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Welcome to St. Barts, beautiful and sensual, vacation spot of models, moguls and movie stars and home to Gendarme Charles Trenet. Life is one sunny day after another and the life of the young gendarme is one of blissful tranquility—even his love life is looking up—that is, until the annual marbles tournament rolls around. The locals always look forward to the good-natured competition and this one looks to be the most exciting event yet. But what has made the stakes suddenly so high? And why does a seemingly friendly marbles competition appear to be at the center of an ugly plot that stirs the passions of all involved? A seemingly harmless old man’s murder raises questions that demand solutions, and long kept island secrets and deceptions come to light as Gendarme Trenet doggedly tracks down the truth in this exciting sequel to Murder In St. Barts.
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“My wife is cheating on me.”

Charles covered his mouth with his hand and by force of will converted a raucous laugh to an uneven cough.

“Are you all right?” Thor half-rose from his chair.

“Yes, I’m fine. Sit, sit.” Charles waved for Thor to retake his seat. Crazy Thor! The man was seventy-five years old if he was a day. His wife, Coralie, wasn’t likely a day younger. She was possibly even older. Cheating on him? The only thing either of the two of them was cheating on was Death itself. And there was no telling how much longer Death would let them get away with that misdeed.

Charles sipped his beer deliberately, giving himself time to think. “Tell me, Thor,” he began, “what makes you suspect that Coralie is cheating on you?”

Thor nodded somberly. “A man can tell.”

“Well, this man can’t. So if you want me to help you, you’re going to have to explain.” Charles folded his arms and waited. 

A cloud of cigar smoke from the table behind seemed drawn to Charles like steel shavings to a magnet. He wished Thor had chosen a table out-of-doors. As usual, Le Bayou, one of St. Barts’ most popular bar/restaurants, was crowded. The local men gathered around the television in the corner awaiting racing results from France.

The few obvious tourists in attendance preferred the outdoor tables. Charles supposed this was partially due to the tourist’s inherent need to savor as much of the local ambience as humanly possible, thereby extracting as much from their tourist dollar as could hope to be squeezed. Perhaps they also felt a bit uneasy sitting inside, which was obviously ‘local territory.’

Charles smiled as Juliette, Le Bayou’s loveliest waitress, flitted by. She smiled back, carrying a bottle of wine and a pack of Gauloise to a group of middle-aged Frenchmen arguing the best way to deal with terrorists under the inviting shade of a decidedly non-threatening umbrella.

“She’s acting bizarre, Charles. Très bizarre.” Thor hung his head, looking for answers, if not solace, in his unstable head of beer. “She leaves home at all hours and comes back late. Dressing fancy like. She’s acting all excitable, too.”

“Excitable?”

“Happy.”

Charles laughed. “Oh, well, happy. We can’t have that now, can we?”

Thor pressed his hands against the wood table and pushed back his chair. “If you are going to make fun of me, Charles—”

Charles rose and eased Thor back into his seat. Not an easy thing to do. Thor, whose real name was Per Ravelson, was a large fiery-headed man of Swedish descent. The locals nicknamed him Thor for his red hair and large stature. Others, less kind, said it was likely because his large nose looked fashioned with a heavy, primitive hammer such as a Viking might have wielded. His family had settled on St. Barthelemy in the French West Indies way back in 1847. 

“I’m not making fun of you, Thor.”

In a conciliatory gesture which he could ill-afford on his meager gendarme’s pay, Charles shouted for two more beers from the owner, Gilles, who stood behind the bar sipping an anise. He was a tall, thin man, fighting to keep his hair. To offset his losses, Gilles sported a small, thick dark moustache. He was a pleasant host and was never far from Le Bayou. 

Charles said, “I do think you are blowing this all out of proportion.”

Gilles sent Juliette over with the beers. She managed to spill a drop on Charles’ gendarme uniform.

“Pardon,” she said, wiping his shirt quickly and deftly with her apron.

“It’s nothing,” murmured Charles, stealing a look in her eyes and a whiff of her perfume as she hung over him.

Juliette smiled, flicked her apron at his nose, and departed.

“She likes you, Charles,” Thor said with a nod towards the waitress.

“Do you think so?”

“I know so,” replied Thor. “I know women, Charles. Like I know boats.”

Charles was fully aware how much the old seadog knew about boats. It was on account of Thor’s homemade hull sealant that Charles’ sailboat had quickly and unceremoniously sunk to the bottom of Gustavia Harbor and he now resided in the tiny guesthouse of St. Barts’ chief-of-police, Didier Lebon.

His sailboat, barely livable before its sinking, was lying ashore while Charles painstakingly tried to restore her to homestead, let alone floating, status.

“And I know my Coralie. We’ve been together, man and wife for better than fifty years. I ought to know her. And I know when something’s going on.” He drained his third beer in one long swig. “Hanky-panky, Charles. That’s what’s going on.”

Thor leaned forward, giving Charles a whiff of beer breath that Charles could have lived without.

“And I want you to find the bastard that’s cuckolding me.” Thor wiped his thick lips with the back of his thumb. “When you do, I’m going to wring his scrawny neck.” 

“Before you do anything crazy, let me try to handle this. After all, you came to me for help.”

“A man who steals another man’s wife deserves only death.” Thor had only three loves in his life, his wife, his cat and his love for the sea. “Love is the most precious thing in the world, Charles. Any man who steals that from another, he deserves to die.”

“That’s enough talk about killing, Thor. Tell me, do you have any ideas?” Thor was watching him. The big man’s eyes were glassy from drink. How did Charles ask this diplomatically? “Is there a particular gentleman whom you suspect might be on more than friendly terms with Coralie?”

“Gentleman!” snorted Thor. “He ain’t no gentleman. And I suspect it’s Remy Deval.” He banged his mug down on the table.

“Remy Deval?” Charles fingered his hat. “Where do I know that name?”

“Owns the tobacconist’s shop on Rue du Centenaire.” Thor was wagging his head. “Thinks himself a real ladies’ man, he does.”

Charles thought a moment. “Oui, Monsieur Deval.” He had occasionally had a word with a Monsieur Deval outside his shop. Charles didn’t smoke and didn’t know the man well. “But wait, Monsieur Deval must be in his eighties.”

If it was the fellow Charles was thinking of, Thor’s suspicions were growing more absurd by the minute. Monsieur Deval was a sprightly little man with sun-browned, wrinkled skin and a wiry head of hair that fit atop his head like a balding hairbrush.

“That’s him, all right,” Thor replied. “Remy has quite the reputation, Charles, let me tell you.”

“This is ridiculous. He’s an old man. And now that I think of it, he’s got a wife as well.”

“These are sinful times, Charles. A wife means nothing to a man like Remy Deval. Why, he’s stole my wife, hasn’t he?”

“You don’t know that for a fact, Thor.”

“Not yet, I don’t. That’s what I want you to find out.” Thor leaned in. “Cora’s been buying my cigars from Remy.”

“Is this a recent development?” Charles was quite aware of Thor’s smoking habits. He smoked like the proverbial furnace.

“No,” admitted Thor. “She’s always been buying them there. It’s close to the house, you know.”

“So why does this make you suspicious?”

“Well,” Thor explained slowly, “she’s been buying them more often. Now, Coralie has been pestering me about my smoking, Charles. Telling me maybe I should cut down or cut them out altogether. Not very likely!”

Thor thumped the ashtray at the edge of the table. “But now, in the last month or so, she’s buying me all I want. How do you explain that?” Before Charles could try, he went on. “And not just the cheap ones. The best. Once she even bought me Cubans!”

Charles sighed. Thor was a nice enough old man and he had been kind to Charles since his arrival on St. Barts six months ago. “It sounds to me that your wife loves you very much, mon ami. I believe you should forget all about this nonsense and enjoy your blessings.”

Thor looked ready to cry. “I can’t, Charles. I can’t. She’s deceiving me, I know it. If it’s not Remy, then it’s with some other fellow.” He clamped his fists. “But that Remy, he has a roving eye. And, let me tell you, Charles, the bugger has quite the reputation.” Thor nodded suggestively.

“Yes, so you said.” An eighty-year-old man with a Lothario’s reputation? “I’ll make some inquiries,” Charles promised. Though what these inquiries might be, he had no idea. 

He did know that it was a complete waste of his time. It was impossible to imagine that nice little Monsieur Deval in bed with anyone, let alone Thor’s wife. But Thor was a friend. What choice did he have?

He only hoped Madame Ravelson, Thor’s wife, didn’t find out about any of this. She would be furious with them both. Her husband for accusing her. Charles for meddling.

Thor rose. He was swaying on his heels. The man was surely on the verge of drunkenness. He grabbed Charles for support.

“Are you going to be all right?” worried Charles.

“Oui, bien.” Thor tipped toward Charles’ ear and, in a stage whisper, said, “Aren’t you going to ask her out, Charles?”

“Ask who out?” Thor was leering at the waitress who hung over the cash register. “Juliette?”

Thor’s lips turned up. “Of course. I told you. She likes you, Charles.”

Charles shook his head. “Non. It’s not possible. I have no time for such things.”

“Take my word for it, Charles,” Thor said, wrapping an arm over the gendarme’s shoulder and leading him away from Le Bayou, “there is always time for romance. Indulge yourself while you are young and can enjoy it. Before you are betrayed—betrayed after a lifetime of happiness.”

“You don’t know that you have been betrayed, mon ami. Stop saying such things. As for me, I have my work in the gendarmes and much work to do on my sailboat. It’s enough to keep my life full.”

Charles again refrained from mentioning that this predicament was entirely Thor’s fault. If Thor had not given him that defective, homemade glue of his, Charles’ sailboat would never have sunken and he wouldn’t be forced to live in a tiny guesthouse on the property of Chief Lebon. Charles couldn’t seem to keep these thoughts from his mind, though he kept his recriminations to himself.

“Ah, yes. How’s she coming, Charles?”

“Well enough,” answered Charles. He preferred not talking about his boat in Thor’s presence. The very last thing he needed was Thor’s help again.

“Best to go slowly,” Thor said. “You want to prepare her right this time. Boats need love and attention, just like women.” He paused. “And cats.”

Charles, under great strain, once more managed to refrain from remarking how it was actually Thor who’d applied most of the sealants and glues to the underside of Charles’ sailboat and done a large portion of the hull’s repairs. This was the same hull that burst like a balloon the first time they’d lowered her into the water.

Charles had purchased a perfectly good and highly recommended marine product, which Thor had tossed in the trash bin against Charles’ wishes. And Thor had further insisted that Charles use his own homemade concoction. If it wasn’t for Thor, Charles would be living still on his sailboat. It had been a tiny, modest home, but it had been all his own.

Charles cursed himself. There he was, dwelling on the past again. He really needed to learn to ‘let go’ as they say.

As it was, living at Chief Lebon’s wasn’t so bad, except that the chief made little effort to conceal the fact that he was trying to marry off his young daughter to Charles. Violette was just eighteen and several years Charles’ junior. She was beautiful, if sometimes annoying. She had a way of getting under Charles’ skin that was at once fascinating, yet irksome.

No doubt Violette would make some young man a fine wife. This gendarme, however, was in no hurry to try the matrimonial state. He was having enough difficulty with the single one.

However, Charles had no choice but to tolerate his current existence as he had no other home and not enough funds to rent someplace else on the island. Prices were high on St. Barthelemy. And he was an outsider, transferred to the island from France. Because of the continuous influx of wealthy tourists, apartments were quite expensive, especially for someone on a gendarme’s meager salary.

To make matters worse, Charles had lent his entire life savings to Thor when his cat, with the odd name of Elephant, had needed some special surgery for a life-threatening condition. Elephant survived the surgery. The cat now had a better life than he did. Such is the way of life, thought Charles.

And the odds of Thor paying him back on the loan were growing longer with each passing day. The man had no regular source of income that Charles had ever been able to determine and he felt uncomfortable asking. A man’s finances were his personal business. 

In a couple of months’ time, the young gendarme would be eligible for a quarter-year turn at living at the Gendarmerie Nationale headquarters out between the villages of Public and Corossol. The tiny headquarters had a small barracks above with room enough for several men. These quarters were available on a rotation basis. Headquarters was required to have three men on duty at all times, night and day. Charles looked forward to this escape, transitory though it was.

Charles bade adieu to Thor and watched as the big man lumbered over to his ancient Jeep and climbed inside. “Remember,” called Charles, “give me a few days to look into things!”

Thor waved and promised he would. Wearily, Charles climbed onto his motorbike and began the short ride over the mountains to his temporary home on the Lebons’ property out near La Grande Saline. These long neglected, manmade saltwater ponds were once an important part of St. Barthelemy’s economy. The salt harvested here was sold abroad, but no longer. These days, goats roamed the hills and migratory birds explored the still waters while nature worshipers enjoyed its beach.

Charles’ abode was a small, separate structure approximately twenty meters from the house, out near the stables. It had once been occupied by servants. Now it was Charles’ home. He pulled up to the little guesthouse, shut off the engine.

Charles went inside and flopped down on the little chair beside the window. He looked out the half-open shutters towards the house. He spotted the chief’s wife, Elisabeth, in the kitchen. Cooking smells enticed him but he drove them off by squirting some mosquito spray around his room. Charles preferred to be alone. Got that, mosquitoes?

He hoped no one would disturb him. It had been a long day and he wished for nothing more than to sleep. Charles undressed quickly. He closed his eyes. He was very tired.

“Have you heard the news?” gasped Violette.

Charles sat up, pulling the bedcovers to his bare shoulders. “Non. What news?” He glanced at the clock; it was past midnight, closer to one a.m. to be more precise. What on earth was the chief’s daughter doing in his room at this hour? What would Chief Lebon think?

What would the chief do to Charles if he found out? He looked furtively about the room for his pants. They hung over the back of a chair near the doorway.

“It’s Remy Deval. His body has been found floating in the harbor.”

Charles cocked his head. He had thought he’d heard some commotion outdoors—the sound of a car’s motor starting up. Despite the news, it was hard not to look at Violette with some more primitive interest. The chief’s daughter wore a short, yet circumspect, white nightgown that covered her torso, but this only accentuated all the more her lovely, long brown legs. He followed them down to the ground—her feet were bare—then looked up. The nightgown’s lacy collar highlighted her well-shaped collarbone and neck. “Drowned?”

“No,” said Violette, with a shake of her lovely head, “Strangled.”
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Charles had a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach. It bounced around inside him like a ball of hot wax.

And it wasn’t Chief Lebon’s driving over the pot-holed lane leading from his farm to the main road that was the cause of it. Remy Deval was dead.

“Do you really think that Monsieur Deval was strangled, Chief?” He had a sore throat and it hurt to speak. It was always like that if he woke in the middle of the night. He didn’t know why. One of nature’s many mysteries.

“That’s what the caller reported. A Dutchman by the name of Philip Foeken discovered the body floating in the harbor and called the police station. Pisar was on late duty. He took the call.”

Chief Lebon looked at his watch. His car swayed in the center of the dark road. “He should be at the scene now.” He yawned loudly. “We’ll see what he has to say when we arrive.”

Charles nodded. The jostling of the shock-worn vehicle was only making his stomach all the worse. Besides being a member of the St. Barthelemy municipal police force, Pisar Mercer was the chief’s son-in-law, married to Violette’s older sister, Rose. Charles often suspected that Pisar had been ensnared by the chief, pressured into marrying one of his daughters, just as the chief was attempting to do to Charles now. 

It was a very good snare and Charles had his doubts about his own ability to dodge it. He shook his head and yawned. Charles cranked down the window, letting the warm night air rush over his face. He wondered where his friend, Thor, was and he prayed that the reported strangling turned out to be no more than a simple drowning, exaggerated by a shaken witness.

St. Barts was a small island, not much more than eight miles square, and soon enough the lights of Gustavia’s rectangular harbor came into sight. They wound around the small, quiet harbor front, bound on the northeast by Rue du Bord de Mer, on the southeast by Rue du Centenaries and finally along the southwest by Rue Jeanne d’arc.

This was the avenue where Charles kept his boat. He sighed as they drove past the waterlogged mess sitting desolately in a weed-filled empty lot near the boat launch.

“There he is.” Chief Lebon pointed to a flashing blue light in the distance. 

As they quickly closed the distance, Charles spotted a second vehicle belonging to the Gendarmerie Nationale. The chief parked next to the waterfront along Rue Alar near the Wall House Museum. Small cannons stood out front facing the harbor and both the Swedish and French flags flew here. The museum’s official name was the Municipal Museum and Library, but it had originally been a warehouse named the Wall House and the name hadn’t disappeared from the long memory of the locals. 

A small crowd had gathered there along the perimeter. Some sat on the cannons. Charles recognized the angled figure of one of his fellow officers, Gendarme Ronalph Sadjan, at the seawall. He had a long pole in his hand and was pulling with all his might.

Pisar stooped. He braced one hand against the concrete seawall. With the other, he helped drag Remy Deval’s body to the edge. Pisar turned at the sound of Charles and the chief approaching. He nodded to his boss. “We’re just pulling the body out now, sir. I was waiting for assistance. The body was wedged up between the dock and this motorboat.”

He rose and wiped his hands. “A good thing, too. Otherwise, with the tide going out, the body might never have been discovered.” 

As Pisar spoke, his eyes focused on a small, puffy man huddling near the sidewalk of the closed restaurant across the street. 

“That the Dutchman?” asked the chief.

Pisar nodded.

“Here, give me a hand,” groused Sadjan. 

“Sorry.” Pisar dropped to his knees and, between them, the two men managed to hoist Remy Deval’s wet, limp body ashore. 

Charles stepped in. Remy Deval’s final wardrobe was a pair of gray wool trousers, a pale blue shirt and a matching gray vest. One button was undone. Two buttons were missing. The man’s hair was a tangle. By the look of his skin, Deval might have been in the water about an hour. But that was only Charles’ opinion. There was a thick rope wound about the victim’s neck.

“Like our friend Foeken said,” Pisar remarked, giving the rope a tug, “strangled all right.”

“Maybe,” said Charles. “But couldn’t Deval have fallen in and dashed his head—against the boat, or the seawall, for instance—and then drowned?”

“What about the rope, Charles?” Gendarme Sadjan said.

Charles shrugged, reaching for straws while seeing only rope. A rope that might have strangled Remy Deval. He bit his lip. Such a rope could very well represent Thor’s own ending. While they didn’t hang men in St. Barts, Thor could very well spend the rest of his life in jail for this crime. That would be just as bad for the old sailor as hanging from the end of a rope. “He could have struck his head and then become tangled in the rope.”

“Perhaps,” said Chief Lebon. He jerked a thumb in the Dutchman’s direction. “Did he see anything?”

“He seems pretty much in shock, Chief,” answered Pisar. “All I’ve gotten out of him so far is that he was strolling the harbor, happened to look in the water and saw the body. He ran to that pay phone over there—” Pisar pointed to a nearby public phone, “and called the station.”

Chief Lebon nodded. He knelt and inspected the rope. “This rope’s new.”

Charles had noticed that. He had to admit it did not look like the rope itself had been floating in the water long. It wasn’t some flotsam then that the unfortunate Remy Deval had found himself entangled in which then led to his drowning. 

Charles gingerly felt the back of Monsieur Deval’s skull. “There are no head wounds. At least not apparent.”

Lebon straightened and wiped his damp hands on his pants. “That, along with the official cause of death, will be for Docteur Duclos to determine.” He turned to Sadjan. “Where’s Bruyer?” Adjutant Bruyer was the head of the gendarmes on St. Barthelemy.

“He’s on St. Martin, Chief,” Sadjan explained. “He’ll be back in two days.” The island of St. Martin was a neighbor of St. Barts, only ten or fifteen minutes away by plane, an hour on the ferryboat.

“That’s right,” said Charles. “He’s on a small holiday.” The adjutant had met a woman who ran a small shop at the airport there. His trips to St. Martin had become quite frequent.

“Just my luck,” complained Lebon. “Well,” he sighed, “let’s go have a word with our witness.”

Charles held back as Chief Lebon crossed the narrow street with heavy steps. The chief stepped up on the curb and barked sharply, “That means you, Charles.”

Charles hesitated only a moment, watching as the ambulance arrived and began its ritual of removing the body. Pisar and Ronalph Sadjan were conferring amongst themselves. Pisar was pointing at something in the water.

“Charles!”

The chief’s second bark left no room for any more hesitations and Charles scurried to his side. Though the chief of police was not officially his boss, the local municipal police and the national gendarmes worked closely with one another on all important matters. Mutual cooperation was a necessity on such a small island and, in most cases, proceeded in a competitive, yet friendly, manner.

This was a two-edged sword for there had recently been another murder on St. Barts and Charles had been handed the unpleasant duty of solving that particular crime. Its resolution still caused him much sadness. Though he’d tried to expunge these thoughts from his memory, the ghosts of those memories were coming back now.

“This here is Monsieur Philip Foeken, Charles.”

Charles nodded. 

“Monsieur Foeken discovered the body. Isn’t that right, Monsieur Foeken?”

It was the little Dutchman’s turn to nod. He looked shaken and cold. It was a warm night and the cold was probably more attributable to the shock of his finding a dead body than it was the ambient temperature.

“Why don’t you tell us exactly what happened?” The chief’s voice was soft and inviting.

The little Dutchman nodded, his tight lips pulling on the remains of a cigarette. He had a tuft of thick, dark hair jutting up in front, while his big nose thrust out ahead of him, giving him the appearance of a man trying to move in two directions at once.

“I’d been for a drink at the bar up the road,” Foeken began. He pointed. “Up there. Had a bit much. Can’t sleep when I do. Lay my head down on the pillow and the room all starts to spinning. Know what I mean?”

The chief replied that he did. “So you went for a walk.”

He flicked the butt into the street. “Yes, that’s right. Came along the waterfront. Always liked the water. That’s why I come here.”

“You are a tourist, monsieur?” Charles asked.

“That’s right. It’s mighty cold in Europe this time of year. I don’t care much for winters. Not unless you can have them like this,” he said, no doubt remarking on St. Barts’ warm and temperate nature.

“The climate here is ideal,” Chief Lebon replied. He was looking in Charles’ direction. “And I agree with you, monsieur. Who needs ice and snow when you can have all this?”

The chief thrust his hands to the stars. “Indeed, who would return to such a place if he could stay here and have a wonderful life, a lovely home. . .”

He let his voice trail off. If he’d added ‘a lovely wife’ it might be a bit much for the young gendarme and Lebon did not want to scare the young man off. The chief had a quiver full of fleches d’amour—lover arrows—and he intended to use them sparingly and wisely as Cupid himself.

“Yes, well, I’d stay here if I could. As it is, my job is in The Hague. So back I go.”

“Not before we get your complete statement,” said the chief.

“No worry. I’ve got me another week before I return.”

“Where are you staying on the island, Monsieur Foeken?” inquired Charles.

“The Sunset Hotel. It’s nothing fancy. But she’s clean.”

Charles knew the place well. The Sunset was a small, traditional West Indies hotel just the other side of the harbor. “The way you’ve been walking leads away from your hotel, not towards it.”

“Yes, I know. Thought I’d see what was up this way. Nice night for a walk.” 

Charles studied the little Dutchman. He wore blue trousers and a short-sleeved white shirt that was wrinkled and damp beneath the arms. Despite the cold, the man was perspiring. Why?

“Exactly how did you come to discover the body in the water, Monsieur Foeken? It is quite dark here and the body was between the seawall and a motorboat.”

Foeken looked uneasily from Chief Lebon to Charles. He shifted his feet and for a brief instant Charles wondered if the little man was about to make a run for it. 

“Well, it’s like this.” Foeken looked at his feet. “I mean, like I said, I’d had a lot to drink. And, well, I-I needed to—” He stopped.

“To what?” demanded the chief. “Strangle someone?”

“No!” cried Foeken. “Heaven’s no. I needed to relieve myself,” he said with some embarrassment.

The chief drew himself up. “You urinated in the harbor!” Lebon was a proud native and the harbor was sacred to him. The fact that someone would even think about using it as a toilet was practically sacrilegious.

Charles turned his head and chuckled. 

“Could you not find someplace more suitable, like a restroom, monsieur?” He’d been ambivalent before, but now the chief had obviously taken a dislike for this little Dutchman.

“I was coming to this restaurant to use the toilet,” Foeken said miserably, “but, as you can, see it’s closed.”

Chief Lebon’s cheeks puffed up with air and Charles expected a resultant explosion. In an effort to diffuse the situation, he interrupted. “If I understand you, monsieur, you went to the seawall to relieve yourself, as you say and this is when you discovered the body of Remy Deval?”

“I don’t know who he is, but that’s right, officer,” said Foeken, happy to see the subject had changed. “I was standing right there,” here he pointed again towards the motorboat, “and saw him floating.” 

Foeken hugged himself, then pulled another cigarette from his shirt pocket and lit up. “Quite a sight, I can tell you. Face up, he was. His neck wrapped tight in that rope. The moon lit him up like a ghoul.”

Charles could well imagine. A ghostly moon hung in the sky as if setting the scene for a murder. “Did you see anyone else about?”

“How do you mean? There were plenty of folks at the bar.” He gave the name of a popular bar on Rue Jeanne d’Arc. 

“When you were walking, did you see anyone else? Particularly anyone coming in the opposite direction?” 

“You want to know if I saw anyone coming from here—someone who might be the killer,” Foeken said, perceptively.

“Well?” asked the chief.

“I’m thinking on it. A few cars went by, I remember that.”

“From this direction?” asked Charles. Not surprising as Rue Jeanne d’Arc was a one-way street. Traffic ran towards this end of the harbor, not the other way around. To return, one had to drive up one of the hill’s side streets to Rue Shoelcher, which ran parallel to Rue Jeanne d’Arc.

“No.”

“There were a couple of people walking around, I guess. I really didn’t pay them much attention. I remember a young couple. Holding hands, they were.” Foeken turned and looked up the road as if retracing his steps. “They might have come from here.” He shrugged. “That’s it, I’m afraid.”

Charles said, “Can you describe this young couple?”

“I dunno. The boy was a surfer type. His hair was bleached blond. Curly. The girl was a pretty thing. Dark hair.”

“Would you be able to recognize them again?”

“I’ve never noticed them before, but I suppose I might be able to recognize them if I was to see them again.”

“If you do see them again,” replied Charles, “give us a call.” They could be
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