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      He heard Death approach and welcomed him.

      “You have taken long to arrive,” Koitalel told the God of Death, his tone calm, his wrinkled hands resting in his lap.

      “My apologies. May I?” Death asked, indicating a space next to the old prophet.

      “Of course.”

      Comfortable with silence, Koitalel said nothing more as Death sat beside him on the zebra pelt. The god’s golden glow lit the dark, pre-dawn air around them, but Koitalel knew that only the two of them could see it.

      In the camp nearby, the Nandi warriors sleeping in their furs hadn’t heard Death’s arrival. If they should wake, they would only see a revered old man staring into the starry sky, contemplating destiny with eyes as deep and old as the Rift Valley.

      “Are you ready?” asked Death as he pushed back the lion’s head that was a part of the god’s cape. Long braids hung past his shoulders.

      “Always,” Koitalel replied with a smile. Deep lines creased around his eyes and mouth. Rubbing his smooth scalp, he asked, “Who will it be? Who among my warriors will perform the deed?”

      “Does it matter?”

      “No. Betrayal is betrayal.” Koitalel sighed and felt the weight of years settling around his shoulders. Shivering under the red-stained leather cape, he prodded the small fire before him, hoping to draw some warmth from its subdued flames. Wood snapped and sparked in response.

      “These People of the Fog are tricky creatures,” Death mused.

      Koitalel chuckled upon hearing this phrase being used by Death. It had been his own description of the pale-faced invaders; now, even the gods preferred it to other names. “You’ve had some experience with them?”

      Death snorted and nodded, the ochre-stained braids twitching around his broad shoulders. “Yes, I have. And with one in particular, a female known to us as Miss Knight.” He clucked in disgust. “As you’ve said before, they are devious. And their language truly does sound like the incessant chattering of birds.”

      “Hm. Yes, I know of Miss Knight,” Koitalel said. “To her credit, she tried to forewarn me. But it was already too late, even then.” Pausing to prod the fire, he added, “There is, however, one matter of importance that I’ve left unfinished: the child.”

      “The unborn girl?” Death asked.

      “The very one,” Koitalel replied. “If all goes well, perhaps we shall see her sooner than later.”

      “Perhaps.” Death glanced around.

      The land was silent as the creatures of the night retreated; the day creatures remained hidden as they waited for the dawn to summon them. No wind stirred the long, rain-soaked grass or the tree branches thick with clusters of flowers. The only movement was the shimmering of stars above them.

      “It is soon,” he warned.

      “I am honored that you have come to personally claim me,” Koitalel said.

      “This is the reward granted to all brave warriors,” Death said and lowered his gaze. “Besides, it’s my fault that humans die and never return. When I prayed for my beloved moon, rather than for man, to be reborn, I condemned you all. The moon never truly dies but you do. This is the least I can do for having denied you a return to this world.”

      The old man shook his head. “Why would any sane person wish to return to this place of suffering and strife? I shall happily stay with you and let the moon return in my place.”

      Death smiled, his entire countenance brightening. “It pleases me to hear you speak in this way. It is time. I shall be here, waiting for you. I will not leave your side.” So saying, he stood up, a tall metal spear appearing in his grasp, its tip fiercely golden.

      In the calm of the moment, Koitalel heard the brush of a stealthy foot against the grass behind him. Unsure if he should speak, he remained with his gaze fixed upon the stars.

      “Bwana Koitalel, your uji,” the traitor’s voice spoke at his side. A gourd filled with millet porridge appeared before him, held by a pair of trembling hands.

      “So this is how it is to be,” Koitalel murmured and clucked in disgust. “Poison is the weapon of cowards.”

      Unnerved, the man squatting by his side nearly dropped the gourd. The old man’s hands, however, were not afflicted by tremors, and he accepted the offering while dismissing the traitor.

      “Forgive my sins and remember my victories,” Koitalel prayed before gulping down the entire contents of the gourd.

      As dawn’s first light skimmed the land with its pale gold kiss, a pair of empty eyes gazed out to the horizon, and the prophet discarded his body. Nearby, the warriors began to awake to prepare for the next battle. Unseen, Death and Koitalel walked through their midst and departed.
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      To be blissfully oblivious once again would be rapturous.

      This was my first inclination upon collecting the post one fine morning. At the time, I was bemusedly bewildered. What did the thought and the mail have to do with each other? It was beyond me. In hindsight however, it was pure genius. Perhaps I’d had a flash of intuition regarding the contents of one of those letters.

      As I was in a hurry, I didn’t bother to glance through the assortment of envelopes. Instead, I thrust the post into a pocket of my knee-length leather trench coat, provided a hasty farewell to the postmaster, Mr. O’Harris, and exited the post office. Trotting down the stairs, I discovered Nelly demolishing the contents of a flower pot.

      “What did that plant ever do to you, you horrid beast?” I demanded.

      Nelly merely snorted, belched and whisked her tail.

      “Come on then, we’d best make haste, for that wretched ghost Gideon will be sure to give us a verbal lashing,” I admonished my plump little horse. “Shelby hasn’t eaten her second breakfast yet.”

      The reddish brown horse glanced at me with what could only be described as a sorrowful expression.

      “And neither have you, I know. Although you could well afford to skip a meal or two.”

      Nelly stomped a hoof and shook her head, the metal bits of her bridle tinkling with her agitation.

      “Not to worry. I’ll feed you,” I reassured her. Once I’d settled myself in the saddle, I urged the nag out of town. “I do sometimes wonder who’s the master of the house. It’s certainly not human, whoever it is.”

      Despite being overweight and prone to sleeping at the most inconvenient moments, Nelly was, in fact, a rather fast horse. Early on in our acquaintance, she’d been possessed by a nasty serpent spirit. Not in the least bit inconvenienced, she’d promptly ingested the invader, thus absorbing its speed and ability to fly.

      The advantages of such abilities cannot be underestimated, even in the most civilized corners of the world. As we were not in such a corner, it was particularly useful given the sparsity of transport options available in the environs of the small town of Nairobi and the deplorable conditions of the roads, if I could even call them that.

      Once clear of the town and hidden by a clump of trees, Nelly put her powers to good use. In a blur of color and wind, we hurtled across the land and arrived outside our dilapidated little barn a few minutes later. I spat out a fly and removed a twig that had been snagged by my hair. These were minor vexations of traveling thus, as long as I didn’t actually swallow the bugs that pummeled me on such speedy trips.

      “Jonas, you’re here,” I said as I entered the barn.

      My gardener / cook / driver didn’t bother to acknowledge my salutation and continued oiling the ox harness. All that greeted me were his tight black-and-gray curls atop his wrinkled head. Nelly began to snore beside me.

      “And how’s Wanjiru?” I continued, determined not to let social niceties slip, even if they weren’t appreciated by my employee.

      “Hm,” he grunted and finally deigned to look at me, a scowl further wrinkling his face, the gap caused by his missing front teeth clearly visible. “Yao, that filthy vampire, he’s visiting Wanjiru every morning and every evening. She’s my daughter, and he doesn’t have my blessing. If I see that vampire, that Adze, when he’s in his firefly form…” He clapped his gnarled hands together with sufficient force so as to wake Nelly.

      “Delightful,” I said and made a mental note to tell Yao not to shape shift into a firefly when Jonas was around. Knowing Yao, he would most likely ignore the suggestion but I had to try. “Do keep in mind that Yao did assist us in rescuing Wanjiru from the God of Death.”

      “Bah,” Jonas replied. “A lot of whining and complaining is what he did.”

      Abandoning the effort to sway Jonas’ dismal opinion of Wanjiru’s new suitor, I switched subjects. “I’m delighted you continue to wear the new clothes we gave you.”

      Ever since I’d known Jonas, he’d attired himself in what amounted to rags, insisting that he would only use the new clothes when he found his daughter. He’d been true to his word.

      “Hm,” he said, displaying a profound disinclination for the new topic of conversation.

      I considered launching into a discussion on the weather as any decent Englishwoman would, but Jonas would be even less interested in that. Therefore, I settled on the topic of work. “Have you managed to find some wood?” I asked. “You do remember I mentioned that I wanted to construct a picnic table?”

      Jonas’ thin eyebrows rose up his dark, wrinkly forehead.

      “We have a few outdoor chairs,” I persisted, “and it would be delightful to set up a table under one of the trees near the cottage.”

      Thoroughly unimpressed by my vision, Jonas leaned his elbows on his knees and stared up at me with evident disinterest. “No wood.”

      “Surely there’s some wood to be found,” I said, my exasperation mounting over his recalcitrance. “Will you at least ask around next time you’re in town?”

      His thin shoulders rose in a noncommittal shrug before he said, “Koitalel is dead.”

      The dramatic news caused me to pause. Koitalel, the prophet of the Nandi, was, or had been, an influential person. I pondered what his demise would mean for the tribe’s uprising. Without his leadership, they would surely be defeated by the British before long.

      “Him, he was murdered,” Jonas continued with a slight lisp, his gnarled hands tightening around the harness. “Betrayed by a dog.” He spat onto the ground. “A traitor.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said with all sincerity. “He was a visionary and a powerful mystic.”

      “It’s a bad omen,” Jonas muttered, returning his attention to the harness. “Bad for all of us.”

      Recognizing that he’d ended the conversation, I left him to his dark ruminations. Once settled in my kitchen with tea leaves brewing in my mother’s metal teapot, I fed Shelby her second breakfast of oats and banana. In between shoveling goop into the eager mouth of the baby Vervet monkey, I began sorting the mail.

      Most of the letters were for Mr. Timmons and his import business. However, two were addressed to me. I recognized the handwriting on both envelopes, and my reactions were startling and contradictory: delight and disgust.

      My attention was wholly taken up by the two letters before me, and I debated which one I should open first. Shelby squawked as I jabbed a spoon of mush at her ear. Immediately, Gideon rushed through the wall from another section of the cottage and floated before me.

      “Beatrice Knight Timmons, why is it so difficult for you to feed a baby?” he demanded, the frown on his angelic face emphasizing his discontent with my maternal abilities. His light brown eyes, normally glittering with mischievous energy, were disapproving of my negligence.

      “Gideon, you know how I deplore such poor manners,” I admonished him. “Walking through walls simply isn’t appropriate, even if you are dead. What will Shelby learn from such an example as yours?”

      “Well, at least I don’t forget to bring her home from a party,” he rebuked me.

      Flinging down the spoon, I delivered a firm stare at him. “That was once, Gideon. Once. I forgot her one time.”

      The ghost sniffed. “Once is enough.”

      “Indeed it is,” I muttered.

      Shelby scratched her furry head, little ears twitching at the commotion, her brown eyes blinking at the two of us.

      “Observe: she’s distressed by our fighting,” Gideon said, his eyes widening and his fists clenching.

      “She’s a monkey, Gideon,” I said, shaking my head as I picked up the two letters. “Monkeys are constantly squabbling among themselves.”

      I didn’t pay attention to Gideon’s response. Instead, I studied the two envelopes, debating which to open first.

      “Just open both of them,” Gideon whispered beside me as he too studied the envelopes.

      Taking advantage of my distraction, Shelby grabbed the spoon and began banging my teapot,  screeching in time to the metal pinging. Her musical enthusiasm caused bits of banana to be flung in all directions and to be smeared against the engraved sides of the teapot.

      “Eventually,” I said, tugging the spoon away. “But with which one do I start? The choice will utterly impact my mood for the remainder of the day, possibly even the week.”

      “In that case, select the one that’s most likely to bring you happiness,” Gideon said and grinned. “For all our sakes.”

      I sighed. “Therein lies the dilemma. For I don’t suppose that either letter will be the cause of any joy.”

      “Then it doesn’t matter which one you open first,” he said with a shrug.

      “That’s a point and a shockingly logical one at that, for a dead man,” I admitted and opened Cilla’s letter. My most intimate friend’s neat script flowed across the page, filling every bit of space on both sides of two pages.

      “Goodness, how ever does she find enough to write about?” I wondered.

      “Without giant insects and orphaned monkeys, I imagine it would be very challenging,” Gideon said as he made faces at Shelby. The monkey squeaked and jumped up and down in response.

      “Evidently, London isn’t as dreadfully boring as we remember it,” I said. “There’s an entire paragraph devoted to the inclement weather and another regarding the latest fashion. It seems those biking pants for women are quite the rage. I must admit they do make horse riding an easier task. Oh, and…” My voice faded away as I skimmed the next section.

      “I’d like to see you wear those biking pants Lilly gave you,” Gideon mused. “I mean, without a skirt covering them. Just the pants, and a shirt. Nothing else. How exotic that would be.”

      “Hm,” I replied. My lack of outrage at his scandalous suggestion alerted my deceased husband to the degree of my distraction.

      “What next? What else does she say?”

      “That her father has introduced her to the son of a close associate,” I said as I continued reading. “And they are now engaged to be married.”

      “Her father and the associate?” Gideon asked, smirking.

      “No, you buffoon,” I muttered. “Whatever will Drew make of this?”

      As there were no words of wisdom forthcoming from either ghost or monkey, I continued scrutinizing the description of her plans. In none of her words could I discern the happiness that such circumstances normally inspired in young women; she was merely reciting the details of the forthcoming nuptials as if it were a grocery list. Also lacking was any inquiry into the welfare of her former beloved, my brother Drew.

      “Well, that’s that, then,” I said after finishing my perusal of the letter. “I shall most likely never see her again.”

      “Don’t be so dramatic, Bee,” Gideon, the father of theatrics, chastised me. “I’m sure in your older age, you’ll return to London, if for nothing else than to chase down some villain or investigate another mystery.”

      “Indeed, not even those would entice me to return,” I said, frowning at the notion.

      My metal left hand twitched in agitation, reminding me how much my life had altered since departing England. While I’d lost my left hand to a giant Praying Mantis, I’d at least managed to infuse it with my wolf energy. How remarkable, I mused, that the werewolf bite I’d suffered as a child had given me the means to power my replacement hand.

      “Why ever not?” Gideon asked. “I’d like to go home one day.”

      “Nairobi is home now, Gideon,” I chastised him as I stared at the unopened envelope. “To return to that other land would be to expose myself to the intrigues of the Society. That would never do.”

      “I suppose,” Gideon said, dragging out each syllable. Noticing my reluctance to open the other letter, he jerked his chin toward it. “So what about that one?”

      I tapped the envelope against my open palm. “It’s written by someone from whom I’d hoped never to hear again.”

      “How thrilling,” he said and clapped his hands. Shelby imitated him. “Who is it?”

      “Prof Runal, Director of the Society for Paranormals.”
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      Apart from Shelby clapping and squealing, there was silence in the kitchen. Uncharacteristically sober, Gideon studied me with some concern. And well he should, for he’d been with me when I’d learned of the terrible betrayal of my former mentor and employer, the werewolf Prof Runal.

      “Aren’t you in the least bit curious about what he’s written?” Gideon finally asked, his gaze fixed on me.

      Swatting at the monkey to shush her, I tapped my metal fingers against the wooden table. “What could he possibly wish to say to me?” I asked. “He was complicit in my parents’ death, and my biological father had to flee into exile. To top it off, he admitted to your murder as well.”

      “Let’s burn the letter,” Gideon said with unseemly enthusiasm as he flung out a hand to indicate the black metal stove. “Who cares what the fiend has to say? Probably more excuses.”

      Before I could decide on the matter, there was a knock at the front door.

      “It can’t be anyone we’d care to see,” Gideon reasoned. “Our friends know better than to come by the front door.”

      “Or they don’t knock at all,” I added, thinking of Yao and his habit, both endearing and irksome, of letting himself into the cottage whenever he saw fit.

      “Precisely. So about that letter.”

      The person knocked again, louder and with greater insistence.

      Unimpressed, Gideon frowned. “A persistent visitor, it seems.”

      “The worst sort,” I said. “Such a visitor will be sure to overstay his welcome.”

      “Deplorable,” Gideon agreed. “Where’s the God of Death when you need him most?”

      “Hopefully nowhere near,” I said. The God of Death and I hadn’t parted on the best of terms, for I’d entered the Underworld without his permission and rescued Jonas’ daughter before Death could force her to marry him.

      If Death knew that I was planning on returning to rescue another soul, he’d surely try to obliterate me with his fire-spewing spear. He wouldn’t care that Anansi the Trickster God and his demon wife Koki had blackmailed me, threatening to kidnap my pregnant cousin if I didn’t agree to assist them.

      Jonas stomped through the kitchen’s back door and smacked a bag of potatoes on the counter just as a third knock echoed through the cottage. Feigning deafness, he set himself to scrubbing the vegetables.

      Sighing, I stuffed the letters into my skirt pocket and went to answer the door. Standing before me in a pristine white uniform was a young man of proud bearing, upright posture and haughty expression of superiority. These indications, combined with the inappropriate color and cut of his outfit that was utterly unsuited for the environs, clearly identified him as belonging to the class of recently landed, colonial bureaucrats.

      “Mrs. Timmons, I presume?” he asked in a pompous fashion.

      “You presume correctly,” I said, wondering if he would have worn all that white clothing if it had rained that day. The pants would have been covered in sticky red mud in no time at all.

      “An invitation for you and Master Timmons,” he said. With a flick of his wrist, he handed me a card and raised his hand as if gracing me with a benediction. Thus having performed his duty, he wordlessly spun on a heel and marched to his wagon.

      I decided that even if it had been storming outside and the paths transformed into muddy rivers, he would have worn the white uniform.

      When I returned to the kitchen, Yao was leaning against the counter and chatting with Gideon while Jonas balanced on a short, three-legged stool and poked at the fire in the battered old stove’s round belly. As I’d just been relieved of one unwanted visitor, I wasn’t overly thrilled to have another one, although at least this time Yao was wearing trousers. Now if only he would consider covering his finely sculptured chest, I wouldn’t be tempted to admire his muscular physique and ebony skin quite so much.

      Shaking such thoughts away, I sat at the table and poured a cup of tea. I was greatly relieved it was still steaming. Cold tea was such a nasty substance.

      “How terribly clever of you to rid us so promptly of the intrusion,” Gideon said, interrupting my appreciation of my beverage and Yao’s upper half.

      “Yes, yes,” Yao said while nodding with great enthusiasm. “Yao is also happy at this very promptly-ness.”

      As there were more grammatical issues with that sentence than I cared to tackle at the moment, I ignored him and studied the card.

      “It seems the English have well and truly landed,” I said as I read the invitation.

      “Too many,” Jonas grunted by the stove. “Every other day, there’s a new trainload arriving.”

      “Yes, it’s the policy of the British government to inundate new lands with as many would-be adventurers and hopeful settlers as possible,” I explained.

      “Yummy,” Yao murmured. “More food.”

      Jonas scowled at him while Gideon commented, “Well, someone has to civilize the likes of you, Yao.”

      “Yao is very civil,” the Adze replied with a wounded air. “Look, Yao is wearing pants today!”

      “Is that dead husband here?” Jonas demanded, having deduced as much from Yao’s conversation. As Jonas was unable to see ghosts, he took it upon himself to glare at me as if it were my fault I was a haunted widow.

      “It seems your nuisance radar is finely tuned,” I said and before Gideon could protest, I added, “We’ve been invited to a sporting event which will include tea, crumpets and croquet.”

      “Croaking sounds good,” Yao enthused. “Can Yao come?”

      “No,” I said just as Gideon replied, “Of course.”

      Grinning at me, Gideon continued, “After all, a croquet match would be incomplete without a bloodsucking firefly present.”

      “Will Wanjiru be there?” Yao asked, his words filled with longing.

      “Bah,” Jonas said. “My daughter, she’s working and won’t be eating crumpets and other horrid food.”

      “Yao agrees,” the African vampire said approvingly. “These foggy people’s food is terrible. Now, Adze food is⁠—”

      “The invitation is for Mr. and Mrs. Timmons,” I asserted before Yao could launch into what I was confident would be a revolting description of his preferred meal. “There’s no mention of ghosts and insects.”

      “Of course not, Miss Knight,” Yao said while patting my arm. “Ghosts and insects can’t croak. So Yao won’t come as a firefly. He’ll come in this form.”

      Jonas cackled by the stove.

      “But why are you being invited to croak?” he continued, his finely shaped eyebrows rising.

      “It’s croquet, not croaking,” I corrected the Adze. “It’s a game played by English people.”

      “Yao likes games. How do you play? Does it involve eating or hunting? Or maybe someone dying?”

      Frowning, I replied, “Absolutely not. It’s a perfectly safe game.”

      “How sad,” Yao said, sighing.

      “Although one does use a large mallet that, in theory, would make a fine weapon,” I added.

      Gideon snickered as Yao’s expression brightened. “Go on, Miss Knight.”

      I wondered when I’d resigned myself to playing croquet with a vampire. “One must hit a series of balls through metal hoops set up in the grass.”

      Yao’s eyes widened at the description which, to be fair, must have sounded nonsensical to one who’d never seen a croquet court before. Clapping his hands and grinning gleefully, he said, “Teach Yao to play. That sounds much better than croaking.”

      “Bah,” Jonas grunted, and I couldn’t disagree with him.
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      As I had nothing better to do and was in need of a distraction, I agreed to a demonstration of the English game. I led Yao and Gideon to a private croquet court the Hardinge family had set up in a corner of the garden.

      A family of small antelope was nibbling at the longer grass on the edges of the court. As we approached, they fixed their large eyes upon us, flicking their ears, fearful yet unwilling to relinquish their meal. Only as we stepped onto the closely cut grass of the croquet court did they dash off in a flurry of delicate hooves.

      As the metal hoops were already stuck into the ground, there was nothing to do but retrieve the heavy mallet and a few balls.

      “Let’s just practice how to use the mallet. We won’t bother with the rules at this point,” I started to explain.

      “That’s good,” Yao said, thumping his chest with one hand. “Yao doesn’t like rules.” He glanced toward the house, no doubt searching for a glimpse of his beloved.

      “That’s for the best. Most rules are uncommonly foolish,” Gideon added as he pirouetted around a hoop.

      “In truth, foolishness is all too common,” I said, narrowing my eyes at the ghost. Clearing my throat to gain the Adze’s attention, I continued, “You hold the mallet like so, with both hands. Let it swing ever so gently and tap the ball toward the hoops, like so.”

      Leaning slightly at the waist, I tapped one of the balls. It rolled sluggishly through the nearest hoop. Yao clapped more enthusiastically than the action warranted.

      “Now it’s your turn,” I said as I handed the wooden mallet to Yao.

      “You’re giving the firefly a mallet?” someone asked from behind us.

      We all turned to see Mr. Timmons, Tiberius and Lilly strolling from the house toward us. Tall and slim, Tiberius was, as always, dressed in a dark, well-fitted jacket and neatly pressed dark pants. It was hard to believe at such moments that he, the epitome of a kindhearted and respectable gentleman, was in fact a Popobawa and thus capable of transforming into a fearsome, man-sized bat. He supported Lilly’s arm with his own, studying the ground before them for any obstruction or hole that could unsettle her swelling form.

      As for my cousin Lilly, the flouncy white dress couldn’t disguise any longer the increase in her belly that protruded before her. Despite her condition, her beautiful dark curls were draped artistically around her petite face and shoulders. Her small mouth was set in a determined line as she too scrutinized the ground before her. Only when she glanced up at me could I catch a glimpse of her blue eyes that matched the sky on a summer’s day. Her pale skin against her husband’s golden brown was a delightful contrast. They were a striking couple, and I was certain their baby would be as pleasing in appearance as they were, as long as it wasn’t born with bat wings.

      The speaker, my husband, chuckled as Yao held the mallet in an awkward manner. In contrast to my half-brother Tiberius, Mr. Timmons was utterly careless of fashion and form. His hair was shaggy and unmanaged, so that wavy locks of dark hair bounced on his strong, broad shoulders. However, he had made some efforts in this department, for his sideburns were at least trimmed into a version of neatness.

      As his gaze settled upon me, I lost myself in his gray eyes. It was only when his expression shifted to something approaching wicked and utterly inappropriate for public consumption that I turned my attention to the others, marveling that I was still capable of blushing despite being a married woman.

      “Well, this is charming,” Lilly said as she gingerly settled herself onto a bench at the edge of the court. “Do carry on with your instructions, Bee.”

      Gideon floated over to her side while Tiberius lit a cigarette. I nodded at Yao to proceed.

      Before I could warn him otherwise, Yao closed his eyes and swung the mallet with impressive and unwarranted force. The resulting impact produced a loud cracking noise that startled every living creature in the area.

      Thus the ball was launched into the air. It sailed across the court and through a window on the second floor of the Hardinge house, accompanied by the shattering of some delicate item from within.

      “Did Yao win?” the Adze asked as he gazed about in expectation.

      “If winning involves the destruction of precious vases,” Mr. Timmons drawled, “then absolutely.”

      Yao jumped up and down, clutching the mallet to his naked chest. “Yao likes this game very much! Can we play again?”

      “No,” I shouted as Tiberius said gently, “Perhaps another time, my dear fellow.”

      “Who is that?” Lilly asked as she gestured to two people who had just rounded the corner of the house and were approaching the croquet court.

      Leading the way was Chief Constable Dougal, a stout Scottish fellow with deep red cheeks that provided visual proof of both his temper and his liking for African brew. It was roundly acknowledged that he was most agreeable only after having consumed a few rounds of that brew. Otherwise, his craggy face was set in a dark scowl as if he was convinced that everyone around him was guilty of some crime or other, and it was his job to discover which one and act accordingly. He was one of the few people who wasn’t intimidated or disconcerted by my yellowish hazel eyes. However, that afternoon he appeared decidedly ill at ease, his steely blue gaze unable to meet my own.

      He was not alone. By his side sauntered a woman whose very demeanor instantly prompted in me an adverse response. At first, I couldn’t identify why. It wasn’t due to her voguish attire, her petite features or her

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-0-rss-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Character List
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Fact & Fiction
      


      		
        Miss Knight & the Wedding Killer
      


      		
        The Adventures Continue
      


      		
        A small favor…
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		The Adventures Continue


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/missknightandthestonesofnairobiamazon_dlrcoverdesigns.jpg
CEEPR

VERED EHSANI





