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‘That is the most preposterous explanation I have ever heard,’ Wanda Gibson declared loudly. 
This proclamation was met with silence by the Cape Carson Mystery Book Club members. Wanda Gibson was a big bulldog of a woman with a wonderful brain, but terrible manners. Most—although not all—of the other club members tolerated Wanda because of her intelligence. One person who fell into the not all category was Marlene Hogan, a large woman with round fire engine red framed glasses. She usually wore a big grin, but now that smile had turned to a scowl.
‘Really?’ Marlene said icily. ‘I’ve come across some fairly preposterous explanations myself.’ 
Wanda folded her arms. ‘Such as?’ 
‘Edgar de Souza’s book, The Winds of Death,’ Marlene said. ‘The killer committed the murder by leaping between two trains moving at the same speed. Then he jumped back to the first train again, thereby establishing himself with an alibi.’
‘But that’s theoretically possible. In this instance, Janice Stella abseiled around the side of the castle before shooting the professor in his study adn then returning to her room to continue playing her violin solo. And all this in under sixty seconds!’ 
‘It’s possible.’
‘Really? Have you done it lately?’ 
Uh oh, I thought. 
Things were about to get really ugly. Once, Marlene may have done many physical things—including abseiling—but those days were over. Marlene owned the local sweet shop, and too much sampling of her wares had put an end to her abseiling days. Just as I was about to intervene, Edward Blayney, the owner of Ed’s Pastries, hesitantly raised a hand. 
‘Perhaps we could ask our resident athlete,’ he said. ‘Kim?’
I was sitting next to my best friend, Kim Chen. At six feet one, I was a full foot taller than her, but she seemed to shrink even further under Wanda’s gaze. 
Kim had worked in the library for several years before taking over as Head Librarian after Wanda’s retirement. I knew that, even now, Kim sometimes struggled to stand up to her former boss.
‘Well,’ she said. ‘My violin playing is not what it used to be. I did take a few lessons as a kid, but it wasn’t for me. I was more of a Nirvana or REM kind of girl. If I could have played their music on violin—’ She stopped, realising that she was prattling. ‘I think it could be done, but you’d have to be quick. Really quick.’
Silence filled the room again. The only sound was that of some children in the central part of the library. A new gaming room had been recently installed and had brought local kids in by the truckload. 
‘I agree.’ This time, the speaker was Doris Glow, one of the club's other members, and the receptionist from the Cape Carson Gazette, where I was a journalist. ‘I have abseiled, and it’s possible. Difficult, but possible.’ Considering Doris’s age—she was seventy—I could not imagine her abseiling, although, to be fair, she was still in fantastic shape. ‘Mind you, that wouldn’t be the most difficult part.’
‘Really?’ Wanda said, surprised. 
‘Gupman’s Violin concerto in D Minor is a hard piece. One of his most difficult.’ Her eyes focused on a plate at the side. ‘My goodness. Are those homemade lamingtons?’ 
All eyes swivelled to the table. 
‘They certainly are,’ Nola Evans said. 
‘Who made those?’ Monica Evans asked. 
‘We did!’ Nola said. 
‘I thought we brought strawberry macarons.’
‘That was last week!’ 
Despite being ninety-six, and living twenty kilometres away in Port Logan, the sisters never failed to miss a meeting. They owned an old 1955 Dodge La Femme and still drove to Cape Carson at least twice a week. 
‘Now could be a good time for a tea break,’ Kim suggested tactfully. 
The group concurred. With World War Three momentarily averted, everyone grabbed a cup of tea or coffee and a lamington. 
‘You’re full of surprises,’ I said softly to Doris. ‘Abseiling. Violin.’
Doris shrugged. ‘I rather liked abseiling,’ she said and lowered her voice. ‘Mind you, Wanda was right. I’ve read several of Joel Whitcut’s books. They’re all the same. Always relying on some ridiculous bit of acrobatics to commit the crime. Even at my best, it would have taken me twice as long.’
‘I know what you mean,’ I replied. ‘It would take me at least an hour. Maybe two. And that’s just getting out the window.’ 
Kim drifted over. ‘I never guess the killer,’ she grumbled. ‘I thought it was the husband.’
I sighed. ‘You always think it’s the husband.’ 
‘Only because it usually is!’
Before I could respond to this, another figure drifted into view. Very few men came to the Cape Carson Mystery Book Club, a shame because it would have been a great place for them to meet women. 
Tonight, however, a tall, wiry blonde man with green eyes had attended the meeting. He had a basketballer’s physique and moved with an underlying confidence that I found quite attractive. 
‘Hello ladies,’ he said. ‘I think it’s a shame I didn’t read the book. It sounded interesting.’
Kim straightened her dress as I pushed back my hair. Even Doris stood a little straighter. 
‘It’s Keith,’ she said. ‘Isn’t it?’
‘Keith Yaeger,’ he said. ‘I’m in town for a few weeks on business.’
‘Rosie Ryan,’ I introduced myself.
‘Have you read any other Joel Whitcut books?’
‘Most of them. I’ve been busy, though, so I hadn’t gotten to this one.’ 
Keith glanced about. ‘Seems a nice group.’
‘Oh yes,’ I said. My body was having a strange reaction in Keith’s presence. Sort of simultaneously hot and cold, and I was feeling all heady. It could have been the first signs of a flu, but I doubted it. ‘We’re really nice. I mean...very friendly. Not overly friendly,’ I hastened to add. ‘Not in a weird way. Just…friendly.’
Somehow, Kim and Doris managed not to roll their eyes. 
‘And a lovely town,’ Keith continued, seemingly oblivious to my drooling. He glanced at his watch. ‘I’d better get moving. Great meeting you all.’ 
Wishing us a goodnight, he left, leaving me to deal with Doris and Kim. 
Kim turned to me. ‘Very friendly?’ 
‘Not in a weird way?’ Doris added. 
I shook my head. ‘I hate you both.’
They burst out laughing. It was getting late now, so I decided to leave. I reached my jeep, half-hoping that Keith might have been hanging around, but the street was deserted. A few minutes later, I was pulling into the driveway of the house that I shared with my grandmother. 
I staggered through the front door, unsuccessfully stifling a yawn as my beagle, Trixie, came bounding up. Giving her a pat, I continued on to the living room. 
‘You’re sounding tired,’ Nan commented. 
She and her grey-bearded boyfriend Dave were curled up on the lounge watching television. 
‘It's been a long day.’ My gaze crossed to a young boy on the screen. ‘That’s not what I think it is, is it?’
‘If you guessed Home Alone,’ Dave said. ‘You’d be wrong.’
‘It’s The Shining,’ Nan added. 
I groaned. ‘You’re kidding,’ I said. ‘Kim’s been trying to get me to watch that for years.’
‘It’s really thrilling, although I think my hair is greyer now as a result.’
‘Horror is not my thing.’
‘By the way,’ Nan said, fixing me with her steely eyes. ‘What are you doing about the boatshed?’
‘The one down at the bay?’ 
Recently, there’d been an uproar when the publicly owned building was purchased by local businessman Giuseppe Costa. He’d submitted a council application to have it bulldozed and a whole new building constructed. Most of the town wanted it to remain as is. The boatshed was over a century old and was almost as much a part of Cape Carson’s history as the lighthouse. 
‘What other boatshed is there?’ Nan asked, momentarily ignoring the thousands of other boatsheds around Australia. ‘You’re not going to let Giuseppe get away with it, are you?’
‘Nan. I’m a journalist. Not the Prime Minister.’
‘Thank goodness for that because he couldn’t find his own—’
‘And my job is to report the news—’
‘—and not be it. You’ve told me that a hundred times. Now you listen to me, Rosie Ryan. Giuseppe Costa already owns half the properties up and down the coast. He’s been fined by the council at least twice for violating building codes. We can’t let him get away with this. The people of this town need to stand up and be counted.’ 
‘Maybe, but I’m ready to lie down, and the only thing I’m ready to count is sheep,’ I said. ‘See you in the morning.’ 
I headed off to bed and closed my door to shut out the ominous sounds from the television. Trixie took up her spot on the floor beside my bed. 
‘Goodnight, Trixie,’ I said. 
I was asleep within seconds. The dreams that came consisted of me being locked in the tower of a castle. Unable to escape, I peered out the window in dismay until I spotted a shadowy figure scaling the rocky wall towards me. When he reached the open window, I was surprised to see he had blonde hair and green eyes. 
‘Keith?’ I said in amazement.
‘You were expecting someone else?’
Drrriiiinnnggg!
I opened my eyes. 
Morning already? I snapped off my alarm. I hardly felt like I’d been to bed. 
I got ready, ate some breakfast, and was sitting at my desk an hour later. 
The story I was working on was about Unicorn Books, a Cape Carson second-hand bookshop that was celebrating its fiftieth anniversary. I let out a yawn.
‘Not enough sleep?’ Jay enquired. 
He shared the small office at the back of the building with me. 
‘It’s that obvious?’ I asked. 
‘I think you forgot to brush your hair.’
‘Huh?’
I pulled out a mirror from my handbag, muttered something under my breath, and brushed my hair into shape. Doris appeared in the doorway with an envelope. 
‘Rosie,’ she said. ‘You’ve got mail.’
‘Really?’ I said. ‘The old-fashioned kind? Does that still happen?’
‘It’s a rarity.’
Doris handed me the envelope. 
I glanced at the front and frowned. My name was typed using an old-fashioned typewriter. I turned it over. There was no return address. I tore it open and extracted a single piece of paper folded once in half. The page was light blue with a double-orange line running across the top. 
On it was typed:
So strange, all these deaths in Port Logan. And now, Stewart Bard.
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I leaned into Harry Blackshore’s office. ‘Got a minute?’ I asked. 
‘What is it?’ Harry was working on the business accounts for the paper. He hated doing it, but it was one of his roles as the owner and Editor-In-Chief. ‘You look serious, and I don’t like your serious face.’ 
I handed the note to him. 
‘No return address?’ he asked after reading it. 
‘None.’
‘And it arrived today?’
I nodded. ‘Doris gave it to me.’ I showed Harry the envelope. ‘It could be a hoax. You know, nothing, but maybe…’
‘It might be something.’ 
What that something could be was still a mystery. Harry sat back from his computer. ‘Refresh my memory, Rosie,’ he said. ‘Stewart Bard. Wasn’t that the guy who got crushed in a rockfall?’
‘At Port Logan,’ I confirmed. 
I’d written the story myself. There hadn’t been a whole lot to it. That whole section of coast was notoriously unstable. Sometimes days of torrential rain resulted in landslides. A man had been on his early morning walk when a rock dislodged, and he was crushed beneath it.  
Harry reread the note. ‘All these deaths in Port Logan,’ he said. ‘Does that sound right?’ 
‘I don’t know,’ I said, thinking hard. ‘There have been a few. I don’t recall the details.’ 
‘And you know who most people would blame?’
I groaned. ‘Good grief. Not the Port Logan monster?’
‘People have been talking about a Port Logan monster for years,’ he said. ‘It’s the stuff of local legend.’
More like complete rubbish than local legend. I’d first heard of the monster when I visited Cape Carson as a kid. 
‘There’s no sea monster,’ I said. ‘It’s a complete fantasy.’
‘Sometimes legends contain a grain of truth. Maybe something is going on at Port Logan.’ He paused. ‘This could be worth following up, and things are quiet here at the moment. Jay can help cover some of your other stories.’ 
‘Sure.’ Although zooming off to Port Logan wasn’t something I relished, there might be something in this. Or not. The whole thing could be a hoax cooked up by someone’s overactive imagination. ‘It might take a few days.’
‘Or you might have it sewn up in an afternoon.’
Port Logan wasn’t my favourite place. I don’t think anyone liked it much. Maybe not even the people who lived there. It was only in recent years that the council had allowed some of the old places to be demolished and new homes built. Even then, the cost of building around Port Logan bay was hellishly expensive because of the deep foundations that had to be sunk to stabilise the buildings. After telling Harry I’d keep him in the loop, I returned to my desk and finished the story about the bookshop. Then I turned to Jay and told him that I was heading down to Port Logan for a few days. 
‘Really?’ he said. ‘You’re looking into the monster?’ 
I did an eye roll. ‘Not the monster.’ 
‘Not a believer?’
‘Definitely not. I don’t believe in sea monsters.’ 
I continued working on a story I’d been writing about the local boatshed. Nan had been right about something. People were up in arms about it. I filled in some of the remaining details before sending the story to Jay. ‘Most of this is background stuff,’ I said. ‘Can you give this a quick edit before sending it to Harry?’ 
Jay glanced at the article. ‘Do you think council will approve Giuseppe’s redevelopment?’ 
‘I hope not. There’s already too much bulldozing going on around here.’ 
I turned my attention to Steward Bard. The story I’d written for the Gazette wouldn’t win me any Wakely awards. 
Everything I’d had to say amounted to half a column on page three, and that was because the information had come straight from the Cape Carson police. 
Stewart Bard’s death had happened shortly before the new sergeant—Todd Parker—had started. Although he might have given it more attention than his infamously neglectful predecessor, I doubted anyone would have looked twice at it. 
Even I hadn’t thought it suspicious. Rockfalls happened. Not all the time. Maybe twice a year. It was unusual, though, that someone was killed by one. 
My article hadn’t even included a photo of the accident site. Just a generic picture that we’d pulled from our photo archive. Printing a copy of the article, I said a quick goodbye to everyone and headed out the door with Trixie by my side. We made our way to my old jeep and climbed in. 
I gave Kim a ring to see if she wanted to tag along. The library was being renovated, which meant her hours were more flexible than usual. 
‘A trip to Port Logan?’ her voice came back dubiously on the phone. ‘Can’t we do Paris or London? Even Sydney would do.’
‘I’m afraid not.’ I quickly told her about the letter. ‘There’s a chance Stewart Bard was murdered.’
‘Ah-ha. The monster strikes again.’
‘Not the monster!’
‘Yes! The monster! Just because you don’t believe doesn’t mean it’s not real.’ She paused. ‘Anyway, you know I love a good murder. Pick me up from the library in ten.’
Fortunately, Kim enjoyed investigating murders and not committing them. Our friendship never would have worked if it had been the other way around. I did as she requested, and we were soon cruising back down to Percy street. 
The day was bright and clear, and the bay bordering our little seaside town was flat. Boats moored at the wharf sat silent and still. I glanced up and down the street. There weren’t many people about. Cape Carson needed tourists—I knew that—but I couldn’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction when I recognised only familiar faces on the street. 
‘Coffee?’ Kim suggested. 
‘Is the Pope a Catholic?’ I answered.
I pulled over at Sandy’s Diner. A group of surfers sat around the front tables, their boards leaning against the walls. 
‘Wait here,’ I said.
I hurried inside to grab our usual coffees: Kim drank a skim cappuccino while I ordered my usual jumbo double-shot caramel latte. A few people worked at the rock and roll themed diner, but no one made a better coffee than the owner herself. Sandy was a buxom woman with short blonde hair and more than a few tattoos. As she frothed the milk for our coffees, I told her where we were heading. 
‘Port Logan?’ she said. ‘Isn’t everyone there feral?’ 
I laughed. ‘At least you’re not warning me about the sea monster.’
‘I’m not worried about the monster. I don’t want you getting bitten by any of the locals.’ 
Port Logan was often the butt of jokes. ‘Not everyone in Port Logan is feral,’ I said, and told her about Monica and Nola. ‘They’re lovely old ladies.’
‘And still chipper at ninety-six?’ Sandy said, handing me the coffees. ‘You obviously don’t know a vampire when you see one.’
Laughing, I paid and returned to the jeep. From there, we drove out of town, past the lighthouse, and on to Millicent Drive. The road bordering West Beach was long and flat, with gaps between the sand dunes affording me glimpses of the ocean. The water had started to turn choppy. 
Looks like the weather’s changing, I thought. 
It didn’t take long to reach Port Logan. 
Turning off Millicent drive, I followed a dirt road up and over a sharp rise. I stopped next to a road sign reading Oxley Street and peered down into the small bay beyond. 
The whole area was a tiny, hilly inlet with fewer than a dozen houses adjoining the coastal path and road. The buildings were an eclectic mix, mostly rundown beach shacks nestled beside soaring mansions made of glass and steel. These must have been the places that had cost so much to build.
It's amazing what people will do for a water view, I thought. 
An odd mix of vessels were moored at Port Logan’s tiny jetty. A luxurious sports cruiser sat among the few old timber boats, one of which was sunk and another desperately overdue for a coat of paint. 
The bay’s ground was rocky and dry, although some ragged-looking trees had survived against the relentless onshore breeze. A few of the beach shacks had veggie gardens. In the main street sat a general store, although it was hard to tell if it was open or not. 
‘Still as cheery as always,’ Kim said. ‘If you ever have feelings of dire hopelessness, this is the place to come and confirm them.’ 
‘It’s not that bad.’
‘It’s worse. No wonder the monster took up residence here.’ 
Trixie whined. 
‘Not the monster, Kim,’ I groaned. ‘And what’s this thing supposed to look like? Is it like the Loch Ness monster? Or bigfoot? Or—’
‘I’ve got a picture.’ She started searching her phone. ‘I took it years ago when I came over here on a picnic.’ 
Kim finally found the image and showed it to me. The photo was of her and her ex-husband at the beach. A dark shape lay in the water behind.
‘That could be anything,’ I said. ‘Anyway, let’s get moving. We won’t learn anything sitting up here.’
We drove down the hill and pulled up in front of the general store. Close up, the old beach shacks looked slightly better, but not much. They were all timber places that needed either a paint job or a wrecking ball. The few new constructions that had gone up made them look even worse. 
I wonder where Nola and Monica live. 
Kim must have been reading my mind as she gripped my arm.
‘Look,’ she murmured. ‘That’s Monica and Nola’s car.’
It was indeed. The rear end of the old 1955 Dodge La Femme was sticking out of a garage of one of the less ramshackle timber homes. Other than the washed-out pink and milk-white paint job, the car was in good shape. I shook my head in admiration. Some of those old cars were notoriously difficult to drive. At least the road from here to Cape Carson was good and as straight as a die. Plus, they’d probably done the trip so many thousands of times over the years that they could have driven it blindfolded. 
The sign over the front of the general store read Kelly’s General Store. I’d visited it once years before when I’d taken a wrong turn and stopped off for a chocolate bar. 
It’d been a memorable experience for all the wrong reasons. The chocolate had been old, dry, and a year out of date. 
Despite these minor details, I’d still eaten it. After all, bad chocolate’s still chocolate. 
Right?
‘We could drop in on the twins,’ Kim suggested. 
‘I don’t want to do that unannounced. They might be…’ Actually, I wasn’t sure what Nola and Monica did in their spare time. I remembered Sandy’s comments about vampires. Saying they might be sleeping in the middle of the day sounded a little too undead for my liking. ‘They might be taking a walk. Or something. Let’s try the general store.’
‘Is it open?’
‘Sure,’ I said, glancing at the grubby building. ‘I think.’
Opening the screen door of the general store revealed a tired-looking interior. Fluorescent lights ran down the centre. Refrigerators emblazoned with Coke advertising were at one end with a counter at the other. 
The sparsely packed shelves were dusty and disordered. I spotted a cereal packet with advertising for a movie that had come out last year. 
The woman behind the counter looked as tired as her shop. She was undoubtedly the same person who had served me years ago. She was fifty, pasty-faced, with dyed black hair and a troll-like body. She didn’t so much sit at the counter as slump over it, a women’s magazine in hand, and a half-ravaged packet of Tim Tams at her elbow. 
I introduced myself, told her Kim was my photographer and said I was interested in doing a story about the town.
‘What about it?’ she asked. 
Well, that was the sixty-four dollar question, really. What was there to tell about this horrible little town with its single claim to fame being a monster that wanted to eat you? 
‘A story about the town’s history,’ I clarified. ‘Port Logan’s been here a long time.’ When the woman looked at me without speaking, I continued. ‘An article would bring more people to the town and your business.’
‘Really?’ 
Although, they won’t stay long once they see your shop. Most people will probably run a mile. 
‘Absolutely,’ I said, smiling. ‘You’re Mrs Kelly?’
‘Iris Kelly.’
Great. At least now we were on a first-name basis. I asked if she knew how many people lived in Port Logan. 
‘Not many,’ she said. ‘Less than a dozen. Even fewer now.’
‘Even fewer?’ I asked
‘We had a death here recently: Stewart Bard.’
I nodded. ‘He was killed in a rockfall?’ 
‘Yep.’
This was like getting blood from a stone. Kim, in the meantime, had zoomed around the shelves and picked up some provisions. At the sight of actually making a purchase, Iris seemed to perk up a little. Maybe this was the biggest sale she’d make all day. Maybe all week. 
‘How did that come about?’ I asked. ‘The rockfall, I mean.’ 
‘There was rain,’ Iris said as she tallied the items. ‘Days of it. The ground around the cliffs gets soggy. It’s dangerous walking around them. Doesn’t stop stupid people, though. They get told, but they still do it.’
‘Where did the accident happen?’ I asked. ‘Exactly.’ 
The headlands at the entrance to the bay were called East and West Head. She described a section of coast two hundred metres past East Head. The woman then continued to say that there’d been rockfalls along this section of the coast for years. 
‘I don’t recall anyone getting killed before,’ I said. 
‘No,’ Iris agreed thoughtfully as Kim paid for her groceries. ‘Stewart was the first.’
After telling her I’d drop back in later to ask a few more questions, Kim and I headed out to the car. Trixie gave an anxious yowl. 
‘We’re okay, girl,’ I said, ruffling her neck. ‘We survived the witch’s lair.’ I turned to Kim. ‘What’d you buy?’ 
‘Just the essentials: chocolates, biscuits, bags of lollies.’
‘How do you stay skinny?’
‘Pact with the devil. I’m spending eternity as a toasted marshmallow.’ 
‘Bummer.’
Kim threw the essentials into the back of the jeep. I was about to suggest that we go for a walk around the headland when the front door of Nola and Monica’s house was flung open.
‘Hello!’ Nola called. ‘Monica! Guess who’s come to town!’
Monica’s voice came from inside. ‘Is it our nephew John?’
‘No! He died in 1984! It’s Kim and Rosie!’
‘Who?’
‘From the book club.’ 
Monica appeared, and we gave the pair a wave and wandered over. At first glance, I’d thought their garden looked somewhat disorganised. However, on closer inspection, I realised there was a kind of rough beauty to their yard. It was full of coastal succulents that grew wild in the area. Their house was bigger than I’d first thought too. It was a one storey home jutting out from the hill with what appeared to be a vast basement below. 
‘What brings you here?’ Monica asked. ‘Are you lost? That road can be quite tricky.’
Considering the road was dead straight, the last thing I would have described it as was tricky. 
‘We’ve over here doing a story,’ Kim said. 
‘Not about all the deaths?’ Nola asked. 
Ah-ha, I thought. 
I’d made the same mistake as a lot of people. It was easy to think of Nola and Monica Evans as two senile old ladies. Easy, until I remembered that they successfully picked the killer in around half the books we studied at book club. That was a good batting average. Better than mine. 
‘Deaths?’ I said, deciding to play dumb. ‘How do you mean?’ 
Nola tapped the side of her nose. ‘We’ve been watching,’ she said in a low voice. ‘Haven’t we, Monica?’
‘We have. A lot of people have died of late.’
‘But we’ve kept it to ourselves.’
‘Otherwise, they might think we’re crazy,’ Monica said. 
‘Crazy!’ Nola added, with a cackling laugh that did nothing to dispel that notion. 
I wasn’t sure how all this huddling together on the street would look to the neighbours. Everyone could more or less see each other in this tiny inlet. For all I knew, half the town was peering out from behind their curtains, wondering why we were being so conspiratorial. 
‘All right,’ I said carefully. ‘Kim and I are making a few inquiries, but it must be all kept hush-hush. We’ll talk more later.’
‘We understand,’ Monica said. ‘Hush-hush.’
‘Hush-hush,’ Nola agreed. 
I told her we were taking a walk around East Head to see where Stewart Bard had died. The ladies nodded knowingly and said they were available to chat anytime. They headed inside. 
‘They’re not as dizzy as they seem,’ Kim said, thoughtfully. 
‘Not at all.’
‘Could they have sent you the letter?’
‘I don’t see why they would. They know I never reveal my sources.’
The path led in both directions around the tiny cove. We turned left, following as it trailed along the front of the houses. 
I was more aware than ever of the windows surrounding us. It was hard to believe that anyone could get murdered here without the entire town noticing. 
Coming around East Head, an onshore breeze washed over us, and I felt an odd sense of relief.  
‘You feel that too?’ Kim said. 
‘You bet. That’s one weird town.’ 
From here, we could see the coast receding away in both directions. Beyond West Head lay Cullen beach, and past that, a series of headlands that disappeared into a fine blue-grey line. In the other direction was Piper beach, and a jutting out spot I recognised as Point Gower. It obscured our view of West Beach and Cape Carson beyond. 
We continued along the path, the ocean below us, vast and deep. The wind had picked up, and the waves were capped with white. At times like this, I tried to imagine what was going on beneath the water’s surface. That great, heaving, breathing mass, filled with billions of tiny creatures, as oblivious to me as I was to them. 
If I’d felt any concern about finding the spot where Stewart Bard died, my fears would have been unfounded. The boulder had struck the path, collapsing a section before slamming into the rocky platform below. It had come from the very top of the high cliff above. Safely wedged in that position for hundreds of years, it had dislodged just at the moment when Stewart Bard was passing below. The section of path it had
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