speaker phone. “Oregon Department of Revenue. This is Harriet. Please state your name.”

	Inspector Quinn rapidly explained what was going on. He gave the young woman on the phone the registration number of the yacht. There was a long silence. Her voice returned.

	“You’re a police inspector?”

	“Yes. I am Detective Inspector Quinn. My usual employment is with the Ashland PD, but I am filling in at the Florence PD.”

	“This is peculiar, Inspector. The boat in question is registered to a Richard Green who lives in Coos Bay. I have a photocopy of the check here. The name on the check is Richard Green and the address is in Coos Bay, but the signature can’t even remotely be read to say ‘Richard Green.’”

	“Thank you, miss. Could you give me the name and branch of the bank and the account number on the check?”

	“Yes.” She provided the information. The bank was the Florence branch of Umpqua Bank.

	“If not Richard Green, can you make out another name with the signature?”

	“No.”

	“Thank you for your help.”

	Professor Green hung up, offered Quinn the opportunity to sit, which was accepted this time, and lapsed into apparently deep consideration of what he had just learned. For a few moments, the two men looked at one another, each assessing the other. Quinn watched Green, looking for telltale signs that would provide him information that might clarify the situation. Professor Green was, by turns, angry, scowling with his face flushed; then, very suddenly, a flash of the amusement he had first expressed returned, and just as quickly, the smile went away as his face relaxed, and he seemed to be thinking about the situation.

	“Why would anyone do such a thing?” Green asked. “Register a boat in someone else’s name and pay the registration and fees with checks showing the name of the registered owner, but not signed by that person?”

	“I don’t know,” the inspector replied. “I’ve thought of a number of possible reasons, but none make good sense. I think I’ll go to the bank tomorrow morning. In the meantime, you’re a person of interest in a murder case. Please do not leave the county without calling to tell me where you’re going.”

	The flush of anger flashed across Green’s face again but died away quickly. “I am not going anywhere unless it’s to dog your footsteps. I am totally intrigued by the mystery of how I came to be the registered owner of a yacht. I would like to help if I can.”

	Quinn considered it. He was without a partner all week due to a wave of illness running through the Florence PD.

	“I may call upon you for more information if needed, Professor Green.”

	“Very well,” Green said. “And did you say a murder?”

	“Yes. Three bodies were found on the yacht this morning by busybody neighbors.”

	“Three! My goodness!” Green’s eyes opened more widely, and his face spoke to Quinn of surprise and not of concealment. “And what kind of boat am I supposed to have owned, even if only for a few moments?”

	“It’s a two-masted sailing vessel, forty-five feet in length, schooner rigged.”

	“Oh.” There was a note of disappointment in Professor Green’s voice. “If it was me, I think I’d prefer a motorboat.”

	The inspector shrugged. “Beggars can’t be choosers.”

	Both men laughed.

	Professor Green’s secretary poked her head in the door. “Professor, a student’s here to see you.”

	He was startled back into being serious. “Yes. I was expecting her, but I forgot. And I have a class to prepare for tomorrow morning. Inspector, I want you to take my offer seriously.”

	“Your offer?” Quinn asked.

	“To assist you in this investigation. I have three reasons to be interested in this mess. Obviously, to have my name deleted from the ‘person of interest’ list. But you should also know that I am a psychologist.” He pointed to a framed certificate indicating a PhD in Psychology from the University of California in Berkeley. “I also am a great fan of detective fiction. I would love to see how a murder investigation actually proceeds in real life.”

	Quinn grinned and then replied, “We’ll see, Professor.”

	“Well then! Either way, it has been a pleasure talking with you. If I can help, do let me know.”

	***

	Quinn drove back toward Florence, fully expecting to be preoccupied by the coastline passing by the left side of his car—the occasional viewpoint, stands of large trees, the road dipping down to the bed of a creek leading to a beach, then climbing back up to go around the next headland. But his attention to the beauty of the Oregon coast was distracted by his perplexity about the strange outcome of his inquiry into the owner of the yacht.

	He was equally perplexed by how comfortable he had been in the company of Professor Green. It was a level of comfort he had rarely felt, especially in the presence of a suspect in a murder investigation. He felt quite sure that Green was innocent in all this.

	He shoved those thoughts away to begin planning for the following morning.

	Quinn’s mind floated back to the boat. Moored at the end of a walkway in the marina, it was beautifully maintained, about forty to fifty years old. The paint was all in decent shape, the teak had been well cared for, and the sails were neatly furled and appeared to be in good condition. It was a shame, really.

	When he was in the police academy in Portland, he had learned to sail. He had never sailed a schooner of this size, but he had handled larger ones. There was a part of him aching to climb on board and go for a sail.

	Then he thought about the three young people who had been found on board that morning. Two young women and a young man, he about eighteen, the women in their early twenties. All naked. Not a bruise or other sign of violence on them, except the gunshot wounds at the base of the skull. There was no blood on the yacht, so they must have been killed somewhere else and taken there. But why?

	Did the killer intend to take them out to sea and dump them? If so, why leave them so out in the open?

	Well, that wasn’t actually the case. They had been in the ship’s parlor, which made the situation even more peculiar. Because who would have counted on a busybody, next-berth neighbor to come on board and say hello?

	Quinn pulled in at the Florence Police Department. It was late enough that the building was closed and locked. Quinn let himself in at the back door, flipped on the lights, locked the door behind himself, and went to his office. There he found the postmortem reports on the three victims and a note from the sergeant.

	The postmortem reports said there was nothing identifiable about the victims. There was no record of their fingerprints on file anywhere. The autopsy showed nothing of particular interest. Both women had mild abrasions on knees and heels of hands, such as one might see in someone who tripped and fell, but none of the three victims showed signs of having struggled against an assailant. Neither woman had been molested; the younger appeared to be virgin intacta. Specimens had been sent for DNA analysis to see if it would help.

	Probably three innocents who stumbled into the wrong place at the wrong time and paid mightily for it.

	Quinn called home. His wife, Philippa, answered. The sound of her voice helped him to relax and realize how stressful the day had been. She was stuck in Ashland because her legal practice didn’t allow her the freedom to have extended absences. She had been gracious enough to support Quinn taking the temporary position in Florence. She knew of his love for the ocean, and she knew it would be good for his career. In many ways, she felt he was languishing in Ashland.

	Still, Ashland was their hometown, where they had both grown up, and they loved it. It was where they wanted to raise Joey, their five-year-old son. But she thought Quinn deserved more recognition for his work.

	“Hello, my darling, how are things at home?” Quinn asked, leaning on his desk.

	“Pretty good. Joey was sad that you couldn’t be at his soccer game today, but he tried to understand. I had a good day at the office. How was your day?”

	As he often did when puzzled by the facts of a case, he shared them. She listened attentively, as usual, and gave valuable feedback, or asked good questions. In this case, it was mostly questions, though none of them led him closer to solving anything. There was too much left to do.

	“Is Joey still awake?” Quinn asked.

	“Yes, he’s awake and paying close attention. He’d like to tell you about his day.”

	“Hi, Dad!”

	“Hi, Joey. How was your day?”

	“I had a good day. School was fun. I played soccer this afternoon. We won the game. I kicked a goal. Why weren’t you there?”

	“I’m sorry I wasn’t able to be there, son. I love you very much, but I’m working at a place that is a five-hour drive to get home. I promise I will come home on a weekend soon.”

	Joey paused. He sounded disappointed, and a stab of guilt ran through Quinn’s body. “Okay, Dad. Here’s Mom.”

	“Oh Alex, he really misses his dad. But all boys do, you know? I know how much you want to be here,” she said. “But I also know this case is important, and I know you’ll solve it and impress them all. I love you, Alex.”

	“I love you, Philippa.”

	They hung up, and Quinn sat quietly for a few minutes, thinking about their home in Ashland, wondering what it might be like if his career called him to work somewhere else. Is doing this work in Florence to boost my reputation something that could easily backfire on me? I was doing this not just for myself, but for my family. It could result in more pay or better job offers from other police departments. But will Joey understand?

	Feeling a bit somber, Quinn ate supper at the casino, and as he did every evening, a book of difficult sudoku puzzles was open at his side as he ate, scrawled with the ink from his ballpoint pen. In the top corner of page 13, he wrote, “Umpqua Bank in the AM.”

	***

	Freshly shaved and showered, Inspector Quinn was at the Umpqua Bank shortly after it opened the next morning. He was taken to meet Mr. Morris Jamison, the branch manager. Quinn gave Mr. Jamison the account number. “What can you tell me about this account?”

	The branch manager looked at the number and chuckled. “Unless I’m mistaken, this is the account I’ve been wondering about for several years. I’ve been waiting a long time for you to come calling, Inspector.” He rang a bell and one of his staff came to his door. He held out the piece of paper from Quinn and asked the young woman to bring the file folder for the account.

	While they waited, the banker told Quinn there were irregularities in the account; nothing overtly illegal, but things even Quinn would spot as red flags. He had been watching over the account for years and had found nothing illegal in it, but he was, nonetheless, not the least surprised the police would come calling and ask about the account.

	The young woman returned, handed the file folder to the banker, then turned and left the room. The banker opened the file, glanced at it, and nodded.

	“So, Inspector, there’s a limit to how much information I can give you unless legally compelled to do so. I think you’ll want to get a search warrant so you can look at this in detail yourself. But you had specific questions, I believe?”

	But Quinn was encouraged. “Yes. Can you tell me who the owner of the account is?”

	“Not without a warrant. But what I can tell you is there are eighty-three owners listed. If you ask, I’m permitted to confirm or deny the presence in the owner list of anyone you care to name, but I can’t name anyone unless compelled to do so.”

	“Is Richard Green on the list? And… Wait just a minute. Did you say there were eighty-three people listed as owners on the account?”

	“No, Richard Green isn’t on the list. Although I seem to remember a check coming through with his name imprinted on it. I wondered about it at the time.”

	“Thank you. Your acknowledgement is significant. Yesterday, three bodies were found on a yacht moored in our basin. The yacht is registered to Richard Green, but he denies owning a yacht. We called the Department of Revenue, where it was confirmed that the check used to pay registration and fees was from this account, had Richard Green’s name on it, but was not signed by Richard Green.”

	“And I tell you there are eighty-three owners. Most of the eighty-three, by the way, don’t have signature authority. The signature on the check was of a person who’s an owner and has signature authority, but it was not Richard Green since he’s not an owner. I assure you, Inspector, you would find the list to be quite interesting.”

	“Can you tell me anything about when the account was opened, by whom, and why?”

	“Very little. It was opened over twenty years ago, years before I arrived here. The money seemed to come from a number of places, deposited in a series of small deposits—small deposits meaning in the order of a few tens of thousands of dollars at a time. The money is held in a single account number, but the funds are in several places, some in money market accounts, some in a bond fund, some in a regular passbook savings account. All very conservative.”

	“I’ll return in a day or two with a warrant. Thank you.” Quinn stood. Mr. Jamison stood. They shook hands and Quinn left.

	He spent what was left of the morning creating the request for the court order, getting it approved by the chief of police, and submitting it to the court to be handled on an urgent basis. He was gratified when the court order arrived that evening.

	In the meantime, Quinn drove into the harbor area for lunch and took some time to walk out to the schooner in question and look around. He was surprised to notice that the segment of the dock leading out from the walkway closest to the parking lot had recently been hosed down and scrubbed, but none of the walkways between the boats showed any sign of having been cleaned within the last several months. He filed that information away, however unimportant it seemed at the moment.

	Quinn called Professor Green to ask him about what plans he might have for the next day. He intended to get the list of owners from the bank the next morning and thought maybe Professor Green would like to see the list to find out if there were any names he recognized. Professor Green confirmed he would be at the police station at 1:00 p.m.

	Late in the afternoon, the forensic artist came to Quinn with three drawings, the faces of the three victims. The drawings were based on the photographs taken of the three at the scene but were now enhanced to add back parts of the face the exiting bullet had removed or damaged. The pictures looked almost, but not quite, human. Quinn made comments and the artist said she would have them back the following morning, before lunch.

	Quinn called Philippa and spoke briefly both to her and to Joey. It was a great comfort to hear their voices, though it left him with a feeling of incompleteness because what he really wanted was to be with them. Thoughts of home preoccupied him until he found himself at a wharf-side restaurant, ordering a seafood dinner and pulling out his book of sudoku puzzles to work as he ate.

	 

	
Chapter Two

	 

	E


	arly in the morning, his first cup of coffee riding in the console of his car, Quinn was at the bank, his court order in hand. He walked in to find the employees in a mass of confusion, several weeping openly, others talking animatedly to one another. Someone was on the telephone. Quinn caught the words “send a policeman,” and naturally moved toward the origin.

	He stopped the young woman who had brought the manager the file the previous day. “What’s going on? I’m Detective Inspector Quinn. Can I help?”

	The young woman looked at him and everything about her seemed to go slack. Quinn was concerned she was going to faint, but that didn’t seem to be the direction she was going. While Quinn watched, there seemed to be a flicker of her eyes, then the sag retreated, and she stood upright again. A smile appeared on her face, though Quinn thought it looked forced.

	“Thank you, Inspector. Yes. Let me take you to the assistant manager.” She turned and walked away.

	Quinn allowed himself to be led down a hallway and let into an office. A middle-aged woman sat behind the desk, looking at the telephone receiver in her hand like it might bite her.

	“This is Inspector Quinn, ma’am.” She managed to get his name right. “He visited Mr. Jamison yesterday morning. He’s from the police.”

	The middle-aged woman looked up. “You were quick!” It was the same voice Quinn had heard earlier saying “send a policeman.” She must have been yelling into the telephone for her voice to have carried out to the reception area.

	“I’ve no idea what might be going on,” Quinn explained. “I came because I had business to complete with your Mr. Jamison this morning. However, I’d be happy to help out in any way I can.”

	“They didn’t tell you?”

	“Who? Tell me what?”

	“The police station. Oh, those people!”

	“Why don’t you just start at the beginning. Why were you calling the police station?”

	“When we came in this morning there was a light on in Mr. Jamison’s office. He was in there, dead, with blood all over the place.”

	Quinn gave it a moment to let that news sink in. “Calling the police was exactly the right thing to do. Now I’m here. Would you accompany me to his office? Has anyone touched anything?”

	“No. Of course not. We watch detective programs just like anyone else.” The assistant manager rose and left the office, turned right, walked about five paces, and pointed left.

	Quinn remembered the office. The wall he stood in front of was all glass. Strangely, Mr. Jamison had pushed his desk against the wall, so he worked with his back toward the door. It meant that when he swiveled to meet a visitor, there was no desk between them.

	Now the branch manager was on the floor, face down, having fallen forward toward the
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