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			Historical Note

			Lord Dunraven, born Windham Thomas Wyndham-Quin, was the Fourth Earl of Dunraven. He ruled a vast estate in Ireland, including the village of Adare, where his impressive mansion can still be visited. An avid adventurer and traveler, Lord Dunraven came to the Colorado Rockies in 1872. Taken in by the wide meadows and trout-rich streams of Estes Park, he set his sights on acquiring the entire valley for a hunting and sport reserve. In 1877, friends and associates of Dunraven built the English Hotel on the east edge of the park. By the end of the 1879 season, however, Dunraven and his principal cohorts had decided not to return to Estes Park. The hotel changed hands and continued to operate until 1911 when it burned down.

			Roads into Estes Park in those days were primitive. Winters were harsh. In mid-September, the hotel and Dunraven’s cottage were locked and boarded up and would sit dark and empty until spring. Growing up in Estes Park, I heard the rumor that the Irish aristocrats had cached their valuables each winter—coins, silverware, paintings, lamps, etc.—and that when Dunraven’s party failed to return to the valley in 1880, the cache was forgotten. If the story is true, then the Dunraven Hoard lays undisturbed somewhere in our valley or the mountains surrounding it. 

			

		

	
		
			

			Chapter One

			This Ranger for Hire

			“Take off your trousers,” she said.

			There was no point in protesting; there was nowhere to run—empty except for a three-legged stool and a wobbly table, the cubicle had no windows and only one door, which she was guarding. There was an eye-level opening in the concrete wall, but it was only eight inches square. She already had his boots and tunic; his revolver was in the pickup truck outside.

			He slid the suspenders off his shoulders and stepped out of his trousers.

			“All right,” he said.

			Her hand appeared around the edge of the half-open door, holding a different pair of trousers.

			“Put these on.”

			“What’s this square hole in the wall for?” he asked as he pulled up the new trousers and fumbled with the buttons. The light bulb hanging from the center of the ceiling didn’t provide very much light. 

			“I’m not sure,” she said. “Mike must have had some use in mind when he built the room. Then he put in the hydroelectric plant, and we got an electric freezer and didn’t need a cold room to keep things on ice. Maybe he was going to run a vent pipe from that hole through the kitchen wall to the outdoors. Come on out here.”

			Minnie March looked Ranger McIntyre up and down. She gave his waistband a tug.

			“I’ll look around for the black suspenders,” she said. “I think I know where they are.”

			“The fit feels perfect,” McIntyre said. “I didn’t know you were a tailor, too.”

			“You mean besides being a pretty face?”

			“No. A good cook.”

			“Turn around, wise guy,” she snapped. “And count yourself lucky I don’t kick you square in your behind.”

			Minnie held the dinner jacket for McIntyre. He put his arms in the sleeves and then drew it up over his shoulders.

			“Looks perfect,” she said.

			“Mike had expensive taste,” McIntyre observed, stroking the satin lapels.

			“Always bought the best he could afford. Always said there was no money saved in buying cheap clothes. He’d be proud to see you in his dinner jacket. We never went anywhere he could wear it, but he was proud of it. Let’s go into the dining room. Cook and I have your place all set up.”

			Ranger McIntyre followed Minnie. According to Mrs. Emily Post’s new etiquette book, in a formal dinner situation, the ladies precede the gentlemen into the dining room. He had also read that the gentlemen wait at the doorway while the ladies find their place cards. The hostess gives a signal when all the ladies are seated, at which point the gentlemen enter and take their places.

			

			Minnie led the way to one of the tables where a full formal place setting had been laid out.

			“C’mon over here, Tim,” she said. “You must be awful sweet on that Denver FBI lady, going to all this trouble just for a dinner party.”

			“Guilty,” he confessed. “I do like her. Besides, it’s something different to do with my two-week vacation. I can’t afford to go anywhere. Plus, this invitation to a Denver dinner party is a little puzzling. I love a puzzle.”

			“How’s it a puzzle?” Minnie asked, pulling his chair out for him. “Sit here. Remember to keep your spine and shoulders from touching the back of the chair. No slumping, not that you could. Where’d you learn to hold yourself that straight? Army?”

			“Partly the Army. Mostly my mother. She was a fanatic about posture.”

			“And what’s the puzzle you mentioned?”

			“Miss Coteau has a rich acquaintance who’s throwing this dinner party. Very influential. His son goes to college up in Boulder. The son and a couple of his chums were hunting for treasure somewhere near the national park and one of the boys ended up dead. You probably read about it.”

			“Accident, the newspaper said. Said he fell head-down into an ore bucket at one of the old mine shafts.”

			“That’s the one. Apparently, the wealthy man’s son thinks it was murder. He also thinks that he was the intended victim. Somehow, this rich guy knows Miss Coteau at the Denver FBI office and told her what his son had said, and she told him she knew a guy who knows the area and who has a couple of weeks off. That’s why she’s taking me to dinner at his mansion. Says I need to meet him.”

			“Possible murder, attempted murder, wrong victim!” Minnie exclaimed. “Right up your alley, I’d say. You’re acquiring quite a reputation as a sleuth, even though you’re just a tree cop. Maybe I should stick around this winter and find out how you solve it! Right now, though, we need to see what you’ve learned from Mrs. Post’s book. Honest to God, Timothy, going to all this trouble just to impress Miss Coteau! You’d think you’d have gotten married long ago. Did you actually read that whole book?”

			“Sure. Well, I did skip some parts, like how to conduct oneself during a steamship voyage. That voyage back from France after the war pretty much put me off the idea of making the crossing ever again.”

			“Can’t say as I blame you. Now, look at your place setting and tell me what you found out from Mrs. Post.”

			Ranger McIntyre sat straight as a ramrod at the table in the empty dining room and surveyed the formal place setting before him.

			“Okay,” he said. “Hands in lap. Never fuss with the plates, never adjust the silverware. If something’s missing or out of place or if a knife has a smudge on it, signal the server to fix it. Remember to keep your eye on what the hostess is doing. Don’t unfold the napkin or touch anything on the table until she does. If an appetizer or salad is served, don’t make a move toward it until you see the hostess pick up her fork.”

			“Good,” Minnie said. “Now, tell me about the layout.”

			“Your largest plate is called the service plate; the small one is the bread plate. Between each course, the server will either remove the service plate or put another plate on top of it. Don’t touch it; don’t put any food on it.”

			“What about the drinking glasses?”

			McIntyre began to recite the Emily Post book like a schoolboy doing his multiplication tables.

			“That tall one on the left is for water. The fat one next to it is for red wine, the straight one is for white wine, and that little short one is for sherry. Except, with prohibition going on, there won’t be any wine.”

			“Say!” Minnie exclaimed. “What if they did serve wine? With an FBI employee and a federal park ranger sitting at the table? Wouldn’t one of you have to arrest the host?”

			“Not my jurisdiction. I can only make an arrest if I catch a ground squirrel or a bear drinking bathtub gin. Besides, I’m on vacation, so I don’t have to arrest anybody. Besides which, I think it’s legal to drink booze you already own. You just can’t buy it. Or sell it.”

			“What about your eating tools?”

			McIntyre pointed to each eating utensil in turn, left to right.

			“Left side of the serving plate, you’ve got your salad fork, fish fork, and dinner fork. On the other side, there’s a dinner knife, a teaspoon… and what’s that next one?”

			“Demitasse spoon.”

			“What’s it for?”

			“See the little coffee cup to the right of your other cup and saucer? That’s a demitasse. In case you want a little bit of strong dark coffee after dinner.”

			“Oh. The spoon is for putting sugar in your demitasse.”

			“Never! The server will ask if you want sugar, and he will put it in your cup for you. The spoon is for you to stir with.”

			“Holy cow,” McIntyre said. “Anyway, next to the itty-bitty spoon comes the soup spoon and, finally, the seafood fork. At the top of the plate, I’ve got my cake fork and my dessert spoon. I’m ready for any kind of food they might throw my way.”

			“Let’s hope they don’t throw food at this shindig. What about that small bread plate?” Minnie said, pointing.

			“Bread plate and butter knife. Always break bread or rolls with your fingers; don’t use the knife. If you use the knife for butter, don’t lick the knife afterward.”

			

			“You’re such a gent,” Minnie said.

			“What are those last two little gadgets?” McIntyre asked.

			Minnie pointed to the tiny bowl and miniature spoon, then to a little crystal block the size of a pack of Black Jack chewing gum.

			“That little bowl’s for your personal salt. Or they might have a teeny-tiny salt shaker there instead. But never reach for the salt. In fact, don’t ever use it. Bad manners to salt your food.”

			“Then why have it there?”

			“In case you want it.”

			“Oh.”

			“The little square thing is your knife rest where you put your butter knife to keep butter off the linen tablecloth.”

			“Good idea. I guess I’m ready to eat without embarrassing myself too much. What’s next?”

			“Let’s go find black shiny shoes and an overcoat, and you’ll be all set to wow the ladies.”

			“I don’t know how to thank you,” Ranger McIntyre said as he stood up and followed Minnie out of the dining room. “I know Mike would have been happy to have me use his tux and all, but for you to tailor it for me and go to all that trouble—”

			“Shush!” Minnie said. “It’s the least I can do to pay you back for watching over the lodge all winter while I’m with my sister in Kansas.”

			“I don’t mind. I enjoy checking the place once a week or so. It gives me something to do after the tourists have all gone home.”

			“Weird, isn’t it?” Minnie said. “One day, there’s so many people in the park that you couldn’t swing a cat. Then, along comes Labor Day, the schools re-open, and you could shoot a cannon down the village’s main street and not hit anybody. But I’ll be worried about you.”

			“Me? Why me?”

			“With all the lodges closed for the season, where will you eat breakfast? And fishing season will close, too. You’ll have nothing to do.”

			“I might work. You know, be a park ranger?”

			“Well, yes, you might try that. But I hope you’ll ease into it real gradual-like. I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself.”

			[image: ]

			There were no two ways about it: Vi Coteau was a stunner. If the Hollywood filmmakers ever made a film about the life of the glamorous FBI “secretary,” they would have to hire Miss Clara Bow for the part. In her everyday clothes—usually a tight-fitting skirt, tailored jacket, and cute cloche hat—Vi could cause men’s heads to snap around at a hundred yards. The sight of her in this evening’s slinky floor-length satin gown and fur-trimmed long cape made other women want to go lie down in front of an oncoming bus.

			When Ranger McIntyre saw her coming toward him through the lobby of his hotel, looking classy and refined, he almost regretted having planned a little joke on her, which was that he had parked his pickup truck at the curb and was going to tell her that they would drive it to the dinner party. It was the pickup that the owner of Small Delights Lodge had given McIntyre, the truck with “Small Delights” stenciled on both doors.

			“I thought we’d drive to the dinner in my truck,” McIntyre told her.

			“Here’s a nickel,” Vi replied, pretending to hand him a coin. “Go buy yourself another thought. I have a cab waiting. Where’s your hat?”

			“Don’t have one. My head’s bigger than Mike March’s was.”

			

			“You know what, ranger? I’m not even going to ask you what that’s supposed to mean. C’mon.”
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			All through dinner, Ranger McIntyre had the distinct feeling that his tailored dinner jacket, waistcoat, and tie were making a good impression on the ladies, including Vi Coteau. Several times, he looked across the table and caught her looking back at him in a way that he found gratifying. He admitted it to himself: he was enjoying the attention. He was not likely to ever attend a formal dinner again as long as he lived, but for now, he liked it. It reminded him of being in uniform on parade and having all those lovely French women throwing kisses as the squadron marched by.

			Finally, the ordeal of formal dining was over. The hostess put aside her dessert fork and announced that the ladies would adjourn to the parlor, the gentlemen to the library. Her husband, Mr. William Leup, signaled for his son Richard and Ranger McIntyre to follow him to his private study. Mr. Leup’s personal secretary handed around the cigar box, and McIntyre graciously accepted. When the cigars had been trimmed and lit, and the first few appreciative puffs had been duly performed, Mr. Leup offered chairs and got to the point.

			“We’ve rather a mess going on, I’m afraid,” Leup began. “As you know, my son Richard here had a friend, Winston Dole, who died while the boys were up in the mountains. The Dole family is anxious to learn more details about the death; Richard has convinced himself that it was not accidental. Not only that it was not accidental, but also that Winston was not the intended victim. Richard thinks that he himself was the target. I want more information. I want someone to look into it and bring me the facts of the matter. Unfortunately, it took place outside the jurisdiction of the Denver police. I have several important friends there. The county sheriff’s office is woefully undermanned. I could hire a private detective to find the perpetrator—and I firmly believe there is a perpetrator—but none of them know the mountains. City boys.”

			“I see,” McIntyre said.

			“I have been on the phone to the FBI. The director is a friend of mine, as is the local FBI agent. As you know, Miss Vi Coteau works for him. She is also a friend of Richard’s sister. She suggested to me that she knew a forest ranger who has a proven knack for investigating and solving crimes, such as the death of young Winston. If it was, indeed, a crime. I spoke with your Supervisor Nicholson and had a word with my friend, the Secretary of the Interior, and Supervisor Nicholson indicated that you would be willing to look into it for me, even though the incident technically took place outside the national park. Nicholson also indicated a willingness to extend your vacation time, if necessary, in view of the fact that the tourist season is over and things have quieted down in the park.”

			Whew, thought McIntyre. What a speech. It’s easy to see him in politics.

			“I’d be happy to help, if I can,” he replied. “Maybe Richard could tell me more about where and how this incident took place. The newspaper wasn’t very specific.”

			He was going to add, “And I don’t have anything else to do for a couple of weeks,” but thought better of it. 

		

	
		
			

			Chapter Two

			Conflicting Opinions

			When Richard opened his mouth to speak, his father held up a fat hand to silence him. The gesture, as well as Richard’s reaction, seemed automatic, as if it happened on a frequent, if not constant, basis.

			Richard slumped back in the oversized wingback chair, crossed his arms on his chest, and glared at the fireplace like a college boy who’s been told by the coach that he can’t play in Saturday’s game against State. His resentment of his father was palpable: it seemed to hang in the room like the tobacco smoke, making for an awkward silence. McIntyre turned his head from father and son and pretended to take an interest in the framed coin collection hanging on the wall.

			“What happened is this,” Mr. Leup began, studying the ash on his cigar, “young Richard and his friends Winston Dole and Charles Monde, instead of tending to their studies at the university, went off on a treasure-hunting lark. You know the closed-down gold mines, the ones at Big Horse Park on the Rocky Mountain National Park boundary? Of course you do. How long have you been with the park, anyway? Probably it doesn’t matter. As I said, these three boys took it into their stupid heads to go larking about among the old tunnels and mine buildings instead of studying their books as they should. They became separated, each one wandering off in a different direction to search for this treasure or whatever. Late in the day, it started to turn cold and dark. Being a bright little college boy, Richard decided they should return to the fraternity house. Except they couldn’t find Winston anywhere. Charles and Richard searched and searched and finally ended up driving to the nearest telephone to call for help.

			“Well, it was a dark night. By the time a search party had been organized, there was not much use in trying to find anything. They set out again at first light the following morning and found him within two hours. He had hiked over a hill and down a long gulch to the May Day Mine.”

			“And he was dead by then,” Ranger McIntyre put in.

			“Of course. Would you care for coffee?” 

			Mr. Leup pressed a button on his desk and a servant appeared in the doorway.

			“Coffee,” Mr. Leup said. He waved the servant away again.

			“Dead as a doornail,” he continued. “Head first down into an old ore bucket, just his feet showing above the rim. Good thing one of the searchers spotted those boots sticking up, or else Winston might’ve hung there until the trump of doom.”

			McIntyre turned to Richard, who was still glowering at the fire.

			“Hung?” McIntyre said. “He was hanging?”

			Richard stared back at the ranger as if he were the stupidest man he had ever deigned to speak to.

			“No. Not ‘hanging.’ You’re not listening. He was stuck headfirst into an old ore bucket. The bucket was hanging on a heavy chain from the old headframe. And before you ask, the doctor who examined him said he probably died of asphyxiation from being upside down in there. The ore bucket was just barely wide enough for his shoulders and he was stuck. And stuck hard. They had a devil of a time trying to haul him up and out, let me tell you. Someone, luckily enough, finally thought to unhook the chain and lay the ore bucket on the ground to make it possible for them to pull him out that way.”

			“This ore bucket,” McIntyre said. “It wasn’t suspended over the shaft? You said it hung on the headframe.”

			“No, of course not,” Richard snapped. “Not over the shaft. Off to the side, by the old shed. Maybe ‘headframe’ isn’t the right term. I wouldn’t know. A thick beam, two thick upright posts. Like a door frame, only much, much heavier, you know? No, like a goalpost on a football field. That’s what it looks like, a football goalpost. The chain went around the beam. The ore bucket—you must have seen one somewhere, if you know the area as well as what’s-her-name, Miss Coteau, says. It has an oversized swinging handle on it, with a loop at the top. That’s where the chain was hooked. Naturally.”

			It wasn’t “natural” at all. McIntyre knew the old May Day Mine site and had seen the rusted ore bucket lying on its side against the framework. He didn’t remember seeing any chain on the bucket, although he did recall that there was some in a pile of metal junk nearby. Thick chains, iron rods, bent pulleys, broken angle braces, anything that the miners had thrown aside and was too heavy for hikers to carry away. How, he wondered, had that ore bucket ended up hanging from that gantry? One man alone might be able to stand it on end and then work it into position under the frame. Maybe. He’d either have to be very strong or very clever at physics to hang it up.

			“That wouldn’t be the headframe,” McIntyre explained. “More likely to be a gantry. Maybe the miners built it to hoist heavy equipment into wagons. But what were you and Winston and Charles looking for? Your father said you were hunting for treasure?”

			“They were playing hooky,” Mr. Leup replied, speaking for his son. “Less than two weeks into the college semester and these three decide it’s too nice a day to sit in a classroom. Everyone knows there is nothing of value to be found now in those old mines, not even enough gold ore to turn a profit.”

			“Actually,” Richard said, “Winston had run into a fellow we used to know back in school. Weird looking kid. Didn’t like him much. We called him Beeky. Skinny kid. His face was nothing but nose and round eyeglasses. A real bookworm, you know? Beeky works at the library now and found something in a book about a ‘hoard’ hidden at one of the mines.”

			“Yes, yes,” Mr. Leup said, waving his hand to silence his son. “Not important. Don’t lead the ranger off the track. The issue, Mr. McIntyre, is that we think Richard was the intended victim. It’s possible that someone wants to harm him.”

			“Not Winston,” McIntyre said. “Didn’t want to harm Winston, I mean. If it wasn’t an accident.”

			“Probably not. Winston is… he was… a boy of, shall we say, little promise. Few prospects. No family connections, certainly no family money. None too bright, in my opinion. I can’t imagine him having any enemies. But Richard, on the other hand, is my son. There are plenty of people who would love to cause me grief simply because I’m rich. Some believe that I took advantage of them in accumulating my fortune. It’s none of my fault that I’m smarter and quicker to seize opportunities. I’m very good at making deals, at making money.”

			“I see,” McIntyre said. Leup’s ego seemed to know no bounds. “Well, I’d be glad to poke around where it happened and see if I find anything. I’ll go up to the May Day Mine tomorrow or the day after, have a look around, and report back to you. Maybe you could write down the names of the boys as well as addresses and phone numbers for me. Yours, too. That way, I can let you know if I find out anything.”

			Leup pressed one of the buttons on his desk to summon the tall, nervous-looking individual who had earlier proffered the box of cigars.

			“My secretary,” Leup explained. “I don’t write things down. He does.”

			“Okay,” McIntyre said. “I’d also like the names and addresses of anyone who could tell me more about the young man who died. I want to look into this story of a treasure hoard.”

			“Nonsense,” Leup said. “Fraternity hijinks, one of those infantile things they play at. I don’t know this ‘Beeky’ person, but I wouldn’t put it past him to make up such a story just to gain attention. Hijinks, that’s all the treasure nonsense is. I once had to bail Richard out of the police station because some frat brother told them a certain bathroom window at a sorority house had no curtain. The police caught half a dozen boys climbing a tree outside the place one night. Another reason I don’t like my son socializing with boys like Winston and Charles. Not good for his career, not good.”

			“Winston was okay,” Richard ventured to say. “And he seemed pretty certain there was something to find. Look here, Ranger… what was the name? MacTyre? You make sure you don’t go spreading the word about there being a treasure hoard up there. If it shows up in the papers, there’ll be idiots tramping all over the place looking for gold.”

			“Poppycock,” his father said. “There’s no treasure hoard! Now, put down that cigar and go with Means into his office. Help him make out this list the ranger wants.”

			The boy and the secretary left the room. Mr. Leup turned his attention to Ranger McIntyre, a broad smile on his face.

			“Cigar to your liking?” he said. “Now tell me, and be as candid as you wish, do you think that this new national park will make land more valuable in that little village of yours? I’m thinking of investment, of course. Another hotel near the village could make money, no doubt, but it would take years to realize a profit. However, if a man knew the territory and he spotted a bit of land… some location that would double or triple in value as the Rocky Mountain National Park took off as a tourist spot… well, sir, that man and his investors might turn a very tidy profit, indeed.”
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			The taxi made its exit through the pretentious gateway of the Leup mansion and went chugging along the empty streets of Denver. The taxi driver was mentally adding up the fare and the tip. The two people in the back seat were what is known as a “handsome couple” in their expensive clothes. Better yet, the good-looking young man in the tailored tux and overcoat seemed bent on making a favorable impression on the glamorous lady, which meant he’d probably give a hefty tip. The hotel they had asked for was in the medium price range, but at least it wasn’t cheap. Yessir, this fare could make his evening worthwhile.

			In the back seat, Ranger Timothy Grayson McIntyre was also doing some mental calculations. He was trying to remember how much cash he was carrying and trying to figure out what he would say if it wasn’t enough to pay for the taxi. Vi Coteau hugged her silver fur cape around her against the chill in the air and smiled at him.

			

			“Penny for your thoughts?” she said.

			“Might need more than that.”

			“What?”

			“Never mind. Interesting friends you have back there.”

			“I wouldn’t say ‘friends.’ I scarcely know Mr. Leup. His daughter and I have been thrown together on various occasions. We’ve had some long chats, that’s all. Mostly about fashion and food.”

			“The dinner was very good, I thought,” he said.

			“Yes, very.”

			“No egg salad sandwiches.” He was remembering their first lunch at a Woolworth’s lunch counter, and a mountain meadow picnic a few weeks later. She had told him that egg salad was one of her three weaknesses.

			“No,” she said.

			“I feel awkward,” Ranger McIntyre confessed.

			“You? You feel awkward? Listen, friend, you were wonderful back there. You handled every course of the meal from soup to nuts. One of the girls whispered to me that you probably dined that way all the time. Our hostess couldn’t keep her eyes off you. Neither could the other women. They all asked me who you were and where I found you. That tux fits like a dream, you’ve got the posture of a drill sergeant, and you don’t have a hair out of place. You’re a beautiful man to look at, ranger. So, there!”

			“Boy, you really know how to hurt a guy. Never been called beautiful before. I was starting to feel really, really awkward even before you said it. What I meant was, here I am in the back seat of a taxi with a gorgeous lady, and I can’t think of anything brilliant to talk about. Besides that, I feel like I should kiss you and don’t quite know where to begin.”

			“Oh, I see!” Vi Coteau’s laugh caused the driver to take a look in his mirror. “Then let’s change the subject. Are you going to help Mr. Leup get to the bottom of young Winston Dole’s death?”

			

			“I guess I will,” the ranger said, relaxing against the seat again. “Only, I have a feeling Mr. Leup wants me to discover that it was an accident and the kid was being stupid when it happened. I think he’s afraid that his son Richard will be suspected of being involved somehow. Because it would reflect badly on himself, see? On the other hand, I also got the feeling while we were chatting over our cigars that Richard—let’s see, how to put this? That Richard wouldn’t be surprised to find out his father had something to do with Winston’s accident.”

			“Jeepers!” Vi said. “You don’t take many steps before leaping to your conclusions, do you?”

			“It’s like doing a jigsaw puzzle,” the ranger explained. “There’s always a few pieces lying in the jumble that you notice out of the corner of your eye. Your eye catches something about those particular pieces. You almost automatically know where they belong. Know what I mean?”

			“Jigsaw puzzles?” Vi said with a sweet smile. “My life’s never dull enough that I need to do jigsaw puzzles. I wouldn’t allow it to be. What specifically are you going to do about the Winston accident?”

			“Tomorrow or the next day, I’m going to drive up to the May Day Mine and poke around. I want to take a look at that ore bucket and gantry.”

			“I’d love to come along,” she said, watching for his reaction. His eyes widened with interest, and that very small smile of his creased one corner of his mouth. “But I can’t,” she continued. “I’m a working girl, after all. Maybe I can drive up this weekend. We could have another picnic while I help you solve the case.”

			“It might be too chilly for a picnic,” he said. “Most of the lodges and restaurants are already closing down for the season.”

			“Well, at least we could take a hike together and visit the death scene. Afterward, we could go see your little ranger cabin, and you could show me your jigsaw puzzle collection.”

			McIntyre was still working on his snappy comeback when the brakes squealed and the taxi came to a stop at his hotel.

			The taxi driver was none too pleased to learn that the man was going to disembark at the hotel, not the woman. It meant the man would either hand him some money—never enough—and tell him where to drive the woman, or he would give the woman the money for the fare, and women never tip as good as men do.

			Ranger McIntyre’s Man Mood Dial was set to “Awkward” again. Vi Coteau, however, handled the awkward moment with her customary classiness. When he reached for the door handle, she didn’t stop him but allowed him to step out. From outside, peering in the door to say goodnight, there was no suggestion that he should kiss her. As for the other bit of awkwardness, “I won’t come in,” she said sweetly. “I have to be at the office early, you know. Besides, with this prohibition nonsense, we would have to stick to lemonade. And that’s no fun.”

			He began to reach into his pocket for his wallet.

			“No, no,” she said. “My treat. My idea, my guest, my treat. Good night, Ranger.”

			“Good night. And thanks! I enjoyed it. Give me a phone call when you can come up to the park.”

			She told the driver her address and off they went, the driver more certain than ever that the size of his tip would barely be enough for a cup of java. If he was lucky, maybe a stale sinker. 

		

	
		
			

			Chapter Three

			Crime Scene? 
Or Accident Waiting to Happen?

			Ever since it opened, villagers called Kitty’s place “that all-night diner” where night owls and early risers could find a day-old sandwich or a dry sinker of a doughnut and a cup of strong coffee, but officially it was named Kitty’s Café. That’s where McIntyre went just after sunrise that morning. He had climbed out of his warm bed when it was still dark outside, poured Brownie her morning bucket of grain by lantern light, and by the time he got to the village, he was hungry enough to go into Kitty’s. He needed nourishment for the drive south past Blue Spruce Lake to the eastern edge of the national park. That’s where the abandoned mines were. His favorite breakfast spot in the village, the Pioneer Inn, wouldn’t open for another hour. One of Kitty’s breakfast “specials” would have to do.

			“Hiya, Ranger!” Kitty greeted him. “Grab a stool! What’ll it be this morning? Say… you’re outta uniform! Whatsamatta, y’ been fired finally? Ah, hell, there’re other jobs. In fact, I could use a dishwasher, if you’re interested. What’d you say you’re havin’? Lemme pour your orange juice, and you can tell me all about it.”

			McIntyre suspected that Kitty was born with some part of her brain missing, the part that lets people sleep. He had known a guy like that at the aerodrome in France, during the war. A pilot like himself, but he never seemed to sleep. Any time during the night, you might find him polishing a boot or cooking an egg or reading a book. Speaking of eggs, Kitty kept her own chickens, and eggs were one of the few things she could cook without spoiling.

			“I’ll have three over easy, Kitty. And toast. Are there any hashbrowns?”

			“Oh, piles of them! Tiny hasn’t been in yet this morning, so there’s plenty. Oh, boy, can that guy eat hashbrowns!”

			She turned to the stove and spoke over her shoulder. McIntyre rested his elbows on the counter and sipped at the orange juice.

			“What’s up with the civvies, Ranger?”

			“I’m on vacation, Kitty, that’s all.”

			“Off to do some fishin’ then. Reggie was in here yesterday and brought me a couple of nice ones he pulled outta the Thompson River. Down by the old diversion dam, he said. ’Course, you know Reggie, he won’t tell his real hot spots. Keeps those to hisself. Where’re you off to this early, anyway? Willow Creek, maybe?”

			“No fishing,” McIntyre said. “I thought I’d drive down toward the mines and look around.”

			“The May Day Mine,” she said. “Where that kid got himself dead? Yeah, I don’t guess you’d be able to keep your pokey nose outta that one. You ask me, I’d say he was after the Dunraven treasure.”

			“You know about it?” McIntyre asked.

			“Sure. It’s been a local rumor as long as I can remember. Them three college boys was in here last month and was all excited talking about it. One of them was showing the others a sheet of paper, something he’d copied outta a book. You need ketchup?”

			Ranger McIntyre had finished half his breakfast when the door to Kitty’s Café opened wide. The doorway and seemingly half the room was filled with the jolly ponderousness of “Tiny” Brown, proprietor of Beaver Point store out on the Moraine Park road. Every couple of days, he drove into town to have breakfast at Kitty’s. No one knew why.

			“’Morning, Ranger!” Tiny’s bass voice could rattle dishes off the shelves. “How are you this fine morning? Going fishing, are you?”

			Tiny took the stool next to McIntyre. More like two stools next to McIntyre.

			“No, just taking some annual vacation time.”

			“He’s investigating the death at the May Day Mine!” Kitty volunteered.

			“Say, I heard about that!” Tiny said. “Pretty strange accident, if you ask me. Right up your alley, as the folks say down in the flatlands, where they have alleys.”

			“Me and the ranger were just now talkin’ about the Dunraven treasure, Tiny,” Kitty said.

			“Yeah,” McIntyre said. “What do you know about it, Tiny?”

			Tiny Brown was not only the best sandwich maker in the valley, he was also the best amateur historian. More than a hobbyist historian, he was a walking repository of facts about the region.

			“Dunraven’s treasure hoard,” he said. “That’s a mysterious one, for sure. Well, the short version begins in the 1870s when Lord Dunraven and his associates closed down the English Hotel for the season to go back to Ireland and were fearful of leaving anything that might tempt thieves to break into the place. According to the rumor, they locked all the more expensive furniture in a secure room. But anything like gold or silver, or fine art, such as little statuettes, they took to a hidden cache. One old boy, Ambrose Sharpy, he bought the land after the English Hotel burned down and spent years digging holes all over it. That’s why you see all those young pine trees where the hotel used to be. Sharpy disturbed the soil everywhere. Ponderosas love to drop seeds in freshly turned earth.”

			“What would it have to do with the old gold mines?”

			“That, I couldn’t say. For a long time, people believed that there was a root cellar somewhere up the mountain from the English Hotel. Some even swore they had seen the cellar entrance, supposedly made out of extra-heavy timbers with a padlock on the door. Maybe that root cellar, if it existed, looked like a mine tunnel. Could you pass the ketchup?”

			McIntyre slid the ketchup bottle along the counter. “Tell me more about this English Hotel.”

			“Sure,” Tiny said. “So, you already know how Lord Dunraven came from Ireland in
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